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THE 


PR E FACE. 


NOnldeting the Prove; That Too 
much Mettle is dangerous i in a blind 


idoliz d piece, CIDER, A POEM, 
ſirſt mounted upon the back of Ambiti- 
on, his chiefeſt Gre ſhould have been to 
I ſecure the Reins : ; for I remember the old 
2 Jocky Seneca ſays, Habet hoc vitium omnis 
Anbitio, non reſpicit. 


I do not think there is any Work ex- 
unt, that hath alarm'd the World more 
A 2 5 than 


Mare; when the fam d Author of that 


iv. The Preface: 

than his; and bin I may ſay, ſome year,” 
fo much the talk and hopes of the Pub. 
Jick; eſpecially thoſe under his own Me. 
Tidian ; Nor indced has it fail'd in aui 4 þ 
great Satisfaction, being g generally care 
ſed with that fondneſs, Which almoſt +l 
ſerves the Name of Dotage : ee, 


the Succeſs is not ſo wonderful, if we be. 
lieve the oct, That 2 x 


A 


| Expetlation makes he! Bl img ear. 4 


And if we obſerve, It had not oni 
the Advantage of being introduc'd- un 
der the Umbrage of Milton; but cam 

alſo flying upon the Wings of Fame 
not to mention the many Heroes wh | 
were ſummoned to defend it. 

Whercin all its Beautys conſiſt, 1f 
not Obvious, I dare preſume, to ever) 4 
Reader; It being in many places mad 1 
| Artificially dark, to prevent cvery com 
mon Underſtanding from peeping 1 inn! 

the Bottom of it; but ſuch is the Geniuf 
of this Age, to admire Name and erh 


PTY . — — 


> > EEO a © — 
8 — 
1 


— 


1 f 


9. — hat they have now raiſed the Author to. 
b. the higheſt Claſs in the Maſes School; 
E. Nor will he need any future Apotheoſis, to 
g mmortalize his Name, as long as C7- 
DER A POEM, hes ſecurely bound in 
fe, Sheeps-skin; For we may take notice, 
| Frhat notwithſtanding he falls ſo far fort, 
e Hoth of the Diction, and Harmony of 
Milton; yet he is addreſſed with the Title 
Jof being his Poetical Son, as Milton was 
of Spencer, tho there indeed the Sox ex- 
ceeded the Father, and the Copy out- 
ſnone the Original: But however, there 
Lare, I make no queſtion, who breaking 
ma out into Wonderful Ixterjections; diſdain 
not to ſay, he was Out-vied by them both; 
and this is eaſily conjectur d, when we 
find ſome Perſons have fo far Apoſtatiz'd 
to Worſhip him, as the Namen Commune, 
f even in C— (ts C— ch Y whilſt others 
have ſung his Nagæ Canore about, as 
he Grecians did the Works of Homer, 
at their Village Feaſts. : 
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Now 


„ The Pre f ace. . 
þ Now I would not be thought fond 
of traducing his Performance, any far- 
ther than I could compel his Humility to 
acknowledge, how much he has fallen 
ſhort of Milton; and what he ſtands In.“ 
dehted to Virgil for his many Embelliſſ. 
ments; who has been all along the Prop 
of his Fancy, and whom he as carcfully # 
follows, as a Blind Man docs his Dog in 
a String; So that Invention which is one 
of the greateſt Bleſſings to a Poet, is not 
ſo peculiarly his Talent. "Er 


As for the profeſſing himſelf a Yotary 
to Milton's Muſe, I greatly fear he will 
be Superanuated, before he can attain to 
his Proficiency, for by a little Compa- 
riſon we ſoon may find a Difference; Nor: 
can I think the beſt Doctor of Maſicill 
round the Theatre, will affirm their being 
tuned in Yniſon; and therefore without] 
much Offence he may be Challeng d 
in the Words of Menalcas to Dama N 
Tas. - 5 Y B 


Can. 


The Preface vii. 


0 antondo tu lem : aui ungquan tibi ſtuls 


1 ( cers 
n q [Tunfla fait * Non tu in triviis, indocte, 
'F ES ( ſolebas 
. Stridenti be flipuls diſperdere carmen? 
1 Ver. Buc. Eccl. 3: 
ng 


® Tho'to n a little allowance 
ae muſt be made him, becauſe ſometime 
or Milton ſung darkly, as it is reported, 
from the Name of Homer, that he did; 
But this our Author never was ſo happy, 
iii vo enjoy the lucid Intervals of a dark Man, 
and that I might ſatisfie him I have not 
Iche leaſt ill Will towards his exceeding 
E both thoſe Worthy Poets, if his Friends, 
CE cſpccially thoſe of the Cuadrangle, inter 
alios, a Gentleman that has an endleſs lore 
07 Univerſal Knowledge ; approve of it for 
Wis Good, III ſend him a Needle for the 
purpoſe, that he may afford us the plea- 
ſure, to hear one Tune from him, like a a 
Blind Bull finch ; and that he may not 


be 
* 5 e 


warrant, upon putting a certain Knight of 


ty years together; But to proceed be.if A 
Tween our Author and Virgil, 


that placed before the ſecond Georgic of 
Virgil, intimates ſomething of a Deſign, 
that the Author would inſinuate his, to bear 
the ſame Name; whereas (ſays he)! it be. 
ing baptized Milionian Verſe, The Scul p- 


© Sheepwaſh very ſmartly took notice, That 
there were no Apples upon Eſq; Virgil 
Trees, but Cal Apples; Nor could 1 15 


ſwade, him they made the beſt Oder; 
: however, to excuſe the Matter as 1 þ 


viii. The Preface. I 
be deterr'd from the Experiment, 1 dan 


1 Z , 


my acquaintance into his Next Poem, that! ® 


he will undertake to reſtore his Eyes, al. 


5 8 ö 
3 5 4 | 


though they ſhould rowl in vain for twen 1 4 


Pc 
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- Mr. Sheepwaſh being one of a profound 
penetration obſeryes ; That the Cut be. 
fore the Title Page of the Anonymous Bool 
upon Cyder, being the very ſame with! 


O 


ture before Paradiſe loſt had been more 
proper; and then the moſt Judicious Me 


e 


could; 1inform d him that the Aut bos 
(uv 


The Preface..'. ix. 


re it might be) was a very baſhful Gentle- 


0 an, and could not endure to ſee the 
dat Acture of Eve Naked, without falling 


1 : 
a Py F 
. - 
- Fax 
* £4.49 % 


1 
2 
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na e Tree of Knowledge, he had no man- 
cer of Buſineſs with it; But theſe were 
ol ly Mr. Sheepwaſh's Obſervations. 
off Yer I cannot but ſay in deference to 
Pe Author, as being a Man of all parts 
Speech, That ſince he has taken ſuch 
Feat Pains to copy after Virgil, as 1 
e done my ſelf the Honour to copy 
Fer him, efpecially his 40 and 43d 
Ages; That his two Books were high- | 
| deſerving the Name of Georgtes ; 
I'd if I might be thought worthy to 
rie poor Jacob Tonſon, becauſe of his 
at Charge and Family, if it were 
n Years before the next Edition 
mes out, to have a Glarious Title 
0: -- B : Page 


* The Preface. 9 
Tage added to it, beginning, Two r 
and Span new Georgies, in Imitation 
Virgil, Vritten in Miltonian Verſe ; ay 
then Tl engage for the Sale. x 
Zut now, ! leaſt it may be thou ght! 1 
Aicter the Author, becauſe he is a Gall 
tleman of ſome Subſtance and Figur' 
having Land within a Mile of Pernd' 
ſus, and a great Copia Verborum of hi 
own to Stock it; I will put down thi 
beginning of yirgils two Georgie s, an, 
jet che Tearned Reader compare then 
with the Miltonian ones, for Example 
Virgil begins his Firſt 


Onid faciat Lætas 2 : quo f ſea dere terrd 
Vertere 


Georg, I, 1 


And hon a little after 


Hinc canere incipian Vos, *  clariſſin 
5 F mund 
Lumina. ĩ—ẽ—.— 
| | 1d lin. 5, 6 
On) 


MM The Preface. Ji. 
Only our Authors Clariſſima Luminæ 
ö rundi, arc the Ariconian Knights, and fal- 
ny eſt Dames, and then as Virgil proceeds, 
"i 2 —.—.— Iuque 0 cui prima frementem 
101 udit equum magno tellus percuſſa tridenti, 


. 
het. 
2 Fr 
_ 
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E Jul 26: Gl & 505-66 WOE Hoo ce -l9 2 4. > nt | , 
it Id. lin. & 2; 13. 

Y Cyder goes on in the very ſame Tune, 

And thou 0 Moſtyn whoſe Benevolence, &c. 


fol. 


my 


pe But certainly, after all; methinks thoſe 
Gentlemen and Ladies, are very little be- 
holding to him for paying his Debts of 
Charity, ſince Virgil's Gods were the 
Wick Motives to his Gratitude ; yet 
Wl can hardly forbear thinking; that he 
raiſes Encomiums on all that Train cf 
Nobility and Gentry, only to put him- 
{cit under their Protection, and if ſo, 
he is very Extravagant; to covert ſuch 
a Number of Parrozs, when cven Vir- 
"Wc and /7oraco, contented themficives 
Jvich but one Meæcenas; I cannot but 
of > IE take 


8 
1 
wi 
— 
* 


III. te Priface 


take Notice of it, becauſe having ſo ma. 
ny Friends to viſit, he affords us bur | 
lite: of his Company i in the Orchet, and 
and then he is in ſuch a roving Tenge 4 
that we can hardly enjoy him above 1 
Page or two, before he makes ſome othali / 
ramble, by which we may perceive th: 
Spirit of C der is very Volatil; though 
ten to one but he juſtifies himſelf from 
the Authority of Homer, who takes upYo 
great part of his Second Book in Hatter: 0 
ing his Country-men. 4 
Our Azthor in his Second Book f (til 
Waits aſſiduouſly upon Virgil; but is ſo 
muannerly not to follow too cloſe at his 
Heels, 0 Virgil begins his Second Geor-| 
ee: . 


1 


Hallenus arvorum cultus, & Sidera Cæli: 
Nunc te Bacche canam 


Geor 2 2. lin, L. 2 


But our new Maro, haviee. another 
Mecenas and his Son upon his Hands, 


muſt firſt Coaks a little, Nay, even cher 


: 
1 


7 The Preface.” Xii. 
Þ 6nd he is infinitely obliged to Vigil. 


1 br the moſt lively Complement or Fan- 
i | who ſpeaking to Bacchus fays, 


ibi pampineo 4 autammno 
1 F/oret aver, ſpumat . windemia labris. 
0 = Id. lin. 55 6 
"i 
And thus Our 1 accoſting the 
o| toung Gentleman, came by his $-—— | 
. for thee my Mill bY 


I ow w grinds. choice Apples, and the Britiſh 


ho + 
f ver flow with. generous C "yder--Cyd. Fol. 51. 


Which is almoſt a literal Train 
nly mutatis mutandis; and then after tel- 
ing every Body, that he has ſent him 
-le Book beyond Scas, which I ſuppoſe 
he young Gentleman is to make his 
ompanion in his Travels, as Alexander 
lid the Works of Homer, in his long 


Bn 1 like Virgil. 
Thus 


arch from Macedon to India, he goes 


xv. The Preface. 


Thus far of Trees, &C. 1 


But now I ſhall haſten to Milton ol 
ly I recommend the 36, 37, 38, 29, 40 
41, 42, 43, and 44 Pages of his Poem 
to all thoſe Gentlemen who are knoct 
ing at the Gate of Preferment; and 
* 7 Mr. F o S K—I 
— or Dr. B— d, are deſirous ti 
augment the Number of their Inſpard 
the Author in his 6oth Page has take 
care they may be ſupply 'd with those 
who are of Times Intelligent, and ng 
ver ſpeak but infallible Truths. 

Bur to Conclude, and that I may ar 
ticipate all Suſpicion of being to nice! 
my Reliſh, I mutt confeſs ſome part 0 
the Author's Entertainment is very 1 
grceable; and though one Diſh 1s 1 
dreſs d, yet another is better, like the Ta 
ble (ct o ut in [erence. 


Hy 


The Preface. XV. 


I | Hoe ſalſum eſt, hoc aduſtum eſt, hoc lau- 
4 ( tumeſt parum, 


* | 
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And certainly the ſportive Youth, dan- 


of 


5 


ab 
Wy 


Be: 


ing by Crowd and Bag-pipe, with Bux- 
ahm Damſels darting oblique Leers, and 
hat enſues, page 74, and 75. ſo tick- 

-es the imagination, that ones Elood 
&irculates very ſwift upon it. 


3 


And now I commit my peeviſh poor 
POEM to the tempeſtuous Sea of an | 
Binconſtant World; And to the Book- {| 
eller. . 


Valeat quantum valere poteſt. 
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Occaſiond by a late 


| CELEBRATED PIECE, 


ntituled, Cyder, 4 POEM, &c. 


O N G has the World impatient with Deſire, 
Hop'd for the Offspring of thy pregnant Noni 
hen, lo! the paintul Labour paſt; we find, ; 


d Sight ! a ſhapeleſs Embryo produc d: 
a —— 80 


678) 
So when the Teeming Mountains were diſtreſs'd, 
With pungent throws of Travail loud they roar 4 
And __ Re Birth ! a Cage. was born, 3 
Hail Holy Spring, Apolle's Helicon ; 
And thou Caſtalia, whoſe Devoted Streams; ; 
: Jove' S beauteous Iſſue, the — 4 
Do oft reviſit from the Phocian Mount ; 
O! may that Heavenly Muſe who taught to cogl 
Melodious i in exalted Strains, The Man, 
Long ſince ah Death! become the Heritage, 
Of Worms and creſted Snakes, and Reptile thing 


Wait on my Song, whilſt] proclaim his Worth. 


Though Ariconian Knights, and Faireſt Dames, 9 


0 


(Rich Coſtard- -mongers and their Wives I trow ) 


Snatch with Rapacious Hands, the Immortal By kd 


WW 


From Miltow' s Garland to adorn thy Brow, 


| 


» 1h. 
5 15% 
1 
5 


Y Was | ; 
COT 


„Jon ſhall i it wither like 2 ſickning Flower; 
1 i b 9 g 


4 round me Envy growls, and Criticks ſand 
1 


Wike Hiſſing Pipers threatning with their Stings ; : 
t Fo Miltor's Memory, Pl raiſe my Voice ; A 


FR 1 


1 find neighbouring Echo 5 ſhallt the ſame Oe. Bo 


rell me ram d Bard ? Why eue Verk s 


dvent'rous? you preſume to ſing; In Verſe 


9 ; 


I, 


. 


Za) 


Too exquiſite, for ſuch an abject Theme, 
Poor choice; which poorer Judgment el thee outs 


crhaps twas Milton did thy Soul inſpire 


od Irhilſt Reading on you wanton di in Delight 
Will Brainſick with Conceit, (worſt Malady)) 
eiu boldly did Aſſay to Imitate 


0 Aſop's thoughtful Toad ſurvey d the Ox, 
Iamir'd his Bulk, till he with Envy ſtung; 
well d to look big; at laſt he ſwell'd and burſt. 


he BE | 


\ 


6 Far 


(96) 


Far by bene me, , Inglorious 1 to Correct, 
Thy Hopes aſpiring to the higheſt flight ; 
For well I know, Ambition oft allures, 
The Inadvertent to the boldeſt Acts; 2 
Such is the thirſt of Honour, ſuch the Thoughts, 3 
Which Fire bold B iraiss in the day of War | 


eb 
1 


Deſtructive; when all view, alike to ſhare, 

A General $ Glory, and be Conquerors; 

I only ſhall the Diſproportion ſhow, 

'Twixt that Arch Peet's, and thy lowly Muſe. 

Milton's was warm'd with a Celeſtial heat, - 

Whilft thine is grip'd, and chill'd with Acid Tiff 
His matchleſs Genius in tranſcendent Layes, 
Sung the great Aut hem of his Makers Works 

 Immenſe of Eden, and the Innocents, 

Bleſt Pair! who fell by the forbidden Fruit; 


1 hat 


n Curſed Fatal Fruit, whoſe damning Juice, * 
þ made the Fav'rite Subject of thy Song; 
: When ſubtile Thou, by Charm of Milton s Name | 
} delightful, play a ſecond Fiends Deceit, 
I o Guile the World with Iaterdicted Verſe; 
1 J Ind whilſt in moving Numbers, he excites 
The vig'rous Soul to the ſublimeſt Thoughts ; 
hou like a Bankrupe Wit, with Cheerful Ale, 
Kad Voice ; dull as a Bag-pipes Drone, doſt Buzz 
ceſſant, Thy ſelf pleaſing Madrigal; 
Of Shilling, Breeches, and Chimera's Dire 


if; O Thou! whoſe Memory ſhall be preſerv'd, 
dight of Oblirring Time, from whom 

pladly both Wile, and Otherwiſe ſeek Aid; 

foſt juſt laterpreter of Words abſtruſe, 


hoy Grand Dictator of the Learned Race ; ; 


all 1 5 1 „a 


What thanks are due to thy Beneficence 


11 thy unerring hand had not preven d, 
Ilike a weary Pilgrim | in the Night, 7 
among rude parts of Speech had wandred yet; 3 
But when uprais'd by thee, I dare conteſt, 
| Tis to thy Praiſe, I tune my Pipe afreſh, 


But Day, nor Night, nor ſweet Approach of Muſs 


O Littleton! thy Works, till time ſhall ceaſe. 


( 22) 


Freely vouchſaſt, When in a Maze of things 
Inextricate, I grop'd and was perplex'd ? 


And all thoſe Gallant Epithets been loſt, 
Thoſe ſure Attendants on Pomona's Gift: 


With all th' obſcurer Terms, in Proſe, or Rhym: 


Thy unexampl'd Labours to extol ; 


1 
WI 


I( 


For that great Task ſuffice; for ever reign, 


What 


(23) 


3 | But who 1s he, that on the winding Stream | 
| erer 56poans firſt drew viel Breath, 

a roco 'd by ev ry skilful Pedagogue 2 

I How large his comprehenſive Books, full fraught, 
f rich what in Days of Tore was much eſteem d; 
F hat Praiſe deſerves the Bounty of his Hand, 


That often help'd thy unexperienc'd Muſe ; ; 
Vhen in her Infancy and yet Unskill'd? ? 
knowledge thy own Stephens, and his Name 
me ſaſcribe on every page; the joyful Lines 
Will faſt increaſe, faſter his juſt Renown, 


4% © Fair Oxonia! Source of Lit rature; 
Thou Seat of Learning, Throne of Arts improv d, 
here Wiſdom's Goddeſs darts her lucid Rays, 


rom whoſe diffuſive Beams, all Science grows; 


That 


Say 


Thy Son, our Nomenclator, to that Task, 

To thee the Fault, a Mothers Fault belongs: 
Thy Blandiſhments have ſpoil'd the forward Lad: 
5 Who then can ſtand ſecure from Injury, 


When ey n the prince of Poets lies ex pos d; 


Traduce thy Name, and then burleſque muy Muſe 


( 24 ) 
Say Miſtreſs of the World ? whom the firſ Rank 

Of Nobler Souls to Knowledge prone Careſs; { | 
If Fruits ( which the Silures boaſt ) could ed 4 


Harmonious Deſcant, worthy Milton's Verſe; 


Bright Efuence of a Capacious Mind: 
But if thy fond indulgence did i incite 


When Mortals Rob thee Milton, of thy Bays ; 


0) Virgil! may thy Works a better Fate = x 


| Receive, May no Rude hand rranſplant thy Trees 


Prolific in a Fruitleſs Soil unbleſt, © 


| Now 


1 (25) 
3 Now, ſince it ſtands upon your own Defence, 
| y, by what Claim you wou d ſucceed that Bard: 


1 ſho at his dawning, with more Luſtre ſhone ; 


9 Than Thon, advanc'd to thy Meridian height ; 
W was from him indeed, a fawning Cant, 

| nder the ſpecious ſhew of Gratitude ; 

is Soul diſdain d ſuch Merchandice of Words, 


d Servite Flatt' ry, pois' ning by Perfumes. 


Yet why Unfriendly ſhould I blame a Fault, 
ſhich meer Neceſlity it ſelf impos'd; 

| he who dares attempt Miltonian Verſe, 
ie Muſt Court the Great, to teſtifie the Deed ; ö 
Þ when one Prince, by thirſt of Glory led, 
res grades another 8 Realm; he wiſely ſeeks 


r ſtrong Alliance, to ſupport his Cauſe. 


voV 3 8 Put 


(26) 8 


But where's thy Magazine of Wit and Thou 


The flowing Numbers of each well tun'd Line? 
Where ſhines the Beauty, through an Artful Dre: 
Charming the Captive Reader, whilſt his Soul 
Delug d with Pleaſure, floats on Extafie 3 = 
Such are the Graces, Paradice aftord, 

Ev 'n Milton's Paradice ; where Nature, She 
With bounteous hand, threw all her Choiceſt ſtore | 
And joy d to have her Gifts ſo well perus d. 


He Art and Judgment, in Alliance binds; 
Nature from Force he reſcues, and ſets free, 
Then places Method an in eaſy Seat; 
Refl:Qion with a ſolemn pomp is grac d, Pf 
While each Tranſition like ſome pleaſing Scene, Tre 


| Commands our Wonder, and compels Delight: 


( 27) 

vagrant in Digreſſion, Milton roves, 
3 the Confines of his Edens ground, 
Tris like the Bee, hard Traveller on Flowers, 
er Honey Foraging to ſtore her Hive; : 
When laden with the Amber Drops ſhe comes 
o hoard her Riches, in their waxen Cells; 
Fach ſparkling Epithet, with Vigour glows, 
„loft within a bright Parentbeſs; 
yſtructive Morals gracefully appear, 

o Guard from vain Ideas Reaſons Throne: 
| is vaſt Invention unexhauſted flows, K 


\ Thouſand Beautys Reign in ev'ry Page, 
ich all the Majeſty of Eloquence, 


e, Franſparent, glides along a pleaſing Shoar ; 


D 2 


Vt Nervous Eloquence ; ſo when a Silver Stream 


(28) 


It's Waters add more Bleſſings to the Soil, 


And Parzy-colour'd Flowr's adorn the place. 
4 

O Milton! had then Cyder been thy Tak, Ii}. 
* he Tiny thing, had with more Subſtance ſeem'd, 2 
Like Inſects through a Glaſs which magnifies ; ; 
Something had been diſplay d ſignificant, 1 
Thy preceps with more Grandeur had been giv'n 1 
Thy Rules more faithful, and thy Notions juſt; re 
The Apple then, thy better Soil had lov'd, 


And grown profuſely with Luxurious Fruit ; ; 


A 


Pomona had been bless d, aud ſmil'd to view, 

Her Gifts Adorn'd in rich Miltonian Verſe 

Then had Silurian C -yder pleas dall Taſts, 

And Triumph'd o'er the beſt Exotic Wine. 


But 
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But now I warn Thee, and thall alway ware. | 


ro Circumſpection ſtrict, That no falſe hope 
Enſnaring Paraſi te) betray thy Muſe, 
5 o ſoar like 7carus beyond her Height: 
W vaio, alas! for Milton's Bays you ſtrive, 
When in the Feild of Learning, Lo! it ſtands 
he Care of Muſes , who like Cherubims, 1 


reſerve the Precious Charge from Impious Touch; 


) may'ſ thou (Conſcious of thy Crime) repent, 185 


For lay thy ſpurious Bearns to Honeſt Men, 

eſt the ſad Tidings of thy raſh Attempt, _ 

orn by the Winds, ſwiſt Meſſengers arrive 

It Milton s Urn, and break up his repoſe , 

Ye of ere Midnight Lamps extin®, ſhould come, 


= [right thee from thy Meditation deep; 


But 


( 30 ) 


Or when your Eyes ( ſolicitous of reſt) 


Invite to ſleep, He, with ſurpriſing Gripe 
Should claſp thee round, and tear thy Skeleton ; 
Then Grim of Aſpect, all beſmear'd your Skin 
VVith clotted Gore, from Throat's wide Orifice, 


VVould ruſh Tremendous Squal; Thus muſt thou 
EC 


(Of Urine not ide fore Agaſt 


With _ ring Horrour ; Till ſome Friend ap- 
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Rom low and abject Themes the Grov'ling Mule 
Now mounts Aerial, to ſing of Arms 
Iriumphant, and emblaze the Martial Acts 
Of Britains Heroe; may the Verſe not ſink. 

Beneath His Merits, but detain a While 0 

hy Ear, O HARLEY, (tho' thy Country's Weal 

Pepends on Thee, tho! Mighty AN NE requires 

Thy hourly Counſels) ſince with ev'ry Art 

ny ſelf adorn'd, the mean Eſſays of Youth 

Thou wilt not damp, but guide, wherever found, 

The willing Genius to the Muſes Seat: 
Therefore Thee firſt, and laſt, the Muſe ſmall 8 bog. 


| Long had the. Gallic Monarch uncontrol'd 
Enlarg'd his Borders, and of Human Force 
Dpponent ſlightly thought, in Heart elate, 
s erſt Seſeſtris, (proud eAgyprian King, 
hat Monarchs harneſs'd to his Chariot yok't, 
Baſe Servitude !) and his dethron'd aa 
aſnt furious; they in ſullen Majeſty 
Drew the uneafie Load.) Nor leſs he aim'd 
at Univerſal Sway: For II/ L L IA A's Arm 
1 3 _ 


5 ( 4) / . 
Could navght avail, however fam'd in War; 
Nor Armies leagu d, that diverſly aſſay'd 
To curb his Pow'r enormous; like an Oak, 
That ſtands ſecure, tho' all the Winds employ 
T heir ceaſeleſs Roar, and only ſheds its Leaves, 
Or Maſt, which the reyolving Spring reſtores: 
50 ſtood he, and Alone; Alone defy Fit | 
The European Thrones combin'd, and ſtill 
Had ſet at Naught their Machinations vain, 

Bur that Great ANNE, weighing th' Events of War 
Momentous, in Her prudent Heart, Thee choſe, 
Thee, CHURCHILL,.to direct in nice Extreams _ 
Het banner d Legions, Nou their priſtin W orth 
bg Agirons recolſect, and gladlythange . 

Sweet Native Home for unaccuſtom'd Air, * 

And other. Climes, where diff'rent Food and Soil 
Portend Diſtempers; over dank, and dry, 

They journey toilſome, unfatigu'd with Length 

Of March, unſtruck with Horror at the ſight 

Of Alpine Ridges bleak, high ſtretching Kills, 

All white with Summer Snows. They go beyond 

The Trace of Engliſh Steps, where ſcarce the Sound 

Of Henry's Arms arriv'd ; ſuch Strength of Heart 

Thy Conduct, and Example gives; nor ſimal! 

Encouragement. 60 DOLPHIN, Wiſe, and Juſt, 

Equal in Merit, Honour, and Succeſs, 

To Burleigh, (fortunate alike to ſerve 2 

The Beſt 97 Queens: ) He, of the Royal store | 

Splendidly frugal, fits whole Nights devoid 


"i 
| 
nn 
OY 
loc 
ho 


Of ſweet Repoſe, Induſtrious to procure pe 
To Soldiers Eaſe; to Regions far remote * 
His Care extends, and to the Brit; Hoſt WT 6. 
Makes ravag'd Countries N as their own. 


And now, O CHURCHILL, at thy wiſht Approa de 
The Germans hopeleſs of Succeſs forlorn, 
With many an Inroad gor'd, their drooping Cheer al 


New animated rouſe 3 not more rejoiee 10 — 
1 


(60 
he miſcrable Race of Men, that live N 
enighted half the Vear, benumm'd with Froſts 
erpetual, and rough Boreas keeneſt Breath, 
nder the Polar Bear, inclement Sky, 
W/ hen firſt the Sun with New-born Light removes 
The long incumbent Gloom; gladly to thee 
Wcroick Laurel'd EVGEMNE yields the Prime, 
Wor thinks it Diminution, to be rankt 
Military Honour next, altho* 5 
is deadly Hand ſhook 'the Turc he ſtan Throne : 
Wccurs'd, and prov'd in far divided Lands 3 
| idorious ; on thy pow'rful Sword alone 
ernania, and the Belgic Coaſt relies, 
on fromth'encroaching Sea: Thats word Great ANNE | 
x d not in vain on thy puiſſant Side. © 
Vhen Thee Sh'enroll'd Her Garter'd Knights among, | 
aſtrating the Noble Liſt ; Her Hand 5 
ſures good Omens, and Saint George's Worth 
kindles like Deſire of high Exploits. | 
nmediate Sieges, and the Lire of War 
owl in thy eager Mind; thy Plumy Creſt 
ods horrible, with more terrific Port 
hou walk'ſt, and ſeem'ſt already in the F ight. 


nd 


What spoils, what Conqueſts then did Albion hope 
rom thy Archievements! yet thou haſt ſur paſt | 
er boldeſt Vows, exceeded what thy Foes 

ould fear, or fancy; they, in Multitude 

Iperior, fed their Thoughts with Proſpect vain 

{ Victory, and Rapine, reck'ning what 

om ranſom'd Captives would accrue. Thus One 

vial his Mate beſpoke ; O Friend, obſerve, 

ow gay with all th' Accoutrements of War 

he Britons come, with Gold well 130 xv they come 
bus, far, our Prey, and tempt us to ſubdue 

cir recreant Force; how will their Bodies ſtript 
rich the Victors, while the Vultures jJate 

TiÞcir ir Mayys with full Repaſt ! Ariother, warm „ Ls 

A 3 With 


roa 


er 
[ 


To lead Him mackl'd, and expoſe to Scorn 


n 
With high Ambition, and Conceit of Proweſs 
inherent,” arropantly thus preſum'd; 

What if This Sword, full often drench'd i in Blood 
Of baſe Antagoniſts, with griding Edge 
Should now cleave ſheer the execrable Head 
Of CHURCHILL, met in Arms! or if This Hand, 
Soon as his Army difarray'd *gins ſwerve, 
Should ſtay Him flying, with retentive Gripe, 
Confounded, and appal'd ! no trivial Price 
Should ſet Him free, nor ſmall ſhould be My Praiſe 


Of gath'ring Crowds the Briton's boaſted Chief, C 


Thus They, in ſportive mood, their empty Tau 
And Menaces expreſt ; nor could their Prince 
In Arms, vain 7. abard, from opprobrious Speech 
Refrain; Why halt ye thus, ye Britons? why 
Decline the War? ſhall a Moraſs forbid 
Your eaſie March? Advance; we'll bridge a Way, 
Safe of Acceſs. Imprudent, thus-x invite 
A furious Lion to his Folds! that Boaſt 

He ill abides, captiv'd in other Plight 

He ſoon re - viſits Britazny, that once 
Reſplendent came, with ſtretch't Retinue girt, 
And pompous Pageantry; O Hapleſs Fate, 

If any Arm, but CHURCHILL's had prevail'd! 


No need ſuch Boaſts, or Exprobations falſe 
Of Cowardice; the Military Mound 

The Britiſh Files tranſcend, in evil Hour 
For their proud Foes, that fondly brav'd their Fate | 
And now on either Side the Trumpet blew, 
Signal of Ouſet, Reſolution firm 
Inſpiring, and pernicious Love of War. 

The adverſe Fronts in rueful Conflict meet, 
Collecting all their Might; for on th Event 
Deciſive of this bloody Day depends 


The Fate of Kingdoms: With leſs Vehemence 
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ne great Competitors for Rome engag'd, 

Wear, and Pompey, on Pharſalian Plains, 

here ſtern Bellona, with one final Stroke, 

jadg'd the Empire of this Globe to One. 

ere the Bavarian Duke his Brigades leads, 

Want in Arms, and Gaudy to behold, 

old Champion! brandiſhing his Noric Blade, 

Weſt temper'd Steel, ſucceſsleſs prov'd in Field! 

ext Tallard, with his Celtic Infantry xy f 

Wrcſumptuous comes: Here CHURCH1IL, not ſo prompt 

Jo Vaunt, as Fight, his hardy Cohorts joins 

With EVGENE's Germen Force. Now from each Van 

he brazen Inſtruments df Death diſcharge 

nMWorrible Flames, and turbid ſtreaming Clouds 

Df Smoak ſulphureous; intermix't with theſe 

Large globous Irons fly, of dreadful Hiſs, 

Singeing the Air, and from long Diſtance bring 

urprizing Slaughter; on each ſide they fly 

By Chains connex't, and with deſtructive Sweep 

Behead whole Troops at once; the hairy Scalps 

Arc whirl'd aloof, while numerous Trunks beſtrow 

Th' enſanguid Field; with latent Miſchief ſtor'd 

Show'rs of Granadoes rain, by ſudden Burſt 

Diſploding murd'rous Bowels, fragments of Steel, 

And Stones, and Glaſs, and nitrous Grain aduſt. 

\ Thouſand Ways at once the ſhiver'd Orbs 

ly diverſe, working Torment, and foul Rout 

ith deadly Bruiſe, and Gaſhes furrow'd deep, 

Of Pain impatient, the high pranciag Steeds 

Diſdain the Curb, and flinging to and fro, 

te.Spurn their diſmounted Riders; they expire 
ludignant, by unhoſtile Wounds deſtroy'd. 


Thus thro” each Army Death, in various Shapes, 
Prevail'd; here mangled Limbs, here Brains and Gore 
Lyeclotted ; lifeleſs Some: With Anguiſh Theſe 
Gnaſhing, and loud Laments invoking Aid, 
Unpity'd, and unhear'd ; the louder Din 

1 7 


(3) 
Of Guns, and Trumpets clang, and ſolemn Sound 
Of Drums o'ercame their Groans. In equal Scale 
Long hung the Fight, few Marks of Fear were ſeen, NVi 
None of Retreat: As when two adverſe Winds, 
Sublim'd from dewy Vapours, in mid Sky 
Engage with horrid Shock, the ruffled Brine 
Roars ftormy, they together daſh the Clouds, 
Levying their Equal Force with utmoſt Rage; 
Long undecided laſts the Airy Strife. 


So they, incens'd: Till CHURCHILL, viewing wherd 
The Violence of Tallard moſt prevail' d. 5 
Came to oppoſe His ſlaught'ring Arm; with ſpeed 
Precipitant He rode, urging his Way _ 

O'er Hills of gaſping Heroes, and fall'n Steeds 
Rowling in Death : Deſtruction, grim with Blood, 
Attends His furious Courſe. Him thus enrag'd 
Deſcrying from afar ſome Engineer, 

Dextrous to guide th' unerring Charge,zdeſign'd 
By One nice Shot to terminate the War. 
With Aim direct the levell'd Bullet flew 

But miſs'd her Scope (for Deſtiny withitood — 
Th'approaching Wound)and guiltleſs Plough'd her Wa 
Beneath His Courſer ; round His Sacred Head 
The glowing Balls play innocent, while He 
With dire impetnous Sway deals fatal Blows 

Amongſt the ſcatter'd Gauls. But O! Beware 
Great Warrior, nor too prodigal of Life 


Expole the Britiſh Safety: Hath not Jove he 
Already warn'd Thee to withdraw ? Reſerve bſe 
Thy ſelf for other Palms. Ev'n now Thy Aid fr 

EUGENE, with Regiments unequal preſt, cu 

Awaits; This Day of all His Honours gain'd onf 

Deſpoils Him, if Thy Succour opportune 0 Cl 

Defends not the ſad Hour: Permit not Thou :- 

50 Brave a Leader with the Vulgar Herd f fi 

To bite the Ground unnotted.—Switr, and Fierce Pita 

As wintry Storm, He flies, to reinforce _ Fy 


hel 


Va 


( 995 
he yieldiog Wing : ; in Gallic Blood again 


We dews His recking Sword, and ſtrows the Ground 
with headleſs Ranks; (fo Ajax interpos'd 
lis Sevenfold Shield, and skreen'd Laertes's Son, 


or Valour much, and War-like Wiles Renown d, 


hen the inſulting Trojans urg'd Him ſore 
Nvith tilted Spears:) Viimaaly Dread invades 
he French aſtony' d; ſtraight Their uſeleſs Arms 
hey quit, and in Their ſwift Retreat coufide, 
Waſcemly Yelling ; diſtant Hills return 
Nvithſtand His -Wide-deſtroying Sword? or where 
Ind Shelter thus repuls'd ? behind with Wrath 
Wcliſtleſs, th'Rager Engliſh Champions Preſs, 


he hideous Noiſe. What can They do? or how 


haſtiſing tardy Flights Before them rowls 
is Current ſwift the Danube, Vaſt, and Deep 


ppream of Rivers; to the frighttul Brink, 


rg'd-by compulſive Arms, ſoon as they reacht, 


ſew Horror chill'd Their Veins; devote They four 


hemſelves to wretched Doom ; with Efforts vain, 

ncourag d by Deſpair, or Obſtinate 

0 Fall like Men in Arms, Some dare renew 

eble Engagement, meeting Glorious Fate 

the firm Land; the Reſt diſcomfited, 

nd puſnt by MARLBOROUGH's avengeful Hand, 
ap plunging in the wide extended Flood. 

ands, numerous as the Memphian Solder y 

hat ſwell'd the Erythrean Wave, when Walid 

he Unfroze Waters marvelouſly ſtood, 
bſervant of the Great Command. Upbore 

1 frothy Billows Thouſands float the Stream 
cumbrous Mail, wich love of farther Shore; 
onfiding in their Hands, that ſed'lous ſtrive 

o cut th'autragious Fluent: In this Diſtt els, 

Vn in the fight of Death, Some, Tokens hes 

f fearleſs Friendſhip, and their unking! Hates 
ſtain; vain Love, tho' laudable! abiorpt 
5 a hence Eddy, They together ound | \ | 

I Fhe 


tw) 
The vaſt Profundity ; their Horſes paw 
The ſwelling Surge, 'with fruitleſs Toil : 1 
And in his Courſe obſtructed by large Spoil, ' 
The River flows redundant, and attacks 
IT be lingring Remnent with unuſual Tide : ; 
Then Rowling back, in His Capacious vg 
Ingulphs Their whole Militia, quick immerſt. 
So when ſome ſwelt'ring Travellers retire 
To leafy Shades, near the cool Sunleſs Verge 
Of Paraba, Braſilian Stream; Her Tail 
Of vaſt Extenſion, from Her watry Den, , 
A griſly Hydra ſuddenly ſhoots forth, 
Inſidious, and with curPd invennom'd Train 
Embracing horridly, at once the Crew 
Into the River whirles; th' unweeting Prey 
Entwiſted roars, the parted Wave rebounds. 


Nor did the Britiſh Squadrons now ſurceaſe 
To gall their Foes o'erwhelm'd ; full many felt 
In the moiſt Element a ſcorching ». - - WP 
Pierc'd ſinking; Shrouded in a dusky Cloud 
The Current flows, with livid miſſive Flames 
Boiling as once Pergamean Xanthus boil'd, 
Inflan'd by Vulcan, when th' Switt- footed __ 
Ot Peleus to his baleful Banks purſu'd | rve 


The ſtraggling Trojans : Nor leſs Eager drove ark: 
Victorious CHURCHILL His deſponding Foes elig. 
Into the deep Immenſe, that many a League Ice 
Impurpl'd ran, with guſhing Gore diſtain'd. nd ( 
dafu 
Thus the E Experienc'd Valour of One Man, Pin 
Mighty in Conflict, reſcu'd harraſt Pow'rs he Ir 
From Ruin impendent, and th' afflicted Throne 
imperial, that once Lorded o'er the World, Ene 


Suſtain'd. With prudeat Stey, he long deferr'd ave, 
The rough Contention, nor would deign to rout jo bre 
An Hoſt diſparted; when, in Union firm he Ct 
hoc , They Advanc'd, cs Ki All | ark, 
IN 
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Weir Strength, and worthy ſeem'd to be ſu 
> dc the proud Boaſters ſent, with 

on to the Realms of Night. The Britiſh Souls, 

Lamentable Race /) that ceas'd to breathe, 
Landen-Plains, this Heavenly Gladſome Air, 
Wulc to ſee the crouding Ghoſts deſcend _ 
W:number'd'; well aveng'd, they quit the Cares 
Mortal Life, and Drink th? 


Oblivious Lake. 
Vt ſo the New Inhabitants; They roam 
Froneous, and diſconſolate, Themſelves 
&cuſing, and their Chiets, improvident 
Military Chance; when lo They ſee, 
ro* the Dun Miſt, in Bloomin 


bdu'd ; 
ſtern Aſſault, 


Is mingled Parents, and portended Jo 
nſpeakable ; Thou, His Aſſociate Pear 


or now by Fate disjoin'd, 


nor would, this Ifle ſhould boaſt 
es 
arks of exceſſive Dignity and Grace, 
clighted ; till, 

icerns their great Subduer's Aw tul Mien, 


Enough, O Muſe; the fadly-pleaſing Theme 
ave, With theſe Dark Abodes, and Re-aſcend ; 
0 breathe the upper Air, where I riumphs wait 
he Conqu'ror, and ſay'd Nations joint Acclaim. 
ark, how the Cannon, inoffenſive Now, 


Gives 
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Gives Signs of Gratulation; ſtruggling Crouds 
From ev'ry City flow; with ardent Gaze ; 
Fixt, they behold the Britiſh Guide, of Sight 
Inſatiate; whilſt His Great Redeeming Hand 
Each prince affects to touch reſpectful. See, 
How Pruſſia's King tranſported Entertains 

His Mighty Gueſt; to Him the Royal Pledge, 
Hope of his Realm, commits, (with better Fate, 
Than to the Trojan Chief Evander pee 

Unhappy Pallas) and intreats to 

The Skill and Rudiments auſtere of VVar. 
See, with what Joy, Him LEOPOLD declares 
His Great Deliverer; and courts t' accept 

Of Titles, with ſuperior Modeſty _ 

Better refus d. Mean while the Haughty King 
Far humbler Thoughts now learns; Deſpair, and Fei 
Now firſt he feels; his Laurels all at once 

Torn from his Aged Head, in Life's extream, 
Diſtract his Soul; nor can Great Boilean's Harp 
Ot various ſounding Wire. beſt taught to calm 
Whatever Paſſion, and exalt the Soul 

With higheſt Strains, his languid Spirits chaor « 
Rage, Shame, and Grief, alternate in his Breaſt. 


But who can tell what Pangs, what ſharp Remorſe 
Torment the Boian Prince? From Native Soil 
Exil'd by Fate, torn from the dear Embrace T. 
Of weeping Conſort, and depriv'd the Sight y ] 
Of his young puiltleſs Progeny, he ſeeks 
Inglorious Shelter, in an Alien Land; 
Deplorable! but that his Mind averſe 
10 Right and Inſincere, would violate 
His plighted Faith: Why did he not accept 
Friendly compoſure offer d? or well weigh, 
With Whom he mult Contend ? Encount'ring fierce Ih', 
Ihe Selymean Sultan, he o'erthrew ng 
His Moony Troops, returning bravely ſmear'd ron 
With Painim Blood effus'd ; nor did the Gaul 


Not 
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Tot find him once a baleful Foe : But when, 
1 Counſel raſh, new Meaſures he perſues, 
3 Hr Prince! (no morea Prince) he ſees 
Joo late his Error, forc'd t'implore Relief 
1 f Him, he once defy'd. O Deſtitute 

vt Hope, unpity'd ! Thou foald'ſt firſt have thought 
F perſevering ſtedfaſt ; now/npbraid 
Why own inconftant Ill aſpiring Heart. it 
Wo how the Noric Plains, thro! Thy Default, 
iſe hilly, with large Piles of flaughter'd Knie hts, 
Welt Men, that Warr'd ſtill firmly for their face, 
IF bo Faithleſs, and Unſhaken Duty ſhew'd ; 
Worthy of Better End. Where Cities ſtood, 
Vell Fenc'd, and Numerous,” Deſolation Reigns, 
Ind Emptineſs, diſmay'd, unfed, unhous'd, 
Thc Widow, and the Orphan Strole around 
The Deſart wide; with oft retorted Eye 5 
hey view the Gaping Walls, and Poor Remains 
f Manſions, once their own (now loathſome Haunts 
f Birds obſcene), bewailing loud the Loſs 
f Spouſe, or Sire, or Son, e're Manly Prime 
lain in ſad Conflict, and complain of Fate 
s Partial, and too Rigorous; nor find 
here to Retire themſelves, or where Appeaſe 
l” afflictive keen Deſire of Food, expos'd 
eo Winds, and Storms, and Jaws of Savage Beaſts. 


Thrice Happy Albion! from the World disjoin d 

Heav'n Propitious, Bliſsful Seat of Peace! 
earn from Thy Neighbour's Miſeries to Prize 
hy Welfare; Crow n'd with Nature's Choiceſt Gifts, 
emote T bon hear'ſt the Dire Effect of War, 
Pcpopulation, void alone of Fear, 
ind Peril, whilſt the Diſmal Symphony 
Þf Drums and Clarions other Realms annoy . 

ce Hh' Iberian Scepter undecided, here 

agages mighty Hoſts in waſteful Strife : : 

rom diff rent Climes the Flow't r of Youth deſcends 


Down 


Not 


| (14) 
Down to the Luſitanian Vales, reſolv'd _ 
With utmoſt Hazard to Enthrone their Prince, 
Gallic, or Auſtrian, Havoc dire enſues, 
And wild Uproar: The Natives, dubious whom 
They muſt Obey, in Conſternation wait, 
Till rigid Conqueſt will pronounce their Liege. 
Nor is the Brazen Voice of War unheard. 
On the mild Latian Shore ; what Sighs and Tears 
Hath EUGENE caus'd! How many Widows curſe! 
is cleaving Faulchion! Fertile Soil in vain ! b 
What d thy Paſtures, or thy Vines avail, 
Beſt Boon of Heav'n!] or huge Taburnus, cloath'd 
With Olives, when the Cruel Battel mows 
The Planters, with their Harveſt immature ? 
Sce, with what Outrage from the froſty North, 
The early Valiant Swede draws forth his Wings 
In Battalious Array, while Yolga's Stream 
Sends Oppoſite, in ſhaggy Armor clad, 
Her Borders; on mutual Slaughter bent, 
They rend their Countries. How 1s Poland vext 
With Civil Broils, while Two Erected Kings 
Contend for Sway ? Unhappy Nation, left 
Thus free of Choice ! The Engliſh, undiſturb'd 
With fuch fad Privilege, Go Obey - 
Whom Heav'n ordains Supream, with Rev rence di 
Not Thraldom, in fit Liberty ſecure. 
From Scepter'd Kings, in long Deſcent deriv” d, he 
Thou ANNA Ruleſt, prudent to promote jut. 
Thy People s Eaſe at home, nor Studious leſs 
Of Europe's Good; to Thee, of Kingly Rights 
Sole Arbitreſs, declining Thrones, and Pow'rs | 
Sue for Relief; Thou bid'ſt thy CHURCHILL. go, 
Succour the Injur⸗ d Realms, Defeat the Hopes 
Ot Haughty LOUIS, unconfia'd ; He goes 
Ibſequious, and the dread Command tulfills, | 
In One Great Day. Again Thou giv'it in Charge 
lo ROO XK, that He ſhould let that Maggrch kno 1 
The Empire of the Ocean wide diffus hy 


0 — 4 „««)TWr 22 — * _ 
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de Suppliant Knee, and Curb the Rebel Neck. 


, 


Wd bleſs the friendly interpoſing Night. 


ehe New-born Age; what Hopes may we conceive 


| eſperian, Calpe, by Alcides fixt, a 


Ti Peace, Thou Reign'ſt, and Victory attends 


ufficient art) the jarring Kingdoms Ire, 


15) 

s Thinez behold ! with winged Speed He rides 
ndaunted o'er the lab'ring Main, t' aſſert 
hy liquid Kingdoms; at his near Approach 
he Gallic Navies, imponent to bear 
His Volly'd Thunder, torn, diſſever'd, ſcud, 


Hail, Mighty QUEEN, referv'd by Fate, to Grace 


Df future Years, when to Thy Early Reign 

Neptune ſubmits his Trident, and Thy Arms 

lready have prevail'd to th' utmoſt Bound 
lountain Sublime, that caſts a Shade of Length 

mmeaſurable, and Rules the Inland Waves! 

et Others, with Inſatiate Thirſt of Rule, 

nyade their Neighbours Lands, neglect the Ties 

pf Leagues and Oaths; this Thy peculiar Praiſe 

e ſtill, to Study Right, and Quell the Force 

f Kings Perfidious; let them learn from Thee 
hat neither Strength, nor Policy refin d 8 
hall with Succeſs be Crown'd, where Juſtice fails. 

od with Thy own Content, not for Thy Seit, 
ubdueſt Regions; Generous to Raiſe . 


he German Boaſts Thy Conqueſts, and Enjpys _ 1 
be Great Advantage; nought to Thee redounds 1 
"ut Satisfaction from Thy Conſcious Mind. 5 


Auſpicious QUEEN, Gnee in Thy Realms fecure 


hy diſtant Enſigns, with Compaſſion view | 
wrope Embroil'd 3, Still Thou (for Thou Alone 


cciprocally ruinous ; Say Who 3 
hall weild th' Heſperian, Who the Poliſh Sword, 


e 
no) Thy Decree ; the trembling Lands thall hear 


by Voice, Obedient, leſt Thy Scourge ſhould bruiſe 
5 e Their 


& 
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Thy Pow'r, and Juſtice ; Jealouſies and Fears, 


Or Tartary, Engend'ring Diſcords fell 


5 9 - PE. 
P 
„ * - N 
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' DeleQable, and Shed your Influence Sweet 

On Virtuous ANN A's Head; ye Happy Days, 

By HERreſtor'd, Her Juſt Deſigns compleat, 
And, mildly on H E R Shining, Bleſs the World. 


And Plenty bleſt, amid the Mazy Groves; 


The Silent Muſe, delicious Rural Seat © [ 
Of SAINTFO HN, Engliſh Memmius, | preſum'(|l 


Of War, with mean Attempt ; while He intent 
(So ANNA's Will Ordains) to Expedite 3 


* 


Es ho. Ly, 


Their Stubborn Necks: and CHURCHIL, L in his Wr. 4 ; 
Make Them Remember Bleinheim with Regret. | 
Thus ſhall the Nations, Aw'd to Peace, Extol 


And Hate Infernal baniſht ſhall retire 
To Mauritania, or the Bactrian Coaſts, 


Amongſt the Enemies of Truth; while Arts 


Pacific, and Inviolable Love ; 
Flouriſh in Ezrope. Hail Saturnian Days 


Returning! In perpetual Tenor run 


Thus from the Noiſy Croud exempt, with Eaſe, 


(Sweet Solitude /) where warbling Birds provoke 
To Sing Fritannick Trophies, inexpert 


His Military Charge, no Leiſure finds 


To String His Charming Shell ; But when Return'd , 


Conſummate Peace ſhall Rear Her Chearful Head, 
Then ſhall His CHURCHILL in Sublimer Verſe 
For Ever Triumph; lateſt Times ſhall learn 
From ſuch a Chief to Fight, and Bard, to Sing. 
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FROM 


ITALY, 


To the Right Honourable 


01 ARIES, Lord Halſas 


— 


By Mr. 25 e. 257 


. — = — 
— * r Me. 


, 8 _ "Togaker with the 


Journing N Y SE of Alexi. 
| 
| A PASTORAL. 


Lamenting the Death of our Late Gracious 


PLEEN MARY. 


— — — — — — Zmäů—ũ 


'ITo which is added the 


[Peſpairing LOV E K 


— — 7 


Way: n and Sold by H. Hill, in Black-fryars, 
near the Warct-fde, 1709. 


— — —ͤ ꝛ—¼ 


COU 


5 


To tlie Right Honourable 


HAR LES, Lord Halifax. 


* 


Salve magna parens frugum Saturnia tellus, . 
Magna virhm! tibi res Antique laudis & Artis 
Aggredior, ſanctos auſus recludere fontes. 
- Virg. Geo. 2. 


— — — — — — wy. 
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HIL E you my Lord the rural Shades admire, 
And from Britannia s Publick Poſts retire; 
o longer her ungrateful Sons to pleaſe, 
rtheir Advantage Sacrifice vour Eaſe 
into Foreign Realms my Fates conveys, 
rough Nations fruitful of Immortal Lays; 
cre the ſoft Seaſon and inviting Clime 
nlpire to trouble your Repoſe with Rhime. 
5 3 For 


(4) 

For w bereſoe're I turn my raviſh'd Eyes 
Gay gilded Scenes and ſhining Proſpects riſe; 
Poetick Fields encompaſs me around, 

And ſtill I ſeem to tread on Claſſick Ground; 
For here the Muſe fo oft her Harp has ſtrung, 
That not a Mountain rears its Head unſung ; 


Renown'd in Verſe each ſhady Thicket grows, 
And ev'ry Stream in Heay'nly Numbers flows. 


How am I pleas d to ſearch the Hills and Woods 
For riſing Springs and celebrated Floods ! 
To view the Nar tumultuous in his Courſe, 
And trace the ſmooth Clitumnus to his Sourle ; 
Io fee the Mincio draw his wat'ry Store 
Through the long windings of a fruitful Shore; 
And hoary Albula's infected Tide 
O're the warm Bed of ſmoking Sulphur glide. 


Fir'd with a thonſand Raptures I ſurvey 
Eridanm through flow'ry Meadows ſtray, = _ 
The King of Floods! that rolling o'er the Plains | 
The Tow'ring Alps of half rheir Moiſture drains, 
And, proudly ſwoll'n with a whole Winter's Snows, 
Diſtributes Wealth and Plenty where he flows. 


Sometimes miſguided by the tuneful Throng . 

Jock for Streams Immortaliz d in Song, all 

That loſt in Silence, and Oblivion lye, I! 
(Dumb are their Fountains, and their Channels dry, ) HAn 

Yet run for ever by the Muſes Skill, 

And in the ſmooth Deſcription murmur ſtill. 


Sometimes to gentle Tiber I retire, 
And the fam'd River's empty Shores admire, 
That deſtitute of Strength derives its Courſe 
From thirſty Urns and an unfruitful Sourſe ; 


Ye 


\* 99 

Net ng fo often in Poetick Lays, 74 
ih Scorn the Danube and the Nile ſurveys. 
o high the Deathleſs Muſe exalts her Theme! 
ich was the Boys, a poor Inglorious Stream, 
hat in Hibernian Vales obſcurely ſtra y'd, 

nd unobſerv'd in wild Meander's playd; 
ill by your Lines and Naſſaus Sword renown'd 
Wc riſing Billows through the World reſound, 
AV hercer the Heroe's Godlike Acts can pierce, 
Vr where the Fame of an Immortal Verſe. 


Oh, cou'd the Muſe my raviſh'd Breaſt inſpire 
Wich Warmth like your's, and raiſe an cqual Fire, 
Udnumb'red Beauties in my Verſe ſhou'd ſhine, 
Hund Virgil's Italy ſhould yield to mine 


See how the golden Groves around me ſmile, 

hat ſhun the Coaſts of Britains ſtormy Iſle; 
Or when tranſplanted and preſerv'd with Care, 
urſe the cold Clime and ſtarve in Northern Air. 


Nerc kindly warmth their mounting Juice fermeuts, 


To nobler Taſtes and more exalted Scents. 
Ev'n the rough Rocks with tender Myrtle Bloom, 
Ind trodden Weeds ſend out a rich Perfume, 

ar me ſome Gods to Bafa gentle Seats, 

Or cover me in Umbria green Retreats. 

here Weſtern Gales eternally reſide, 

And all the Seaſons laviſh all their Pride; 
Bloſſoms and Fruits, and Flowers together rife, 
ind the whole Year in gay Confuſion lies. 


s, | 


„ 
Immortal Glories in my mind revive, 

\nd in my Soul a thouſand Paſſions ſtrive, 
hen Rome's exalted Beauties I deſcry 

Magnificent in Piles of Ruin lye: 

in Amphithcater's amazing height 

Here fills my Eye with Terror and Delight, 


Ye | Immor- 


PPP * 


(6) 
That on its publick Shows unpeopled Rome, 
And held uncrouded Nations in its Womb. 
Here Pillars rough with Sculpture pictce the Skies, 
And here the proud Triumphal Arches riſe, 
Where the old Romans deathleſs. Atts dilplay'd, 
I heir baſe degenꝰrate Progeny upbtaid. 
VV hole Rivers here fot ſake their Fields below, 


And wondring at their FART chronen Airy 6 . * 
(How 


Stil to new Scenes my wand ring Muſe retires, 
And the dunib ſhow of breathing Kocks admires; 
Where the ſmooth Chiſfelall his Force has ſhown, 
And ſofted into Fleſh the rugged Stone. 

In ſo emu Silence, a Majeſtick Band, 

Heroes, and Gods, and Roman Confuls ſtand. 

Stern TI yrants, whom their Cruelties renown, 

And Eropcrours 1 in Parian Marble trown. 
While the bright Dames to whom they humbly ſird, 
Still ſhew the Charms chat their proud Hearts ſubdu'd 


| Fain word I Rapbac?; Godlike Art rehearſe, 
And ſhew ttt Immortal Labours in my Verſe. 
Where from the mingled Streag.h of Shade and Light 
A new Creation riſes to my Sight - ( 
Sach Heavenly Fig te from his Pencil flow, 
do warm with Lite his blevded Colours plow. 
From thcam to Theam with ſecte t Pleature toſt, 
Amidſt the ſoſt Variety P' lost: 
Here plcaſing Airs my raviſb'd Sou! confound 
Wich circtiog Notes, and Labyrinths © f Sound! 
Here Domes a: an Temples riſe in diſtant Views, 
And opcuing Paiaccs invite my Mule, 


How has kind 1 adorn'd the happy Land 
And ic on ed Bletfings with a waſteful Hand! 
Bat whar avail ex unexnauſted Stores, 

In blooming dona, ang her ſunny Shores, 


With 


1 

ich all the Gifts that Heaven and Earth impart, 
he Smiles of Nature, and her Charms of Art; 
&/hile proud Oppreſſion in the Valleys reigns, 
Id Tyranny uſurps her happy Plains? 

W ic poor Inhabitant beholds in vain 

c red'ning Orange, and the ſwelling Grain: 
Pyleſs he ſecs the growing Oyl: and Wines, 

Ind in the Myrtle's fragrant Shade repincs : 

ta ves in the midit of Nature's Bounty curlt, 
And in the loaden Vineyard dies for Thirſt. 


Oh Liberty, thou Godd:f5 Heav'nly bright, 1 
Profuſe of Bliſs, and pregnant with delight, | 
ternal Pleaſures in thy Preſence reign, 
Ind (miling Plenty leads thy war, ton Train! 
Fasd of her Load, Subjection grows more light, 
And Poverty looks chearful in thy Sight; 
T hon mak'it the gloomy Face of Nature gay, 
1, Piv'ſt Beauty to the Sun and Pleaſure to the Day. 


Thee Goddeſ\ ', Thce Britannia's Iſle adores 5 
Now oft has the exhauſted all her Stores, 
How oft in Fields of Death thy Preſence fought ? 
Nor thinks the mighty Prize too dearly bought; 
n Foreign Mountains may the Sun refine 
The Grape's ſoſt Juice, and mellow it to Wine, 
Vith Citron Groves adorn a diſtant Soil, 
and the fat Olive {weil with floods of Oyl: 
Ve envy not the warmer Clime that lics 
In ten Degrees of more indulgent Skies; 1 
or at the Courſencls of our Heav'n repine, : 
ho o'er our Heads the frozen Fiad: ſhine : 
Tis Liberty that Crowns Britannia Ille, | | 
And makes het barten Rocks, and her bleak Mountains 
(tmile, 


Others with Tow'riug Piles may pleaſe the aka 
And in their proud aſpiring Domes delight. 


4 4 A 


ith 


© (8) 

A nicer touch to the ſtretch'd Canvas give, 

Or teach their animated Rocks to live: 

Tis Britain's Care to watch Oer Europe's Fate, 
And hold in Balance each contending State, 
"To threaten bold preſumptious Kings with War, 
And anſwer her afflicted Neighbour's Pray r. 
The Dane and Swede, rouz'd up by fierce Alarms 

Bleſs the wiſe Condu of her Pious Arms. 

Soon as her Fleets appear their Terrots ceaſe, 

And all the Northern World lies haſh'd in Peace. 


Th' Ambitious Gall beholds with ſecret Dread 
Her Thunder aim'd at his aſpiring Head, 

And fain her Godlike Sons wou'd diſunite 

By Foreign Gold, or by Domeſtick Spite ; 

But ſtrives in vain to Conquer or Divide 
Whom Naſſau's Arms defend, and Counſels guide. 


Fir'd with the Name, which I fo oft have found | 
The diſtant Climes and different Tongues reſound ; Þ 
I bridle in my ſtruggling Muſe with Pain, 

That longs to launch into a bolder Strain. 


But I've already troubPd you too long, 
Nor dare attempt a more advent'rous Song. 
My humble Verſe demands a ſofter Theme, 
A painted Meadow, or a purling Stream, 
Unfit for Heroes; whom Immortal Lays, 
And Lines like Virgils or like yours ſnou d praiſe. 
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(9) 
THE 


Mournins M US E 8 


3 
ALEXIS 
| ON 3 
PAS 


— — 


; Lfandum Regina jubes renovare dolorem ! Virg. 


Alexis and Menalcas. 
len. 2 Alexis, (ce the gloomy Shade, 
Which ſeems alone tor Sorrows ſhelter made; 
here the glad Beams of Light can never play, 
it Night ſucceeding, Night excludes the Day; 
here never Birds with Harmony repair, 
d lightſome Notes, to cheer the dusky Air, 


o welcome Day, or bid the Sun farewel, 
Morning Lark, or Ev'ning Pbilomel. 


No Violet here, nor Daiſie, “er was feen; 
Jo ſweetly budding Flow'r, nor ſpringing Green : 
r fragrant Myrtle, and the bluſhing Roſe, 

ere baleful Yew with deadly Cypreſs grows. 


Here 


(10) 


Hoy then, extended on this wither'd Moſs, U 
Well lic, and thou ſhalt ſing of Albion's Loſs: ar 
Of Albior? 5 Loſs, and of Paſtora 8 Death; | 0 


Begin thy Mournful Song, and raiſe thy cuneful Breat 15 
I 
Alex. Ah Woe too orcat! 1 ah Theme which far excceYav 


The lowly Lays of humble Shepherds Reeds ! q 


O! could I fi ing in Verſe of equal Strain, 
With the Sic-lian Bard, or Mantuan Swain; 
Or melting Words, and moving Numbers chuſe, 
Sweet as the Britiſh Colins mourning Muſe; 
Could I, like him, in tuncful Grief excel, 
And mourn like Stella for her Aſtrofel; 
Then might I raiſe my Voice, (fecure ot skill,) 
And with fnclodious Woe the Valleys fill; 
The Iliſtning Eccbo on my Song ſhould wait, 
And hollow Rocks Paftora's Name repeat; | 
Fach whiſtling Wind, and murm'ring Stream ſor 
(i 


How loy 'd ſhe liv'd, and bow lamented fell. 


Men. Wert thou with ev'rv Bay and Lawrel crown 
And high as Pan himſelf in Song renown'd, 
Yet would not ajl thy Art avail to ſhow 
Verſe worthy of her Name, or of her Woe: 


Bur ſuch true Paftion in thy Face appears, @ No 
In thy pale Lips, thick Sighs, and guſhing Tears; 1 
duch tender Sorrow in thy Heart I read, Ir e 
As ſhall fnpplv.thy Skill, if not exceed. 0 bl 


27 hen lo ave this common Form gh p 50nl'Y Piſtreſ s, iti 
Ezch vulgar Gricf can Sighs and Tears expreſs; Fre» 
lu ſweer comp! aining Notes thy Paſſion vent, en 
And not in Sighs, bu it Words explai ning Siphs, lam ath 


Fix, Wild bg my Thoughts, Menalcas, wild ILan 


(Worppy; 


r ound 


( 11 ) 

andleſs my Verſe, and roving-bv my Strains, 
arious as Flow'rs on untrequented Pains. 
ad thou Theha, Darling of my Breaſt, 
hom inſpir'd I ſung at Comus Feaſt; 

chile in a Ring the jally Rural Throng 

we fate, and ſimild to hear my cheartul Song: 
gon, with all thy Mirth and ſprightly Lays, 

y Pipe no longer now thy Pow'r ob es; 
earn to lament, my Mule, to weep, and mourn, 
hy ſpringing Lawrels all to Cyprets turn; | 
ound wi. h thy diſmal Cries the tender Air, | 
nd beat thy ſnowy Breaſt, and rend thy yellow Hair; 
rom hence, in utmoſt Wilds thy dwelling chuſe, 
gon Thalia, Sorrow is my Muſe, © 

I mourn Paſtora dead, let Albion mourn, 

And Sable Clouds ber chalkie Cliffs adorn, 


No more theſe Woods ſhall with her ſight be bleſꝰd, 
zorGor with her Feet theſe Flow'ry Plains be pref d; , 
(io more the Winds ſhall with her Treſſes play, 

nd trom her balmy Breath ſteal ſweets away; 

o more theſe Rivers cheartully ſhall pads, 
xncasd to reflect the Beauties of her Face; 


hile on their Banks the wond'ring Flocks have ſtood, 


tecdy of Light, and negligent of Food. 


No more the Nymphs ſhall with ſoſt Tales delight 
r Ears, no more with Dances pleaſe her ſight; 
Ir ever more ſhall Swain make Song ot Mirth = 

6 bleſs the joyous Day that gave her Birth: 

ſt is that Day, which had from her irs Light, 
rever loft with her in endleſs Night; 

endleſs Night, and Arms of Death ſhe lies, 

ath in Eternal Shades has ſhut Pefora's Eyes. 


4 


mei 


d Lament ye Nymphs, and mourn ve wreiched Swains. 
iy all the Flocks, and Delart be the Plains, 


8 Pure to the Senſe, and pleaſing to the Sight; 


1. 
Sigh all ye Winds, and weep ye Chryſtal Floods, ei 
Fade all ye Flow'rs, and wither all ye Woods, d 
I mourn Paſtora dead, let Albion mourn, - 
And Sable Clonds ber chalkie Cliffs adorn, 


Within a diſmal Grott, which Damps ſurround, 
All cold ſhe lies upon th' unwholtom Ground; 

The Marble weeps, and with a ſilent pace 

Its trickling Tears diſtill upon her Face. 

Falſly ye weep, ye Rocks, and falſly mourn! 

For never will you let the Nymph return ! 

With a feign'd-Grief tothe faithleſs Tomb relents, 


And like the Crocodile its Prey laments. = 


0 ſhe was Heav'nly fair in Face and Mind! 
Never in Nature were ſuch Beauties joyn d? 
Witliout all ſhining, and within all White; 


= ſome rare Flow'r, whoſe Leaves all Colours yiel 
And opening is with ſweeteſt Odours fill d. 
As lofty Pines o'ertop the lowly Reed, 
So did her graceful Height all Nymphs exceed; ſuc 


To which excelling Height ſhe bore a Mind ach 
Humble as Oſiers bending to the Wind, ne 
Thus excellent ſhe was 150 Ind: 
Ah wretched Fate! She was, but is no more: heit 


Help me ye Hills, and Valleys to deplore. 
I muurn Paſtora dead, let Albion mours, 
And Sable Clouds ber chalkie Cliff. adorn. 


From that bleſt Earth, on which her Body lies, 
May blooming Flow'rs, with fragrant Sweets ariſe: 
et Myrrba weeping Aromatick Gum, 

And ever-living Lawrel ſhade her Tomb. 
Thither let all the induſtrious Bees repair, . 
Unlade their Thighs, and leave their Honey there, 
| Fhither Jer Pharies with their Train reſort, 
Neglect their Revels, and their Midnight py. 


pri 
nd ] 
WI. 
nd « 


e 
ere in unuſual wailings waſte the Night, 
id watch her by the Fiery Glow-worms Light. 


here may no diſmal Yew, nor Cypreſs grow, 
or Holly-buſh, nor bitter Elders bow; 

t each unlucky Bird far build his Neſt, 
{diſtant Dens receive each howling Beaſt ; 

t Wolves be gone, and Ravens put to flight, 
ith hooting Owls and Bats that hate the Light. 
t let the ſighing Doves their Sorrows bring, 
hd Nightingales in ſweet Complainings ſing; 

t Swans from their forſaken Rivers fly, 
pd Sick'ning at her Tomb make haſte to dye, 
hat they may help to ſing her Elegy. 

t Echo too, in Mimick Moan deplore, 

nd cry with me Paſtora, is no more. 

I mourn Paſtora dead, let Albion mourn, 

And Sable Clouds ber chalky Cliffs adorn. 


And fee the Heay*ns to weep in Dew prepare, 
nd heavy Miſts obſcure the burd'ned Air; 
ſoddain Damp Oer all the Plain, is ſpread, 
ch Lilly folds its Leaves, and hangs its Head. 
nevry Tree the Bloſſoms turn to Tears, 
nd ev'ry Bough a weeping Moiſture bears. 
heir Wings the Feather'd Airy People droop, 
nd Flocks beneath their dewy Fleeces ſtoop. _ 
The Rocks are cleft; and new deſcending Rills 
Frrow the Brows of all th' impending Hills. 
he Water-Gods to Floods their Rivulets turn, 


he Faun: forſake the Woods, the Nymphs the Grove, 
nd round the Plain in ſad Diſtractions roye;  _ 
prickly Brakes their tender Limbs they tear, 
reid leave on T horns their Locks of Golden Hair. 
With their ſharp Nails themſelves the Saryrs wound, 
» Ind tugg their ſhaggy Brards, and bite with grief the 
Thi Ground - 


Ind each with ſtreaming Eyes ſupplies his wanting Urn. 


Lo, 
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| NO | 
Lo Pan himſelf beneath a blaſted Oak - 
Dejected lies, his Pipe in pieces broke: ad 
| See Pales weeping too, in wild Deſpair, 1 5 
And to the piercing W inds her Boſom bare! Neu 
And ſee yond fading Myrtle, where appears A 


The Queen of Love all bath'd in flowing Tears ; * 
See how ſhe wrings her Hands, and beats her Breaſt, Ho! 


And tears her uſeleſs Girdle from her Walte ! * 
Hear the fad Murmurs of her {ighing Doves, h! 
For Grief they ſigh forgetful of their Loves. ha 
ir 
Lo Love himſelf with heavy Woes oppreſt! | 


See how his Sorrows ſwell his render Breaſt; 

His Bow he breaks, and wide his Arrows flings, | 

And folds his little Arms, and hangs his drooping Wing 

Thea lays his Limbs upon the dying Grafs, |< 

Aad all with Tears bedews his beauteous Face; 

With Tears which from his folded Lids ariſc; 

And even Love himſelf has weeping Eyes. 
All Nature mourns; the Floods and Rocks deplore, 
And cry with me, Paſtora is no more! 

I mourn Paſtora dead, let Albion mourn, 
And Sable Clouds ber Chalkze Cliffs adorn. 


> 0002222 


The Rack can melt, and Air in Miſts can mourn, 
And Floods can weep, and Winds to Sighs can turn; 
The Birds in Songs their Sorrows can diſcloſe, 
And Nymphs and Swains in words can tell their Woes, 
Bur oh! behold that deep and wild deſpair, 
Which neither Winds can ſhew, nor Floods, nor Air. 


See the Great Shepherd, Chief of all the Swans, 
Lord of thete Woods, and wide extended Plains, 
Stretch'd on the Ground, and cloſe to Earth his Face, 
Scalding with Fears th' already fading Graſs; 

To the cold Clay he joyns his throbbing Breaſt, 
No more within Paſtora's Arms to reſf! No 


| (15) 

Jo more! for thoſe once ſoſt and circling Arms 
nemſclves are Clay, and cold are all her Charms. 
old are thoſe Lips, which he no more muſt kits, 
nd cold that Boſom, once all downy Bliſs; 
hn whoſe ſoft Pillows, lull'd in ſweet Delights, 

e ud in Balmy Sleep to loſe the Nights. 


Ah! where is all that Love and Fondneſs fled ? 
h! where is all that tender ſweetneſs laid? 
o Dirt mult all that Heav'n of Beauty come! 
nd mult Paſtora moulder in the Tomb! 
h Death! more fierce and unrelenting far, 
han wildeſt Wolves, or Savage Tygers are; 
ith Lambs and Sheep their Hungers are appeasd: 
ut rav'nous Death the Shepherdeſs has ſeiz d. 
I mourn Paſtora dead, let Albion mourn, 
And Sable Clouds ber C _ Cliffs adorn. 
% But fee Menalcas, where a ſudden Light 
With Wonder ſtops my Song, and ſtrikes my fight?! 
And where Paſtora lies, it ſpreads around, 
Shewing all Radiant bright the Sacred Ground. 
While from her Tomb, behold, a Flame aſcends MY 
Of whiteſt Fire, whoſe Flight to Heaven extends: q 
On flacky Wings it mounts, and quick as fight | 
Cuts thro the yielding Air with Rays of Light; 
ill che blue Firmament at laſt it gains, 1 
1, Aud fixing there a glorious Star remains: = 
nz Faireſt it ſeems of all that light the Skies, 
As once on Earth were ſeen Paſtora's Eyes. 
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The Deſpairing LOVER; 


DES with Care, 
For Phils the Fair 
Since nothing cou'd moye her, 
oor Damon her Lover 
Reſolves in Deſpair 
No longer to languiſh, 
Nor bear ſo much Anguiſh 3 
But mad with his Love, 
To a Precipice goes; 
Where a Leap from above, 
Would ſoon finiſh his Woes. 
When in Rage he came there, 
Beholding how ſteep 
The ſides did appear, 
And the bottom how deep; 
His Torments projecting, 
And ſadly refleting, 
"That a Lover forſaken 
A new Love may get; 
But a Neck when once broken, 
Can never be ſet: 
And that he cou'd die 
When ever he wou'd ; 
Bur that he cov'd live 
But as long as he cou d- 
How grievous ſocver 
The Torment might grow, 
ig So * endeavour 
o finiſh it ſo. f. TA 8. 
+ But Bold, Unbneth'd | 
At Thoughts of the Pain, 
He calmly return d 
To his Cottage again, 
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Haſte, Pious, Pruse "6 EL the Second,” 

The Miracle of thy Reſtauration, 

May like to that of Quails be reckon” d 
in'd on the J raelitick Nation 

e wiſt'd for Bleſſing from Heav'n ſent, 
tame their Curie and Puniſhment. _ | 
Ay 

e Vertues in thee, C—=— inherent, | ny 
Although thy Countenance be an FIT 
ves thee as true a God' s Vicegerent 
s e're was Harry with the Codpiece: 

Chaſtity and pious Deeds, 
Is Grandſire Harry, C—— exceeds. 


r Romiſh Bondage-breaker Harry,” | 

ſpouſed half a dozen Wives; 

— only one reſolv'd to marry, 

und other Mens he never— - - 
bath he Sons and Daughters more, 
n cer had Harry by threeſcore. 


7 4 + 4. 


2 
T 
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Never was ſuch a Faiths Defender, 
He like a politick Prince and pious, 
Gives liberty to Conſcience tender, 
And doth to no Religion tye us. 


Jews, Turks, Chri ſtians, P apifts, he'll 18 us, 
With Moſes,” Mahomet, or 7 


In all Affairs of Church or | 0p 

He very zealous is and able, 
Devout at Prayers, and fits up late 

At the Caball and Council- Table; 
His very Dog at Council Board, 
Sits grove and wile as any Lord. 

a 

= Let C— his policy no man I 

The wiſeſt Kings have all ſome Folly, 
Nor let his piety any doubt ; 

F—— like a Sovereign wiſe and holy, 
Make young men Judges of the Bench, 
And B—— ſome that love a Wench. 


7. 
His Father's Foes be doth reward, 
Preſerving thoſe that cut off's Head: 
Old Cavaliers the Crown's beſt Guard, 
He lets them ſtarve for want of Bread. 
Never was any King endow'd 


With ſo much Grace and Gratitude, 5 * 

8. 

Blood that wears Treaſon in his Face, ad y 

Villain compleat in Parſon's Gown, Thi 

How much is he at Court in Grace on 

For ſtealing Ormond and the Crown * F< 
Since Loyalty does no man good, 

Let's ſteal the King and out do Blot. | n 

9. | | Y 4 

A Parliament of Knaves and Sots, 78 Wd x 

Members by name, you mult not mention, A 

d 


| 451 
keeps in Pay, and buys their Votes, 
Here with a Place, there with a Penſion. 
hen to give money he can't cologue um, 
doth with ſcorn prorogue, prorogue *um. 
H nts 
t they long ſince by too much giving, 
Undid, betray'd, and ſold the Nation; 
king their Memberſhips a Living, 
better than e'er was Sequeſtration. 
d give thee C a Reſolution | 
damn the Knaves by Diſſolution. * 
it. 
me is not grounded on Succeſs, 
Though Victories were Cæſar's Glory; 
ſt Eattels make not Pompey leſs, 
But left them ſtiled great in ſtory. 
licious Fate doth oft deviſe 
beat the Brave and fool the Wile. 


* 


+ EE 
in the firſt Dutch War ſtood fair 
o have been Sovereign of the Deep; 
hen Opdam blew up in the Air, 
Had not his Highneſs gone to ſleep. 
Ir Fleet flack'd Sails, — his waking, 
e Dutch elſe had been in ſad taking. 
4 
he Bergen Buſineſs was well laid, 
Though we paid dear for that Delign : 
ad we not three days parling ſtaid, _ 
The Dutch Fleet there, C— had been thing. 
ough the falſe Dane agreed to ſell *um, 
cheated us, and ſaved Skellum. 
xd not C—— ſweetly choos'd the States, 
By Be. gen bafflle grown more wile, 
nd made him ſhit as ſmall as Rats, 
their rich Smyrna Fleets Surprize. 
ad haughty Holms but call'd in Sprag g, 
ans had been put into a Bag. 


CS) 


15. 


Miſts, Storms, ſhort Vigkuals, adverſe Winds: Nh. 
And once the Navies wiſe Diviſion, 1 
Defeated C his beſt deſigns, Nen 
Till he became his Foes Deriſion. 
But he had ſwing'd the Dutch at hatt am, ee 
Had he had Ships but to come at um. * 
; 4 ISs <1 of 
Our Blackbeath Hoſt without diſpute, 0 
Rais'd put on Board, why no man knows) i 
Muſt C-— — have rendred abſolute, Ig 
Over his Subjects or his Foes. 7 
Has not the French King made us Fools, C 


By taking Aatritir with our Tools? 


17. 
But 0 what could thy Policy be, 
To run ſo many ſad Diſaſters; | 
To join thy Fleet with falſe D' Etrees, A 
To make the French of Holland Maſters ? 
Was't Cromwell, Brother James, or Teague, 


That made thee break the Tripple n ? + 

, | 
Could Robin Finer have foreſeen * 
The glorious Triumphs of his maſter, ao] 
The Wooll-Church Statue Gold had been, 0 


Which now is made of Alabaſter - 
Bur wiſe men think had it been Wood, 
*Twere for a Bankrupt oe too good. 
Thoſe that the Fabrick well confider, 
Do of it diverſly diſcourſe, 
Some paſs their Cenſure of the Rider, 
Others their Judgment of the Horſe : 
Moſt ſay the Steed 2 55 thing, 
But all agree tis a lewd K _ 
20. 
By the Lord Mayor and his grave Coxcombs, 
Free man of London, C——— is made; 


E 


wonder not it ſhould be ſo, Sirs, 


| 20 
age, ſcrape, no more, ye City Fops, | 
cave off your Feaſting and fine Speeches, 
up your Drums, ſhut up your Shops, 


ſhe Courtiers then will kiſs your Breeches. 


md, tell the Popiſh Duke that rules, 
e Free- born Subjects, not French Mules. 
4 74 5 
w Upſtarts, Pimps, Baſtards, Whores, 
hat Locuſt-like devour the Land, 
hutting up the Exchequer Doors, 


hen thither our Money was trapan'd; 


re rendred C-— his Reſtauration, 
ta {mall Blefling to the Nation. 
51 

en C—— beware of thy Brother Y—— 
Who to thy Government gives Law; 
once we fall to the old Sport, 

ou mult again both to Breda: 
here ſpight of all that would reſtore you, 


own wiſe by wrongs, we ſhall abhor you. 


24. 

of all Chriſtian Blood the Guilt 
Cry loud for Vengeance unto Heaven; 
at Sea by treacherous Lewis ſpilt, 
Can never be by God forgiven. 
orſe Scourge unto. his Subjects, Lord; 
an Peſtilence, Famine, Fire or Sword. 

| | % 
it falſe rapacious Wolf of France, 
The Scourge of Europe, and his Curſe, 
ho at its Subjects cry, does dance, 
And ſtudy how to make them worſe. 


n to Whitehall a Rich _— 1 
hich was beſtow d on the French Jade. 


hen Monarchs rank themſelves with Grocers. 


To 


. 
To ſay ſuch Kings, Lord, rule by thee, 
Were moſt prodigious Blaſphemy. 
26. 


Such know no Law bat their own Luſt, 
Their Subjects Subſtance, and their Blood, 
They count it Tribute due and juſt, 
Stillſpent and ſpilt for Subjects good. 
If ſuch Kings are by God appointed, 
The D—- may be the L—- Anointed. 
* £ © 3 
Such Kings curſt be the Power and Name, 
Let all the World henceforth abhor em; 
Monſters which Knaves ſacred proclaim, 
And then like Slaves fall down before *em. 
What can there be in Kings Divine ? 
The moſt are Wolves Goats, ow or Swine. 
| = | I ; 
Then farewell ſacred Majeſty, 
Let's pull all Brutiſh Tyrants down; 
When Mg are born and ſtill live free, 
Here ev'ty Head doth wear a Crown. 
Mankind like miſerable Frogs, N 
Proy'd wretched, King'd by Storks and Logs. 
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ROCHE STE RNS 
Farewell. 1680. 


Ir'd with the noyſome Follies of the Age, 
And weary of my part I quit the Stage; 
For who in Life's dull Farce a part would bear, 
Where Rogues, Whores, Bawds, all the head Actors are? 
Long I with charitable Malice ſtrove, mu. 
Laſhing the Court, thoſe Vermin to remove, 
But thriving Vice under the Rod ſtill grew, 
As Aged Lechers whipp'd their Luſt renew; 
Yet tho' my Life hath unſucceſsful been, 
(For who can this Augæan Stable clean) 
My gen'rous end I will purſue in Death, 
And at Mankind rail with my parting breath. 
Firſt then the Tangier Bullies muſt appear, 
With open'd Bravery, and diſſembled Fear: 
Mul —-e their Head, but Gen'ral have a care, 
Tho? skill'd in all thoſe Arts that cheat the fair, 
The undiſcerning and impartial Moor, 
Spares not the Lover on the Ladies ſcore. 
Think how many periſh by one fatal Mot, 
The Conqueſts all thy Goggling ever got. 
Think then (as I preſume you do) how all 
The Engliſh Ladies will lament your fall ; 
Scarce will there greater grief pierce every heart, 
Should Sir George Hewit or Sir Car depart. 
Had it not better been then thus to roam, 
To ſtay and tye the Cravat-ſtring at home ? 
To ſtrut, look big, ſhake Pantaloon, and ſwear 
With Hewit, Dame, there's no Action there. 
Hadſt thou no Friend that wou'd to Rouly write, 
To hinder this thy eagerneſs to fight? 1 


= That without danger thou a brave migh'ſt be, 


3k 


= One flies from Creditors, the other from Frazzer ; 


(10) 
As ſure to be deny d as Shrewſ—-y. 
This ſure the Ladies had not fail'd to do, 
But who ſuch Courage could ſuſpect in you? 
For ſay, what Reaſon could with you prevail, 
To change Embroider'd Coat for Coat of Mail? 
Let Plim——th, or let Mord ——t go, whom Fate 
Has made not valiant but deſperate. 
For who could not be weary of his Life, 
Who's loſt his Money, or has got a Wife? 
To the more tolerable Alcaid of Alcazzar, 


Twere cruelty to make too ſharp Remarks, 

On all the little forward fighting Sparks; 

Only poor Charles 1 can't but pity thee, 

When all the pert young Voluntiers | ſee. 
Thoſe Chits of War, who as much Mirth create 
As the Pair Royal of the Chits of State : 

Their Names ſhall equal all excelling Glory, 
Chit Sun -d, Khitt Gd -, and Chit L—-y. 
When thou let'ſt Plim —- h, *twas ſuch a Jeſt, 


As when the Brother made the ſame requeſt; 
Had Rich — 4 but got leave as well as he, 
The Jeſt had been compleat and worthy thee. 


Well ſince he muſt, he'll to Tangier advance 
It is reſolv'd, but firſt let's have a Dance 


Firſt, at ber Highneſs Ball he muſt appear, 


And in aparting Country Dance learn there © 
With Drum and Fire to makea Jigg of War; 


F Whatis of Soldier ſeen in all the heap, 
' Beſides the flurting Feather in the Cap, 

The Scarf, and Yard or two of Scarlet Cloath, 
From Gen'ral Mulg ——e down to little Wroth ? 
But now they're all embark'd and curſe their Fate, 

Curſe Charles that gave thEm leave, and much more Kate, 


Who then Tangier to England and the King 
No greater Plague, betides her ſelf, could bring 


And wiſhthe Moors, ſince now their hand is in, 


As they have got her Portion, had the Queen. There 
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There leave we them and back to England come, 
Whereby the wiſer Sparks that ſtay at home, 

In ſafe Ideas by their fancy form'd, 
Tangier (like Maeſtrich, is at Windſor ſtorm'd. 
But now we talk of Maeſtrich, where is he, 
Fam'd for that brutal piece of Bravery ? 

He with his thick impenitrable Scull, 

The ſolid, harde' ned Armour of a Fool: 
Well might himfelf to all Wars ills expoſe, 
Who (come what will yet) had no Brains to loſe. 
Yet this is he, the dull unthinking he, 5 
Who mult (forſooth) our future Monarch be, 
This Fool by Fools ( Armſtrong and Ver —— led, 
Dreams that a Crown will drop upon his Head, 
By great Example he this Path doth tread, 
Following ſuch ſenſeleſs Aſſes up and down, 
(For Saul ſought Aſſes when he found a Crown) 
For Rofſe is riſen as Samuel at his call, 


Ly 


To tell that God hath left the ambitious Saul. 
Never (ſays Heaven) ſhall the bluſhing Sun, 

See P—es Baſtard fill the Regal Throne. 

So Heaven ſays, but Bran ſays he ſhall, 

But whoe'r he proteas is ſure to fall. 

Who can more certain of deſtruction be, 

Than he that truſts to ſuch a Rogue as he? _ 
What good can come from him who York for ſook, 
T” eſpouſe the Intereſt of this Booby Duke ? 

But who the beſt of Maſters could deſert, 

Is the moſt fit to take a Traytor's part. 
Ungrateful ! This thy Maſter- piece of Sin, 
Exceeds ev'n that with which thou didſt begin. 
Thou great Proficient in the Trade of Hell, 


| Whoſe latter Crimes ſtill do thy firſt excell: 


te, 


1 


The very top of Villany we ſeize, 

By iteps in order, and by juſt degrees. 

None e'er was perfect Villain in one day; 

The murder'd Boy to Treaſon led away; 

But when degrees of Villany we name, 
How can we chooſe but think on Buk——m | He 
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(12). | 1 
He who through all of them hath boldly ran, 
Left ne'er a Law unbroke by God or Man. 
His treaſured Sins of Supererogation, 
Swell to a Sum enough to damn a Nation- 


But he mult here, per force, be let alone, 


Eis Ads require à Volume of their wn: 
Where rank'd in dreadful Order ſhall appear, 
All his Exploits from Shrew/——y to La Meer, 


But ſtay, methinks1 on a ſudden find, 
My Pea to treat of th' other Sex inclin'd ; 


But where in all this choice ſhall I begin ? 

Where, but with the renowned Mazarine? 

For all the Bawds the Courts rank Soil doth bear, 
And Bawds and States-men grow 11 plenty there. 
To thee ſubmit and yield, ſhould we be juſt, 

To thy experienc'd and well travell'd Luſt ? 


Thy well-known merits claim that thou ſhouldſt be, 


Firſt in the Glorious Roll of Infamy. . 
To thee they all give place, and Homage pay, 
Do all thy Lecherous Decrees obey; _ 


(Thou Queen of Luſt, thy Bawdy Subjects they.) 


While Suſſex, Erug—hilt, Betty Felton come, 
Thy Whores of Honour, to attend thy Throne; 


For what proud Strumpet e'er could merit more, 


Than be Anointed the Imperial V Vhore !? 

For tell me in all Europe where's the part, 
That is not conſcious of thy lewd deſert. 

The great Pedalian Youth, whoſe Conqueſts run 


Oer all the world, and travell'd with the Sun, 


Made not his Valour in more Nations known, 
Than thou thy luſt, thy matchleſs laſt have ſhown. 


All Climes, all Countrys do with Tribute come, 


(Thou world ef lewdneſs to thy boundleſs Womb) : 


I ou Sea of luſt, that never ebb doſt know, 


VVhither the Rivers of all Nations flow. 


Lewd Meſſaline was but a Type of thee, 


Thou higheſt laſt degree of Lechery : 
For in all Ages, except her and you, 


VVhoever ſinn'd ſo high, and ſtoop'd ſo low? She 
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She to th* Imperial Bed each Night did uſe, 

To bring the Stink of the exhauſted Stews; 

Tir'd (but not ſatisfy d) with Man did come, 
Drunk with abundant Luſt, and reeling home. 

But thou to our admiring Age doſt ſhow | 
More Sin than innocent Rome did ever know. 

And having all her Lewdneſles out-ran, 

Takes up. with Dev1l, having tir'd Man : 

For what 1s elſe that loathſome ugly Black, 

Which you and Suſſe in your Arms do take? 

Nor does old Age, which now rides on ſo faſt, 
Make thee come ſhort of all thy Lewdneſs paſt: 
Though on thy Head, Grey Hairs like Ætna's Snow 
Are ſhed, thou'rt Fire and Brimſtone all below. 
Thou monſtrous thing, in whom at once doſt rage 
The flames of Youth and Impotence of Ape. 

My Lady Dutcheſs takes the fecond place, 


I Prond with thy favour, and peculiar grace; 


She 


As Wines prohibited ſecurely paſs, 


Sa very lewd, and yet ſo fanctify'd. 


Ev*n ſhe with all her Piety and Zeal, 
The hotter flames that burn in thee does feel. 
Thou doſt into her kindling Breaſt inſpire, 


The luſttul'Seeds of thy contagious fire; 


So well the Spirit and the Fleſh agree, 

{uſt and Devotion, Zeal and Lechery, 
important uſe Religion's made, 

By thoſe who wifely drive the cheating Trade; 


Changing the Name of their own Native place. 
50 Vice grows ſafe, dreſt in Devotion's Name, 


 Vnqueſtion'd by the Cuſtom-houſe of Fame: 


Where e'er ſo much of Sanctity you ſee, 

de more ſuſpicious of hid Villany ; 
Whoſe'ever Zeal is than his Neighbour's more, 
if Man think he's a Rogue, if Women Whore: 
And ſuch a thing art thou religious Pride, 

Let now the Dutcheſs take no further care 

Ot humorous Stallions, let her not deſpair, 


Siace 


* x 140 | 
Since her indulgent Stars ſo kind have been, 


To ſend her Bromley and Mazarine; _ 


This laſt doth baniſh'd Adonmouth's place ſupply; 
And Wit ſupplanted is by Lechery. 


For Monmouth he had Parts, and Wit and Senſe, 0 


To all which Maarine had no pretence; 
A proof that ſince ſuch things as he prevail, 
Her Highneſs Head 1s lighter than her Tail. 


1 But ſtay, I Portſmouth almoſt had forgot, 


The common Theam of ev'ry rhiming Sot; 
She'll after railing make us laugh a while, 
For at her Folly who can chuſe but ſmile ? 


While them who always flight her, great ſhe makes, 


And ſo much pains to be deſpis'd ſhe takes. 
Goes ſauntring with her Highneſs up to Town, 
To an old Play, and in the dark come down; 
Still makes her Court to her as to the Queen, 
But ſtill is juſt led out by Maxarine. 
So much more worthy a kind Bawd is thought, 
Than ever ſhe who her from Exile brought. 
O Portſmouh, fooliſh Portſmouth | Not to take 


The offer the great San —— 4 did make, 


When cringing at thy Feet; e er Monmouth bow d, 


The Golden Calf, that's worſhipp'd by the Crow'd. 
But thou for T——k, who now deſpiſes thee, 

Jo leave both him and pow'rful Shaftsbury. 

If this is all the Policy you know oy 

This all the skill in States you boaſt of fo, . 


= How wiſely did the Countrys Laws ordain, 
Never to let the fooliſn Women reign. 


But what muſt we expect, who daily ſee _ 
Unthinking Charles, rul'd by Unthinking thee. 


MAR VIL' GHOST. 
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By go Jo. Aylof. 


\Rom the dark rv Lake come, 


To acquaint poor Ergland with her Doom; 5 


Which by the infernal Siſters late, 
copied from the Book of Fate: | 


And though the Scene may ſeem diſguisd, Gab 


Tis in theſe following Lines compriz d. 


W hen England ſhall forſake the Broom, 
And take the Thiſtle in the room; 
A wanton Fidler ſhall be led 5 n 
By Fate to ſhame his Maſter's Bed) 
From whence a ſpurious Race ſhall grow, 
Deſign'd for Britains overthrow. 
Theſe, whilſt they do poſſeſs her Throne, 
Shall ſerve all Intereſt but their own; 
And ſhall be both in Peace and VVar, 
Scourges unto themſelves and her. 
A brace of exil'd Youths, whoſe Fates 
hall pull down Vengeance on thoſe States 
That harbour'd them abroad, muſt come 
_ WVVell (kill d in foreign Vices home, 
and ſhall their dark deſigns to hide, 
Vith two contelting Churches ſi de; * 
li with croſs perſecuting Zeal, 
They have deſtroy'd the Commonweal: 
hen Inceſt, Murder, Perjury, 
hall faſhionable Vir tues be; 
und Villanies infeſt this ile, 
hall make the Son of Claudius ſmile. 
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W No Oathsor Sacraments hold good, 


But what are ſeal'd with Luſt and Blood: 

Luſt, which cold Exile could not tame, 

Nor Plague, nor Fire at home reclaim : 

For this ſhe ſhall in Aſhes mourn, 

From Europe's Envy turn ker ſcorn, 

And curſe the day that &er gave Birth 
To Cecil, or to Mont on Earth. 


But as I onwards ſtrove to look, 
The angry Siſter ſhut the Book, 
And ſaid, No more that fickle State 
Shall know no further of her Fate; 
Her future Fortunes muſt be hid, 
Till her known Ills be remedied ; 
And ſhe to thoſe Reſentments come, 
That drove the Tarquins out of Rome; 
Or ſuch as did in fury turn 
The Aſſyrians Palace to his Urn. 
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Io the READ ER. 


: Is the Criticks Objection to Lucan, that his Poi 
too Hiſtorical ; but it muſt be ſaid in his Defen 
that tho? for that Reaſon he may perhaps delight. 

yet he certainly Inſtructs more which is the better En 

Poetry, We have a more diſtinct Idea of the CharaQter 

Ceſar, Pompey ; Cato, and Brutus, in him, than we han 

Auguſt s (under the Perſon of ef£n:85) in Virgil. Web, 

Ttuth and Nakedneſs in one; Fiction and Embelliſhmen 

the other. The ſame fault (I beg Parden for the Alluſi 

will probably be found with this Paper of Verſes : But lh: 
this to ſay for my ſelf, that tho I may fall as far ſhort of fu 

of the Whig-Writers in Poetry, as Lucan does of Pirgil, y 

have out-done them as much in Sincerity. For I have 

| form'd an Imaginary Poetical Deſign, but deſcrib'd areala 

Such a one as is now actually carrying on by the reſtleſs 

turbulent Spirits of ſome Men even in the very Place vt 

J have laid the Scene. n 

If then what I have ſaid be true, and the Senſe of 
honeſt Part of the Kingdom, the Reader cannot think: 

Liberty I have taken Reflecting or Scandalous ; for Tru! 

never ſo, tho? it may be ſometimes Unſeaſonable. Buff 

muſt own that I have acquitted the Duty of a good Subj 
in endeavouring to lay open the Enemies of our Conſtitun 

A Conſtitution whoſe Government is Projected upon a mt 

refin'd Policy, and experiencd Wiſdom, than any in 
World. Other Countries labour under the Bondage 
Arbitrary Princes, or more Arbitrary Common-wealth, | 
here the Prerogative of the King, and the Liberty of ! 
Subject are a mutual Barrier to each other; and it is not 
Fault of our Conſtitution, that we are not the Envy, as wel 
the Terror of our Neighbour Nations. But Faction is of W* 
growth of our Soil: and what ſome Philoſophers have affim 
of the Frame of the Univerſe, that it ſubſiſts by the cool 
Jarring of the Elements, and that there is a perpetual Wati 
in Nature, may properly be ſaid of the preſent Stat 
England, For it is Compounded of ſo many obſtinate Secu 
and inveterate Parties, that they are no more to be Recond 
| | NEE | [i 


To the Reader. 
an the differing Principles in Nature, and are like to con- 
oel nue their Diſputes too to the End of the World. 

e Nothing contributes more to the Fomenting theſe Civil 
Mnbroilments, than a Seat of Mercenary Vriters, who like 
a/. Soldiers, are always ready to fight on the Side that pays 
pen est. And as none has labour'd more, fo none is more Scandalous, 
an a certain Do&or, who after having Scribled himſelf, and 
eh hat fimple Wretch his Son, into Preferment, has lately ap- 
gen ear'd in his proper Colours, and unſaid what he formerly 
1frg'd with ſo much Vehemence and pretended zeal for his 
ountry's Good. Trimming was then an Abomination to him, 
d one would hardly have thought that Tom- Double had 
en his own Characters: but we now plainly ſee what his Aim 
as. This Cerbetus reſolv'd to continue Barking, till his Mouth 
W:: ſtopp'd with ſore Delicious Morſel, which has at laſt 
appily compos'd his Fury into Peace and Moderation. We 
elke to be well inſtructed indeed, when ſuch Men as theſe 

etended to give us Schemes of Morality and Governinent, 
hen they undertake to direct our Principles, and guide our 
onſciences. Sure he has a very contemptible Opinion of Man- 
ad, or a very great one of himſelf, to imagine, that becauſe 

was Read with Pleaſure, when he fell in with the People's 
WI: Reſentment of the Proceedings of a Devouring Miniſtry , 
at he can therefore impoſe His own ſhuffling, inconſiſtent, 
Wintelligible Politicks upon them. What was Reafoa and 
ice then, will be ſo ſtill in ſpight of all the Poor Argu- 


15 nts he can bring to the contrary, and if he had had the leaſt 
th, Neree of Modeſty, he would either have purſued his former 


ions, or have been ſilent. ” N 
ut ſuch a cauſe could expect nobetter an advocate, andi hoſe 
lo 1mply*d him to propoſe and recommend their Trimming 
eaſures (which always proceed from Cowardice,or ſelf- inte- 
M) have the Mortification to ſee him receiv'd with that 
ntemprt he deſerves from all Parties. 5 
viſh the Promoter of this new Doctrine of Moderation 
h not already put it out of their power to Cruſb the Facti- 
which they have hitherto ſo imprudently Cheriſhed, and 
concllch at laſt (if I have not Diſplay d it in very falſe Colours) 
certainly Tear and Deſtroy the Government. 
5 * — F ACTION 
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FACTION Diſplayd. 


CA, Goddeſs Muſe, for thy All- ſearching Eyes 

8 0 Can Traytors trace thro'ev*ry dark Diſguiſe, 
Can penetrate Intriguing Stateſmen's Hearts, 
Their deepeſt Plots, and all their wily Arts. 

Say, how a Fierce Cabal Combin'd of late, 

Imploy their anxious Thoughts t' embroil the State; 

What angry Pow'r, inſpires *em to Complain 

In Anne's Gentle and Propitious Reign. 

Factien, a reſtleſs and repining Fiend, 

Curdles their Blood, and gnaws upon their Mind. 

Off. ſpring of Chaos, Enemy to Form, 

By whoſe deſtructive Arts the World is torn, 

She taught the Giants toattempt the Sky, 

And Jove's avenging Thunder to defy. 

She rais'd the Hand, that ſtruck the Fatal Blow, 
Which Martyr'd Fove's Vicegerent here below; 
She ſtill purſues him with relentleſs Hate, 

Arraigns his Mem'ry, and Inſults his Fate. 

Tis She, that wou'd for ev'ry ſlight Offence, 
Depoſe a True Hereditary Prince; nt 
That would Uſurpers for their Treaſon Crown, 
Till Time and Vengeance drag them headlong down, 

And ExiPd Monarchs Re- aſſert their rightful Throne. 
No Conſtitution in the World can boaſt 
A Scheme of Laws more Rational, more Juſt, 5 

Than Englands are; where Sov'reign, Kingly ſway, 
Is mixt and qualify with ſuch Allay, 

That Free-born Subjects willingly Obey. 

Nor yet fo baſely mixt, as that our Kings 
Are only Tools of State, and Pow'rleſs Things. 

For tho', indeed, they can have no pretence 
With Fundamental Contratts to Diſpence, 


(For that were Conqueſt) yet, thoſe Rights maintain q, bp 


Prerogative is High, and unreſirain'd, = 


(5) 
In equal Diſtance from Extremes we move, 
No Tyranny, nor Common-wealth approve. 
Nor Tyranny, chat Savage Brutal Pow'r, 
hich not protects Mankind but does devour. 
Nor Common-wealth, a Monſter, Hydra State, | 
Whoſe many Heads threaten each others Fate, | 
And load their Body with unweildy Weight, | 
hut a Succeſſive Monarchy we own, 
Vith all the Lawiul Sanctions of a Crown. 
Such was our old Eſtabliſh'd Engliſh Frame, 
hich might have flouriſh'd Ages yer the ſame. 
But for this Envious Fiend ; who itill prepares 
Fo ſow the Seeds of long Inteſtine Wars, 
Near the Impartial Palaces c emains, 
here nothing now but Deſolation reigns ; 
Fatal Preſage of Monarchy's decline, 
ind Extirpation of the Regal Line!) 
There ſtands an Antique Venerable Pile, 
hoſe Lords were once the Glories of our Iſle : 
Bur now it Mourns that Race of Hero's dead, 
nd drope, and hangs its Melancholy Head, 
This Pile (howe'er for better Ends deſign'd, 
kn Emblem of the Noble Founder's Mind) 
Fattion's Refuge; where ſhe keeps her Court, 
here all her darling Votaries Reſort. 
ere, when their gloriozrs N fell, they met 
Un new Reſolves and Meaſures to Debate. EY 
Say then, my Muſe, their ſecret Thoughts diſplay, 
xpole their dark Deſigns to open Day, 
This Grand Cabal was held at dead of Night, 
For Ghoſts and Furies always ſhun the Light) 
Veſpair, and Rage, and Sorrow kept em Dumb, 
ll Moro roſe (the Maſter of the Dome) | 
Stamm'ring, Hor, Conceited, Laughing L——, 
ho prov'd his want of Senſe inev'ry word, 
Vhen hiſſing thus, his Fetter'd Tongue broke loſe ; 
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4 [ take it as an Honour that you've Choſe 5 
or this Debate, your humble Servant's Houſe: | 
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© Wah juſt Revenge and Indignation fir'd, 
A. My thund'ring Voice ſhall ſhake her in the Throne; 


(6) 
* The Houſe henceforward ſhall Recorded ſtand, 
As the Palladium of the ſinking Land; 

And | to future Ages be renown'd, 
Abs Pariy's Builwark, and the Nation's Mound. 
y No N—, the immortal N——'s gone, 

© We jultiy bis untimely Herſe Bemoan. 
* O that l could reſtore his Life again! 
© For who can bear a Woman's Servile Chain? 
Full of ſuch Stuff, he would have giv'a it vent, 
But that black Ario's Fierceneſs did prevent. 
A Scoteb, Seditious, Unbelieving Prieſt, 
The Brawny Chaplain of the Calves-Head-F eaſt; 
Who firit his Patron, then his Prince betray'd, 
And does that Church, he's Sworn to guard, Invade. 
Warm with Rebellious Rage, he thus began; 
© To talk of calling Life again is vain, 
Peace to the Glorious dead, We juſtly mourn 
* His Aſhes, ever Sacred be his Urn : 
© Bur here my L—, we are together met, 
* Tovow to A—'s Sceptre endleſs Hate. 
© For ſince wy hope of W—ten is expir'd, 


a 


© I'll write, and talk, and preach her Title down, 


A 


Do you the Sword, and Pllengage the Gown. 
A Pauſe enfu'd, till Patriarchs Grace, 


Was pleas d to rear his Huge unweildy Maſs 


A Mats unanimated win a Soul, 

Or elſe he'd ne*er be made fo vile a Tool, 

Hed necr his Apeſtolick Charge Prophane, 
And Atbeiſts, and Fanzticks Cauſe maintain 
At length, as from the Hollow of an Oak, 
The Bulky Primate Yawn'd, and Silence broke. 
Il much approve my Brothers Zealous Heat, 
* Such is the noble Ardour of the Great, 
© Oa which Succeſs and Praiſe will ever wait. 


- 
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ut Pm untaught in Politician's School; 

practic d in their Arts and ſtudied Rules, 
By which they maſte the wileſt of us Fools, . 
The Task be therefore yours, to Forge ſome Plot, c . 


And l'lI be ready with my truſty Vote, 

Nor &er give your Command a Sicond Thought. 
Tho! I were Mute, you muſt confeſs I've Stood, 
Fixt as a Rock, amidſt the beating flood. 

Witneſs St. A—pb sand St. DAs Cauſe, 

Where obſtinately I tranſgreſod the Laws, 

And did in either Cate Injuſtice ſnow, 

Here ſav'd a Friend, there Triumph'd oer a Foe. 


hen old Myſterto ſhook his Silver Hars, 


daded with Learning, Prophecy, and Years, 
hom Factious Zical to herce Unebriſtian Striſe, 
id hurry'd in the laſt Extream of. Life, OE 
range Dotage ! thus to Sacrifice his Eaſe, * 
hen Nature whiſpers Men to Crown their 3 

ith ſweet Retirement and Religious Peace! 

ore · knowledge ſtruggled in his hea ving breaſt, 
er he in theſe dark Terms his Fears expreſt. 


Irbe Stars row! adverſe, and malignant ſhine, 


Some dire Portent ! ſome Comet I divine! 

[ plainly in the Revelations find, 

That A— to the Beaſt will be inclin'd. fir 

Howe'er, tho? ſhe and all her Senate fre wn, E | 
Il wage eternal War with P— -t , 

And venture Life and Fame to pull him down, 

5he went on, his Tongue a trembling ſeiz d, 

id all his Power and Utterance ſuppreſs'd. 

when the S:byll felt th* Inſpiring God, 


Ne raving loſt her Voice, and Speechleſs ſtood. 


| 


ut 


Unhappy Church, by. ſach Uſurpers ſway'd ! 
by is thy Prim'tive Purity decay'd? 
bw are thy Prelates chang'd from what they were; 


chen Laud or Sancroft, fill'd the Sacred Chair? 
+ ” | Laud 


(3) 


Laud, tho? with ſome traduc'd, with Leal adorn'd, 


| Whilſt Patriarcho is deſpis'd and ſcorn'd, 


Shall be by me for ever Prais d, for ever Mourn'd.. 


| Sancroft's unblemiſſi d Life, divinely Pure, 


In its own heav'nly Innocence Secure, 


The teerh of Time, the blaſts of Envy ſhall endure. 
When for th' Eſtabliſh'd Faith they ſhould contend, 
Meekneſs and Chriſtian Charity pretend; 


But with a blind and unbecoming Rage, 


For Schiſmand Toleration they engage; 


With ſtrange delight and Eagerneſs cſpouſe 
Occaſional Conformiſt ſhametul Cauſe ; 
Oppreſs thy Friends, and Vindicate thy Foes. 


Thy 


guardian Laws to weaken they Combine, 


yo Amen thy Eſſential Rights reſign. 


Thy ancient Truths with Modern Gloſſes blend, 


Deſtroying the Religion they would mend. 


So have they broke thy Pale and Fences down, 


Such Arts have Chriſtianity o'erthrown : 
For Scepticiſm, that now triumphant reigns, 


Condemns her Captive to inglorious Chains, 
Where She Forlorn, Contemn'd, Deſpairing lies, 


Nor hopes a Refuge, but her Native Skies. 


But Muſe proceed, nor dwell on Thoughts too long, 


That would inflame thy Satyrizing Song. 
Clodio with kindling Emulation heard, 
What this Triumvirate of Prieſts declar' fl 
Clodis, the Chief of all the Rebel- Race, 
Uacheck'd by Fear, unhumbled by Diſgrace, 
_ Whoſe working, Turbulent, Fanatick Mind 


No Ten derneſs can move, no Ties can bind. 


To gain a Rake he']l Drink, and Whove and Rant, 


T' engage a Puritan will Pray and Cant, 
So Satan can in diff'ring Forms appear, 
Or Radiant Light, or gloomy Darkneſs wear. 


Thrice he Blaſphem'd, and thrice he rantick Swor e, 


By ev'ry Terrible Infernal Pow'r : 
Thea way'd his Staff, and ſaid ; 


(9) 
Tho! Ns Death has all our Meaſures broke 
Yet never will we bend to A—'s Yoke, 

The glorious Revolution was in vain, 

If Monarchy once more ite Rights regain. 

Let all be Chaos, and Confuſion all, | 
Fer that damn d Form of Government prevail. 
O had he liv'd to Perfect his Deſign, 

We neer had been Subjected to 2 Reign, 

But rooted out the St ts hated Line! 
Howe'er, ſince Fate has otherwiſe decreed, 

| We may on his unfiniſh'd Scheme proceed. 

We may *gainſt Pow 'r repos'd in One inveigh, 
And call all Monarchy T yrannick Sway. 

We may the Praiſes of the Dutch advance, 
Rail at the Arbitrary Rule of France, 

Extol the Common-wealth in Adria's Flood, 
Which for ten rowling Centuries has ſtood. 
Argue how th* Roman, and Athenian State 

re only when Republicks truly Great. 
Fis eaſy the unreas ning Mob to guide, 

or they are always on the Factious ſide. 

This labour'd here, 'twill be our next Reſort, 
To Manage and Cajole S———'s Court. 
Toland alone for ſuch a work is fit, 

I all the Arts of Villainy Compleat. 

The Scotch, a Rough Revolting, Stubborn Kind, 
Have long at England's growing Pow'r repin'd. 
Nor necd we, with unneceſſary Care, 
Endeavonr to foment Religion there. 

For ſcarce our N——'s Empire they endur'd, 
Tho' he their antient Liberties reſtor'd, 
And Murm'ring now they ask a Foreign Lord. 


But (Health ſuppos d to ® Ireland Ill repair, bis Project 


was Once 
And right or wrong Uſurp the Common's Chair; Talk' d of. 


That point once gain'd, we'll ſoon ſecure our cauſe, 
on undermine our hot-brain'd, tow'ring Foes, 
At leaſt I'll ſubſtitute ſome Wealthy Friend, 
Vho (hall with Heat and Arrogance contend 
hago thwart the Court in ev'ry juſt Command, 
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So Catili ine the Fats of Reme deſig ign d, 


And when h* had form'd the Scheme within his Mind WY 
In ſuch a warm Harangue his F riends addreſt, WY 
And open'd all the Secret of his Breaſt. T 
Ihis hit Sigillo's Thoughts, and made him cool, W 
Tho' juſt before he ſcarcely could Controul Y; Be 
 Theſtormy Paſſion ſwelling in his Soul; N. 
His reſtleſs Soul, that rends his ſickly Fr ame, Nee 
Worn with a poys nous and corroding Flame. 0 
An unjuſt ] e, and blemiſh of the M-—,, i 
Wirnef the Bankers long dependin „ Sh 


A ſhallow Stateſman, tho' of mighty Fame, I I 
For who can cer that curſt Par on name, 


But to his foul Diſgrace, and to his ſhame? MV. 
Beſides, in ſpight of all his loud Defence, Re 
He ſhew'd a want of Honeſty or ſenſe, 4 Tt 
In paſſing ev'ry Plund'ring Courtier's Grants. 
He is (for Satyr dares the Truth declare) an 
Deiſt, Republican, Adulterer. Wh 
Thus his Lov'd Clodio, for his Speech he prais'd, NW. 
And Joy and Wonder in the Hearers rais'd. We 
e There {poke the Guardian Genius of our Cauſe, [Th 
* Whoſe eV. ry word deſerves divine Applauſe. na 
*The Per- Not ew'n * Cethepo's ſelt could form a Plot. Ane 
fon here More nicely Spun, more exquiſi ly wrought, Wha 
| Repreſent- * Tho? he, to his immortal envied Fame, ot 
„ £d, vas © The Glory of the Revolution claim. hal 
—_ N as his profound unfathomable Wit, 1 
Wh Frog ca. * Did James and all his Teſuits-train defeat. Hud 
bal. He knew Revcal'd Religion was a Jeſt, Thi 


* Impos'd upon the World by ſome deſigning Prieſt fro 
, No: there fore fear'd, But 4 their Idols Bow'd, Prei 


© Prevaricating with his King, his God. I'd 
© A Proteus, ever act ing in diſguiſe, _ Bla 
A hnilh'd Stateſoran. Intricately Wiſe, Ir w. 
A ſecond Machiavel who ſoar'd above Nate 
The little Tyes of Gratitude and Love; ho d 


© Whoſe harden'd Conſcience never felt Remorſe, Inde 
« R<fl:Rion is the Puny Sinner's Curſe. © BuYith a 


(1). 
But why ſhould I Cethego's Praiſe purſue, 
ben all his Vertues, Clodio, thine in you? 
You can another Revolution frame, 
| The ſame your Principle, your Skill the ſame, 
WE Whilſt chen the wav'ring Iriſh are your Care, . 
g Believe we'll uſe our utmoſt Efforts here, „ * 
Nor Time, nor Pains, nor Health, nor Mony ſpare. 
Cethego in your Abſence ſhall preſide 
Oer our Debates, and ev*ry Conſult guide: 
Like the ſupream directing Hand of Fove, 
Shall act unſeen, and all around him move. 
|, as the Moderator of the Laws, 
Will find a way to ſanctify our Cauſe, 
Will prove, in Paſſi ve Facebites deſpight, 
Rebellion is a Freeborn People's Right, 
Then as we take our Circuits thro? the Land, * 
Well mould the Stern Freeholders to our Hand; * 
Awe their Elections, and their Votes command. 5 
When with our Faithful City Friends we Dine, 
„We'll mingle Treafon with the flowing Wine. 
el! plant in ev'ry Coffee-houſe a Spy, 
That boldly ſhall the Miniſtry decry; 3 
hall Praiſe the paſt, the preſent Reign Condemn, 
And all their Meaſures, all their Councils Blame. 
Shall ſpread a thouſand idle, groundleſs Tales, 
Of foreign Gold, the Pope, and P=—ce of W— ; 
hall never fail Objections (till to raiſe, 


and turn their greateſt Honour to diſgrace. 
This Chimick Art, perverting Nature's Law, 
rom ſweeteſt Things will rankeſt Poyſons draw. 
rciſſo next, Magnificently Gay, 

id his Aſſent, but not a word would ſay. 
fear d to ſtrain his Voice by Talking loud, 

Ir was his Quil- pipe made for ſuch a Crowd. 
atter?d Beau, yer youthful in decay, 

ho dreſſes Whores, and Games his Time away. 
nd of Sedition, but indulging Vice 


ell, 


le 


9 
But 
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. (12) 
And yet this Debauchee pretends to claim 
An injur'd Patrzot's Meritorious Name. | 
Then ſqueal'd Orlando, but his furious Heat, 
Shew'd him for cool mature Debates unkit, 
Nor will we hear the Bluſt'ring Speech repeat. 
A Bully L—, whoſe wild mad Looks proclaim 
His Boſom warm'd with more than Heroe's Flame. 
Fighting and Railing are his Chief delight, 
Promiſcuouſſy oppoling wrong and right. 
VVhat Cer he does is always in Extreams, 6 
Sometimes the Whig, ſometimes the Tory damns. 
His various Temper and impetuous Mind, 
To ev'ry Party is by Stars inclin'd. 
He never was nor ne'er will be content 
With any Prince, with any Government. 
Laſt roſe Bathillo, deck'd with borrow'd Bays, 
Renown'd for others Projects, other Lays, 
A gay pragmatical, pretending Tool, 
Opintonately wiſe, and pertly dull. 
A Demy Stateſman, Talkative and Loud, 
Hot without Courage, without Merit proud; 
A Leader ht for the unthinking Crowd. 
Wich dapper Geſture, but with haughty Look, 
; His lewd Aſſociates vainly he beſpoke. 
© Do you perform the Politician's part, 
Pl bring th? Aſſiſtance of the Muſes Art. 
'The Poets Tribe are all at my Devoir, 
And write as I command, as | infpire, 
C—g—ve for me Paſtora's Dcath did Mourn, 
And ber white Name with SableVerſe Adorn. 
R too is mine, and of the Whippiſh Train, 
T'was he that Sung immortal Tamerlane, 
Tho? now he dwindles to an ® humbler Strain. 
I help'd to Poliſi G ts rough awkward Lays, 
* = him in J'uneful Lines to Sound our Party's praiſſ No 
e Votes with us, who, tho he never writ, | Bec 
Yer paſlzs for a Cr NICK and a Wit. 
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Vin, Bawdy, Plotleſs Plays were once our Boaſt, t. 
gut now the Poet's in the Builder loſt, | 
0 4—/0n we fately may depend, 
Ex Penſion never fails to gain a Friend. 
© Thro' Alpine-Hills he ſhall my Name reſound. 
and make his Patron known in Caſicłk Ground. 
Theſe Pay the Tribute to my Merit due, 
Call me their Horace, and Mecænas too, 
princes but ſit unſettled on their Thrones, 
Unleſs ſupported by Apollo Sons. 
Auguſtus had the Mantuan, and Venuſian Muſe, 
and happier N had his M gues. 
But J— that ill-fated Tory Queen, | 
Shall feel the Vengeance of the Poet's Pen, 
Triton, who like the vaſt Leviathay, 
ong wallow'd in the Treaſures of the Main, 
25 all Attention, and ſuſpended hung, 
or ev'ry Rebel heart has not a Tongue, | 
Eclides, there ſtood a Num'rous Train of P.., 
low the Notice of Recording Verſe. 
cans, Biters, Pathicks, B. rs and Cits, 
oſters, Kit-Kats, Divines, Buffoons and Wits 
ompos d the Medly Cres; but I forbear 
o give em any Place, or Mention here. | 
or ſince the Muſe would Bluſh co paint their Crimes, 
et Decency reſtrain th' Invective Rhimes. | 
When thus their Chiefs had ſpoke, thro all the Throng 
Repeated Peals of Acclamations rung. 
lor antient Demagogues, with more Applauſe, 
\ſcrted,' and Eſpous'd the Rabble's Cauſe 
Now the Aſſembly to adjourn prepar'd, 

5 


hen Bibliopolo from behind appear'd, 
As well deſcrib'd by th? old Satyrick Bard; [7 
ith leering Looks, Bullfac'd, and Freckled fair, 
ith two left Legs, and Fudas-colour'd Hair, | 5 
With Frowzy Pores, that taint the ambient Air. 
dveating and Puffing for a while he ſtood, 
And then broke forth in this Inſulting Mood. 
lam the Touchſtone of all Modern Wit, 
WW Without my Stamp in vain your Poets Write. 
ff Thoſe only purchaſe ever-living Fame, _ 
That in my Miſcellany plant their Name. 
rail Nor therefore think that I can bring no Aid, } 
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Becauſe I follow a Mechanick rade, 

[11 print your Pamphlets, and your Rumours ſpread, 
am the Founder of your lov'd Kit-Kat, 

A Club thas gave Direction to the Stare, 
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(14) 
vas there we firſt inflruRed all our Youth, 
© To talk Prophane and Laugh at Sacred Truth, 
© We taught them how to Toft, and Rhime, and Bite, 
* To sleep away the Day, and drink away the Night, 
Some this Fantaſtick Speech approv'd, ſome ſneer'd, 
The wight grew Cholerjck, and diſappear'd, 
Mean time the Fury ſmil'd, who all this while 
Sat hov'ring on the Summet of the Pile. 
A ſecret and exulting Joy ſhe finds; 
To ſee her Influence brooding on their Minds; 
And the bare proſpect of ſuch Noble Ills 
Her thoughts with rapt'rous Speculations file. 
Then Sbe· 
With what delight do Imy Sons Behold, 
So reſolutely Brave, fo fiercely Bold. 
Sure nothing can reſiſt their boundleſs Courſe, 
Nothing ſubdue their well united Force. 
< Yolpone, who will ſolely now Command, 
The Publick Purſe, and T-—f\—— e of the Land. 
© Wants Conſtancy and Courage to oppoſe 
A Band of ſuch exaſperated Focs. 
For how ſhould he, that moves by Craft and Fear, 
Or ever greatly think, or ever greatly dare? 
What did he cer in all his Life perform; 
But ſhrunk at the approach of ev'ry Storm? 4 
But when the tott'ring Church his aid requir'd, 5 Ava 


With Moderation - Principles inſpir'd, 
Forſook his Friends, and decently Retir d. 
Nor has he any real juſt Pretence 
To that vaſt Depth of Politicks and Senſe. 
For where's the Death, when Publick Credit's high, 
© To manage an o'er flowing T 
Or where the Senſe to know the Tricks of Game, 5 


— 12 


Since S--ms, Sir F--mes, and H- Il. waß may claim 
A Knovuledge as profound as his, as loud a Fame ? 
* I fear the Man, who dares the Truth aſſert, 
Who never Plays the Double- dealing Part; jy 
© The Patriot's Soul diſdains the Trimmer's Art. 
such Celſus is, but J forefee his Fate 
* To be ſupplanted by Sempronia's Hate, 
© Semproxiaof a Lewd procuring Race, 
© The ocoate's Grievance, and the Court's Dien 
'Tis well he cannot long his Ground maintain, 
For Hell would then employ her Fiend in vain. 
© He never knew to Proſtitute the State, 
Never by being guilty to be Great. 
Nor yet when publick Storm came rowling on, 
Did be or Danger or his Duty ſhun, . 


e = PY Aa 


a Wh ws 4. 
WS 0077's ſubtle Prieſts with Sophiſtry eſſay'd, 
oeh Wealth and Honour in the Ballanc'd lay'd, 
o ſhock his Faith; but nothing could controul 
fuhe firm Reſolves of his unbyafs'd Soul, 
tue to his Conſcience, as the Needle to the Pole. 
| « allay'd in Blood and Friend ſſiip to the Throne, 
© He nobly makes his Country's Cauſe his own ; 
© Whilſt others keep their int'reſt ſtill in view, 
© And meaner Spirits meaner ends purſue, 
go the fix: Stars harmonioufly comply 
„With the firſt Publick Motion of the Sky, 
© Whilſt wand'ring Planets oppoſitely move, 
Within the narrow Orbs of private Love. 
She ſtopp'd- - for now her Anger gan to riſe, 
fluſhd in her Cheeks, and ſparkl'd in her Eyes, 
And well it might a Fury's Paſſion raiſe, | 
That ſhe was forc'd rhe Worth, ſhe hates, to Praiſe, 
The Dawn diſpers'e the Crowd, ſhe took her flight, 
To the low Regions of Eternal Night, 
O England how revolving is thy State? 
How few thy Bleſſings ? how ſevere thy Fate? 
O diftin'd Nation, to be thus betray'd 
By thoſe, whoſe Duty 'tisto ſerve and aid 
A griping vile degen'rate viper Brood, 
That tear thy Vitals, and exhauſt thy Blood. 
A varying Kind, that no fixt Rule purſue, 
But often form their Principle's anew ; 
Vaknowing where to lodge ſupreme Command, 
Or in the King or Peers, or People's hand. 
Oae while the People's Sov'raigaty they own, | 
To vex and load a Peaceful Monarch's Crown; 
Who to his Subjects when at length Reftor'd, 
Without diſtinction was their common Lord. 
What Party elſe to David's happy Throne, 
Would have preferr'd a giddy 4bſalon ? 
But when a King is moulded to their Mind, 
hen they to him would have all ſway confin'd ; 
Nor in their own deſpotick boundleſs Reign, 
f Injur'd Rights, and Property complain: 
Ray, with a Standing Force thy Sons wou'd awe, 
he Subjects Slavery, the Tyrant's Law. 
Put if nor King ner Commons will comply 
Vith their de:eftcd Acts of Villany: 
{hey ſtrive the Peers declining Pow'r to raiſe, 
ind get [mpercbments voted into Praiſe, 
leſt Patriots theſe, who Liberty employ, 
clude thy Laws, and Liberty deſtroy ! 
Where is the Nuble Roman Spirit fled, 


"Which once inſpir'd thy antient Patriots dead! 


A 
Le 
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Who 


(16) 

Who were above all private Ends, and joy'd, 

When bravely for the publick Weal they 17 9 2 | 
Who ſpread, like Branching Oaks, their Arms ard, 


Io ſhelter and Protect the Parent Ground; 


Tho' Storms of Thunder rattl'd o'er their Head, 
Yet all was ſafe beneath their Guardian Shade. 


And never ſuch a Race of Men aroſe ; 

Or Nodding Nature to a period draus; 

Or Providence, incens'd by Guilty Times, 

With-holds his Grace, and Dooms, us to our Crimes. 
Pardon (for Harmony will bring Relief, 

Will ſooth thy anxious Cares, and charm thy Grief) 

If my Condoling Mournful Muſe Preſume 


Or fore Hiſtorians on our Faith impoſe, _ 5 


To viſit thy Marcellus Sacred Tomb. | 
For his Hereditary Gifts alone Y 
Could have Retriev'd thy Fame, and carried donn 


The Glorious Scene of Triumphs Anna has begun. 
O may thy Angel Guard her Royal Mind, 

That Fav'rites nor Seduce, nor Trimmers Blind. 
For tis on Her thy Church and State depend, 
With Her will flouriſn, and with Her will End. 

But my ſhock'd Thoughts the ſad Idea ſhun, 

(The {ad Idea gives Eternal Moan) 


When ſhe ſhall late, but ah! too ſoon comply 


With Nature, to Adorn her Kindred Sky. 
For who can then pretend to wear her Crown? 
Who repreſent the Mother, but the Son ? 


O! had the Pow'r, that governs human Fate, 


His years extended to a longer Date, 
To what tranſcendence had his Genius ſprung, 
Which was ſo Ripe, ſo perfect, yet ſo Young ; 


But when freſh blooming Youth ſeem'd to proclaim 
The laſting Structure of his Beauteous Frame, 


When Health and Vigor with a kind preſage, 
Promis'd the hoary happineſs of Age ; 

Then with a Momentary ſwift decay, 

Thy Pride, thy darling Hope was ſnatch'd a5 
So, by the Courſe of the revolving Spheres, 


'Whene'er a new diſcover d Star appears; 


Aſtronomers with Pleaſure and Amaze, 
Upon the Infant Luminary gaze. 75 J A ꝗ4 39 


They find their Heav'n enlarg'd, and wait from thence 


Some Bleſt, ſome more than common Influence, 
But ſuddedly alaſs ! the fleeting Light 
Retiring lea ves their Hopes involy'd in endleſs Night 
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Sing the Aſſembly's Riſe, Encreaſe and Fame, 
That condeſcends to honour Kit-Cars Name, 
Whoſe Pride, like thine, O Rome, from ſmall 
Beginnings came. ES 
h thou! who Chief Art to the Muſes dear, 

ho Poets Court, and Stateſmen love or fear: 
ho with an uncontrouPd, Deſpotic Sway, 

Joſt ſtill new Burdens on thy Subjects lay; 

ho Tax d by thee with leſs ReluQance bear 
he Charge of Cæſar's, than of ANN Fs War. 
ho reeking in thy own, and Roman Sweat, 
jolt ancient Conqueſts ore the French repeat: 

o thou, great Becai ſmooth thy ſpacious Brow, 
nd one kind Smile on my Attempt beſtow : 
or thou, whoſe fertile Genius does abound 
ith noble Projects, didſt this Order found. 


2. 


With 


lluſtrious Deeds were ſtill the Heros Aim, 


* 


And ſtill doſt cheriſh, cultivate and guide 
Thy humble Creature and with decent pride . 
Doſt, like the God of Wine, the Kit- Cat ſtate betride, \M 
Gracious appear, as when thou mount's thy Seat | 
High in the great Aſſembly, to create 
Some Peer a Member of the Kit- Cat State. 

Or, when Apollo like, thour't pleasd to lcad 

Thy Sons to ſeaſt on Hampſtead's airy Head; 

8 2 that now in fame Parnaſſus ſhall exceed. 

When War like William Albion's Scepter ſwayd 

SG Succour'd th'Oopreſt, th? Oppreſſers progreſs ſtaid 5 
And of Europas Peace the bleſt Foundations laid; 


He follow'd Danger as he flew for Fame. 
A thouſand Ills he bore in Albios's Cauſe, 
Patient of every Suff ring, but Applauſe, 

Reverſe of Lewis He (Example rare!) 
Lovid to deſerve the Praile he could not bear, 
He ſhun'd the Acclamations of the Throng, 

And always. coldly heard the Poet's Song. 
Hence the great King the Muſes did neglect, 
And the meer Poet met with ſmall Reſpect. <: 

But tho the Muſes and their tunefull Train 
In that great Monarch's Military Reign, + 
Had of the Roval Favour little Share, . | 
Still they were kinder Bocals tender Care: 
He ſtill care(s'd the unregarded Tribe, 

And did to all their various Tasks preſcribe; 
From whence to both great Acquiſitions came, 
To him the Profit, and to them the Fame. | 

On the fair Strand by which with graceful Pride 
Unrival'd Tbamis rolls his alternate Tyde, 
Between the Courts which moſt the People.awe, 
(In one Monarch Reigns, in one the Law) © 
A ſtately Building rear'd its lofty Head, 


» 


Which both the Thames and Town around ſuryey'd. 
We « 1, 


ere crown'd with Cluſters Bacchus kept his Court, 
Where mighty Vats his chearful Throne ſupport, 
ligh oer the Gate he hung his waving Sign, 
(i Fountain Red with ever-Howing Wine. 
ere Politicians us d ro Recreate | 
heir Lungs exhauſted with a long Debate, 
ſetling, or perplexing points of State. 
I Pleaſure here they pals the wearing Night, 
Ind the hard Labouirs of the Day recite; 
hey tell how bravely 4rop Silence broke, 
ad How much like an Angel Oran ſpoke; 
low ſome young Orators new come from School, 
ounted the Rope, and danc'd without a Pole, 
hat wretched Speeches t'other Party made, 
ow weak, and how inſipid things were ſaid 
all their leading Men, but by their own : 
hat Miracles of Eloquence were ſhown, _. q 
bat flames of Fire, what Thund:r-holts were thrown! '3 
ow all their Speakers but of middle Name _.. 
ut-did the Grecians and the Roman Fame. X 
hey tell with how much Negligence of Art 
ich how ſincere an Air, and open Heart, 
he prudent Prolocutor play'd his part. 
he Victors of their glorious Conqueſt boaſt, 
hey Triumph at the Vanquiſh'd Parties coſt. 
nd tell how down they look*'d, the Queſtion loſt. 
ne Night in Seven, at this convenient Seat, | 
dulgent BOC AF did the Muſes treat, 
heir Drink was gen'rous Wine, and Kit- Cat's 
Pyes their Meat. 55 
re he aflembled his Poetic Tribe, +; 
alt Labours to Reward, and new ones to preſcribe; 
ence did th Aſſembly's Title firſt ariſc, . 
nd Kir-Cat Wits ſprung firſt from Kit-Cat's Pyes. 
0C AF the mighty Founder of the State 
by his Wiſdom, or his happy Fate, 
Whole proper Pillars to ſupporc its Weight. 
Uthe firſt Members for their Place were fit, 
ho not of Title, Men of Senſe and Wit, While 


un, 

While Kit- Cat, by their Diſcipline ſecure; 
Preſery'd their well-fram'd Conſtitution pure; 
Soon from this warm well cultivated Be 

Letters came forward, Senſe began to ſpread, 
And Wit ſhot up apace'its thriving Head, 
The Languid Muſes, now, new Life acquire, 
And every Genius feels his native Fire. 

The chearful Bards their weekly Work reherſe, 
And noble Subjects ſing in noble Verſe. 


r Pic v 
No ſweeter Lays, nor more harmonious Strains Wy + 
Eer bleſt Parnaſſus, or th Arcadian Plains, Fe 
The tuneful Tribe with praiſe each other Crown, iſp 


And BOCAT with a Nod 3 Apollo's Son. 
Old Thames to liſten to the Poet's Song, 
In ling'ring Volumes ſlowly crept along: 

But ſoon the Flood, that with reluCtance paſt, 
To hear the charming Lays return'd in haſt. 
Their Converſation fed their mutual Flame, 

And made their Bards at Flights much higher Aim. 

| For Men of Wit do Men of Wit inſpire, 3 
And Emulation ſtrikes out nobler Fire. 


Mean time theſe Sons of Wit advanc'd their Nami 
And fair Auguſta rung with Kit-Cat's Fame; 
Their brighter Beams Eclypſe the fading Toaſt, 
That jong before unrival'd ruPd the Roaſt. 

Now Crowds to Founder BOC AF did reſort, 

'And for his Favour humbly made their Court 

The little Wits attended at his Gate, 

And Men of Title did his Leve wait. 

For he as Sovereign, by Prerogative 

Old Members did exclude, and new receive: 
Fg who moſt were for the Order fit, 
And Chapters held, to make new Knights of Wit. 
Now Kit-Cat Wits to their firſt Maxims true, 
Not of high Station, and in Number few, n 
Did Wit's juſt Rights and Intereſts purſue, 


* 


N. 
They were by all eſteem'd, by all careſt, 
he Joy of all the Town, the Life of every Feaſt, 
not a Kit-Cat Wit or two were there, 
lat was the Wine, and taſtleſs was the Chear 
| o ſuch a height ſo ſoon their Credit roſe, 
and ſuch great Men their Order did compoſe, 
it who can flouriſh long, and raife no envious 
| 9 | - 
s when new States Induſtrious, frugal, wiſe, 
y a (wift growth to Strength and Wealth ariſe, 
The Realms around grow Jealous of their Pow'r, 
uſpect and fear thoſe they deſpiꝰd before. 
Princes and States each other Courts alarm, 
And to ſuppreſs the riſing Neighbour arm: 
o here the Foes of Wit ſoon Umbrage took, 
and did with Envy on the Kit-Cat look. 
The numerous Species of the Blockhead Race, 
Vhich the long Robe, Camp, Gown and Court dif- 
grace, 
ith all the vaſt Variety of Fools, 
Df Mother Nonſenſe, or improv'd in Schools, 
he Noiſy and Impertinent, and al! 
The Fops and Pedants, all the Whimſical, 
alf-craz'd, half-witted of the R-—t——f kind, 
Peainſt the riſing Kit. Cat State combin'd. 
BOC AF! all theſe mighty Clans rebell'd 
= thy Throne, by Senſe and Wit upheld. 
Their envious Tongues thy Government defam'd, 
ind loud againſt thy growing Power exclaim'd. 
or they aſſert the Privilege to play _ 
The fool or Madmen in their ſeveral Way; 
he Sons of Liberty will ne er endure i 
The Tyranny of Senſe, or Vertue's Foreign Power. 


hut they in vain the Kit- Cat State afſail'd, 
heir ill laid Plots, and bungling Malice fail'd. 
ut on a Rock great BOCA F's Throne withſtood 


oafed*rate Ignorance, and Folly's confluent Flood. 
yi: il | A 4 Fe⸗ 


(8) 
Reſiſted thus his Reputation roſe, | 
For all Wiſe Men eſteem what Fools oppoſe: 
Their Leaders raving that from each Attack, 
With mighty Loſs, their Troops were beaten back, 
Reſolv'd in Council on a wiſe Deſign, 
What all their Force withſtood, to undermine. 


In fam'd Hibernia on the Northern Main, | 
Where Wits unknown, and Schools are built in van 
Between two Hills, that rife with equal Pride, 

And with their Tops the floating Clouds divide; 
A lazy Lake, as Lethe, black and deep, 
Secure from Storms, extended lies aſleep. 1 
Young Vigorous Winds which heavy Travel bear 
With fruitleſs Toil ſhove at this ſtagnant Air; 
Their Breath all ſpent, they from their Labour ceaſeſ 
And leave th' unweildy Fogs to reſt in Peace. 
The Beaſts that come for VVater, at the Brink, 
Benumb'd ſtand nodding, and forget to drink; 
The Birds by luckleſs Fortune hither brought, 
Fall down and fleeping on the VVaters float. 
The thoughtleſs Boatmen, ſcarcely half awake, 
Do never one Succeſsful Voyage make, 

But Foun, _ drop their Oars into the ſluggiſh {( 

Lake js : 

Theſe Shores that with this quiet Breed abound, 
Kindly ſupply the neighb'ring Nations round 
With calm Commanders, who enjoy their Eaſe, 
And rule in time of War, a harmleſs Fleet in Peace. 


On the dark Margin of the Stagnant Flood, 
The Temple of the God of Duinels ſtood. 
With rude Magnificence high in the ait 
Thick Walls of Mud the pond'rous Roof did bear. 
Of Birds the formal Ow]. of Beaſts the Aſs 1 
Dear to the God, did dark the Niches grace. 
And on the Dom high Front ill cut in Wood, 
Sottiſh Silexns, and Dull Morpbenus ſtood, 
EY SO irregulaUe! 


(9) 
Wrrcegular it ſeem'd in every Part, 
Which as in China, here is perfect Art. 5 Gerd 
In Gouty Pillars, thick unlightſome Walls, » 
Wich Windows at the Top, like Pigeon Holes, 
I: imitates our hideous Church of Pauls 
puch is the Skill, that all the Parts appear ; 
Contriv'd for dull and blind Devotion here. ; 
Sleek pamper'd Prieſts beneath the Altar ſnore, 9 
Nand ſtretcht at Eaſe, their ſtupid God adore. 
The Vot'ries here Eternal Silence keep, 
And unreproachd their Worſhip pay aſleep. 
The Idol is compoy'd of maſſy Lead. 
And Wreaths of Poppy- Flowers adorn his Head. 

olling and yawning in his Chair of State, 1 
And dropping down his Head the drowſy Figure fate. 

or Incenſe here, inſtead of Iadian Gums, 2 
Pætum and Poppics ſpread their grateful Fumes; 

hich lulPd the Senfes vext with Care and Pain, 
Blunt the ſharp Edge of Thought, and kindly cloud the. 


Drain 


at 


ale, 


S Hither the various complicated Foes, 
WT hat all enrag'd againſt the Kir-Cats roſe, 
vorn Enemies to BOCAF, and to Wit, 
Pent Deputies for their Employment fit; 

The Coxcomb Clan Sir Thomas Trifle choſe, 
Prince of the Civil Fops, and Grey-hair'd Beaus. 

he Grave and Bookiſh Block-heads of our Iſle, 
hoſe a fam'd Native of th' Hibernian Soil, 
Dodwell of undigeſted Fathers full, 5 
Oppreſt with Learning, and profoundly dull. 
he Vertuoſo Tribe deputed S— , of, 
Vho got the Poll from r but by one. 
he Mountebanks were firſt inclin'd to Read, 
{ut Twinckler nam'd, in Twinckler all agreed. 

he Politicians did their M—— &—— th ſend 
0 all the Foes of Senſe a faithful Friend : 
He with him took his Books a pond'rous Load. 
-oulÞelign'd an Off ring to the Sleepy God. The 
/ 


ce. 


e 
The Pedant Tribe, who Wit and Senſe oppoſe, 
| And the falſe Criticks, Learning's Mortal Foes, 14 
| Ch——tw——4, a wond'rous ſhining Genius choſe, 
| Strong B—<ks was choſen by the lower Gown, 
þ Vhe Scribling Rakes ſent the poor Devil grown, 
Who doom'd to ſtarve yet fated to believe 
He ſhall in Eating Circumſtances live, 

Does with a Stomack empty, as his Hcad, 

Write in a Garret to the Shops for Bread. 

The Lawyers once of one Opinion choſe 

The great Aurato with a loud Applauſe. 

Theſe zealous Men, Aurate at their Head, 
To the fam'd Temple went with eager Speed; 
Where their grave Speaker ilowly Silence broke, 
And thus the God of Dulneſs did invoke: 
But hem'd and paus'd, and on his Notes did pore, 
Repeating often what he ſaid before. EY 


 _ Great Drowſie Pow'r whoſe wide extended Sway 

All the Cold Kingdoms of the North obey? 

Who gently rul'ſt the who'e Hibernian Ifle, 
And a large part of Albion's neighb ring Soil; 
We in the Name of all thy Vo ries there, 
Addreſs thy Alters with our humble Pray'r. 
An Upſtart Sect, one Bocai at their Head, 

Have great Commotions in Britannia bred. 

Who wou'd with Arts the Britiſh Heads refine, 
And the Subverſion of thy Throne Deſign. 
The Kingdom into Parties they have (plit, 

Ent huſiaſts of Senſe, and Schiſmaticks of Wit. 

In Strength the reſtleſs Sectaries encreaſe, 

And interrupt thy quiet Subjects Peace. — 
Still with freſh Conqueſts they extend their Fame, 
And now at Univerſal Empire aim. 5 

Thoſe who to thee have firm Affection ſhown, 
And always labour'd to ſupport thy Throne, 
Who ner ſuſpected were of ſuch a Sin, 
To ſpeak in ſavour of the Sect begin. 


A —— . — 


(11) 
r himſelf affects to be diſcreet, 
and way ring W——d inclines to be a Wit. 
vn T—eand D.— 5) diſaffected grow, 
and under hand are treating with the Foe. 
\mbiguous D-— who to no Side adher'd, 
trangely drawn in has for the Sect declar'd. 
Lugo, Whom ſtill we did with Honour Name, : 
Who common Senſe deſpiſd, and laugh'd at Fame, 
\fſumes Judicious Airs and in the Pit, 
rows hot for Senſe, and Violent for Wit. 
Robell who all th? Aſſaults of Senſe did mock 
Solid, unchang'd and ſteady as a Rock, 
n theſe Revolting Times begins to ſhake, 
Of the new Itch does broad diſcov'ries make. 
ea who Wonders on our Side has done, 
\ heavy Loſs, is from our Party gone. 
oung Ollan fo well principled and free 
rom the Wild Notions of fine Company, 
h much lamented Youth ! is from us loſt, 
he graveſt Genius, which our Cauſe could boaſt. 
Had he eſcap'd his late unhappy Stain, 
Ind not with Wit forc'd his reluctant Brain. 
had enroll'd him my adopted Son, 
To him! had bequeath'd my Scarlet Gown. 
: and S— 1 and a thouſand more 
For whom, as for my ſelf, I wou'd have ſworc, 
ho ſtood unſhaken, now begin to ſtart, 
Leave their old Friends and take the Faction's Part. 


Ifthou, great Pow'r, doſt not with ſpeed appiy 
o this Diſeaſe ſome Soveraign Remedy, 
Soon from the Empire Albion will be won 

dy Boca?'s Kit-Cat Squadrons over run. | 
quad rons for this great Undertaking fit, 
all clad in ſolid Seuſe, and treble poliſh'd Wit. 
Proud Kit- Cat Wits will triumph at thy Coſt, 
Nor wilt thou more of Britain's Y ot'rics boaſt. 


Pp 12 J: 1 


A Revolution which was never fear d, is! 
Where thou haſt been ſo lov'd, and ſo rever'd. The 
H no longer will thy Shrines adore, ret, 
Nor will 77 — m e'er obey thee more. zuch 
Great B—-&ss Gownmen who have ſtill whithſtoo nd 
All Light and Senſe, and made their Party good, Till 
Theſe numerous Clans will all thy Cauſe diſown, But! 
Declare for Wit, and worſhip Bocas Throne. 2 


A thouſand Politicians will deſert 
Their ancient Side, and rake the Rebels Part 

More had he ſaid, but ſtrove in vain to keep 

His falling Eye-lids ope, and fell down faſt aſleep. 


This Pray'r diſturb'd the dozy God's Repoſe, 
Who with Reluctance from his Seat aroſe, 
He ſtretch'd a while, and half awake did ſtand, 
Rubbing his heavy Eye-lids with his Hand. 
Rouſing himſelf he to Aurato came, 
And gave him this kind Anſwer in a Dream. 
Thou who ſo well doſt thy high Poſt adorn, 
For fair Britamia's and my Service born, 
Know, faithful Servant, I ſhall ſtill protect 
My Britiſh Vot'ries from this hated Sec. 
The haughty Kir- Cat, who my Pow'r defy'd, 
Shall find me able to correct their Pride. 

Ler not my Friends deſpond, for certain Fate. 
Decrees the Ruin of the Kit- Cat State. 
Let Kit. Cats ceaſe to boaſt, ceaſe ye to fear, 
The Fall, O Bocai, of thy Throne is near. 
Internal Pow'rs will ſend at my Requeſt, 
Faction from Hell thy Empite to infeſt. 
She'll with the Poyſon of her Vip'rous Brood 
Infect their Veins, and agitate their Blood. 
She'll with internal Heat their Breaſt inſpire, 
And with their Breath blow up Sedition's Fire. 


Now angry Kit-Cats feel the Fury's Flame, * 
Talk big, and Bocai with Diſhonour name. 9 
. Againſt 


. 


( 12) 
Hgainſt his Miniſtration they inveigh, 

His Haughty Airs, and Arbitrary Sway, 
They cry he Sep'rate Int'reſt carries on, 
rerends their Profit, but deſigns his own. 
uch Defamation ſhall they ſpread abroad, 


Ind with Colle&ed Scandal Bocai load 


' 


Till in the troubled State things deſp'rate grown, : 
Dutrageous Nit. Cats ſhall aſſault his Throne 
n a Defection Univerſal, they 


nd ſwear they will no more the Tyrants Will obey! 
hey*ll then dethrone their Leader and declare 
n Interregnum and a vacant Chair. 
his crowns my Wiſh, with Bocai finks their State 
Vho elſe has Shoulders equal to its Weight; 
vai depos'd, the Sect with Faction tent, 
mbroil'd in Feuds and ſow'r with Diſcontent, 
all into various Warring Parties ſplit, 
hich brings the Downfal of Imperious Wit. 
his Doom attends the Upſtart Kit-Cat State, 
his ſhall be Wit's, this ſhall be Bocar's Fate. 
o back in Peace, my faithful Vor'ries, go; 
et high Auguſta my Prediction know. 
et all the Clans and Sects you repreſent, 
eſt in the Proſpect of the great Event. 


rom their high Court Rebellion's Flag diſplay, 
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The PICTURE: In Initatin 
of Anacreon's Bathillus, 5 the 
Right Honourable the Marquis if 

A 


f 


ou Flatterer of all the Fair, 
Come, with all your skill, and care, 
Draw me ſuch a Shape, and Face, 
As your Flatrry would diſgrace. 
Wiſh not that ſhe would appear, 

*I is well for you ſhe is not here; 
Scarce can you with fafety ſee 
All her Charms defcrib'd by me, 
Who, alas, have found too well 
What a Power does in them dwell; 
I, alas, the danger know, 

I, alas, have felt the Blow; 
Mourn, as loſt, my former Days, 
That did not ſing of Celia's praiſe, 
And thoſe few that are behind 


* 


I ſhall bleſt, or wretched find, 


Only juſt asſheis Kind. 


With her tempting Eyes begin, 
Eyes that might draw Angels in 
ente, * 
Oh, thoſe wanton rowling Eyes! 
At each glance a Lover dies: 3 
Make them bright, yet make them willing, 

Let them look both kind and killing. 


Next 


(15) 
Next, draw her Forehead, then her Noſe, 
Ind Lips juſt opening, which diſcloſe 
ecth ſo white and Breath ſo ſweet, 
» much Beauty, fo much Wir, 
o our very Soul they ſtrike, 
l our Senſes pleasd alike; 


hut fo pure a white and red 
ever never can be ſaid; 

hat are words in ſuch a caſe? 
hat is paint to ſuch a Face? 
low ſhould either Art avail us. 
zncy here it ſelf will fail us, 


In her Looks and in her Meen 
ch a graceful Air is ſeen, 
hat if you with all your Art 

in but reach the ſmalleſt part; 
ext to her the Matchleſs She, 
eſhall wonder moſt at Thee. 


Then her Neck, and Breaſts and Hair, 
nd her------but my Charming Fair 

os in a thouſand things excel, 

nich I muſt not, dare not tell. 


How go on then? Oh, Iſee 
Lovely Venus drawn by Thee; 

h how fair She does appear 

duch it only here and there; 

ake her yet ſeem more Divine, 

bur Venus then may look like mine, 
hoſe bright form, ifonce you ſaw, 
u by her would Venus draw. 


Ney The 
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TO A 


COQUET BEAU 


By the ſame Author. 

As from a Nymph fo full of Charms 
So much ſweetneſs in her Face, 
In her Motion ſuch a Grace, 
In her kind inviting Eyes 
Such a ſoft Enchantment lies, 
That we pleaſe our ſelves too ſoon, 
And are with vain hopes undone, 


After all her ſoftneſs, we 
Are but Slaves, while ſhe is free? 
Free, alas, from all deſire, 
Except to ſet the World on fire. 


Thou, fair Diſſembler, doſt but thus 
Deceive thy ſelf as well as us; 
Like Ambitious Monarchs, thou 
Would'ſt rather force Mankind to bow, 
And venture o'er the World to roam, 
Than govern with Content at home, 
Bur truſt me, Celia, truſt me when 
Apolls's ſelf inſpires my Pen, 
One hour of Love's Delights out-weighs 
Whole Years of Univerſal Praiſe, 
And one Adorer kindly ufed, 
Is of more uſe, than Crowds refuſed. 
„„ 1809 


: For what does Youth and Beauty ſerve? 


Why more than all your Sex deſerve? | - 
Why ſuch ſoft alluring Arts 


To charm our Eyes, and melt our Hearts? 


By our loſs, you nothing gain; 
Males you love, you pleaſe in vain. 


FINIS. 


Rom Wars and Plagues come no ſuch harms, 
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St. Jamess = 
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Non mihi (i Linguæ Centum ſint, Oraqz Centun 
Ferrea Vox, omnes Fatuorum evolvere Forma, 
Omnia Stultitiæ percurrere Nomina poſſim. 
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LONDON: 


inted and Sold by N. Hills, in Black-fryars, near 
the Waterſide, 1709. 
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 COQUET. BEAUTY| 


By the ſame Author. 


F Rom Wars and Plagues come no ſuch harms, | 
As from a Nymph ſo full of Charms F 
So much ſweetneſs in her Face, 

In her Motion ſuch a Grace, 

In her kind inviting Eyes 

Such a ſoft Enchantment lies, 

That we pleaſe our ſelves too ſoon, 

And are with vain hopes lun. En Nang 


Aſter all her ſoftnels, we 
Are but Slaves, while ſhe is free? 
Free, alas, from all deſire, 1 
Except to ſet the World on i fire 3 $11 


Thou, fair Difſembler, doſt but chas! 
| Deceive thy ſelf as well as us; | | 
Like Ambitiqus Monarchs, thou 
\Would'ſt rather force Mankind to bow, 2 
And venture oer the World to roam, 


Than govern with Content at hom. l 
But truſt me, Celia, truſt me when 1 
| Apollo's ſelf inſpires my Pen, 23613 © 4 
One hour of Love's Delights out-weighs . 2 


Whole Years of Univerſal Praiſe, 
And one Adorer kindly uſed, 
Is of more uſe, than Crowds refuſed. 
i nne 
For what Joes J wut Beauty iooye > 2 
5 wi more than all your — 4, 
Why ſuch ſoft alluring Arts no - 
To charm our Eyes, and melt our Hearts? | int. 
x our loſs, you nothing gain; 
Unleſs you love, you pleaſe in vain. 


FINIS. 
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St. Jamess 


Non mihi {i Linguæ Centum ſint, Oraq; Centum 
Ferrea Vox, amnes Fatuorum e volvere Forma, 
Omnia Stultitiæ percurrere Nomina poſſim. 
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LONDON: 


Fine and Sold by . Hils, in 8 near 
the Waterſide, 1709, 
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N Days of Doe, when Vertue was in Vagus; 

And Folks diſdain'd the Name of hore and Rogue 3 F 
L Condudt was thought a neceflary Evil 
To ſave a foolith Sinner from the Devil: 
or tho with Scorn, the World ſuch Ridicule, 
et this affected wiſe One is the Fool; 


Who miſapplies his Paſſions, Love or Hate, 
Dr whatſoc'er he does, comes out of Date; 
For tis not Pride, but Folly rules his fas 
lis nat'ral Vanity is always ſuch, 
e either does too little, or too much. 


2 


Nor walks one foot alone, without his Mate, 
hat can as noiſy and as empty prate 
ry Coquet can now her Author quote 
ad like her Paraquer, talk of by Rote. 
heir wit is like their Cloaths, gravely and flight, 
hat pleaſes not the Ear, nor theſe the Sight. 


heir ſoftaing Arts, unthinking'Fops beguile, 
ut cannot make the Stoick deign to fſmilee. 
or who can laugh at ſuch prepoſtrous Vice, 
o ſee meer Keots wifely look preciſe! 
f Wits, and Beauties too, affame the State. 


Fed crnfurerbolethey cangetintte; 2 01 f 84 
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As ruſtick Hob does at a Country Feaſt ; 
When cager Maſtiff rakes the Bull by thy Ear, 


And ſhew the Ladies his profound Deſert; 1 ol 


| Gerrad and Litton, to make up the Jelt, + +// 
As two eternal Fops,about the Town, 3 


No more than that inſipid painted Sinn, 


The Qualities that in the Cartaſs dwell: i | a 


That 16, if the have Merit ( mean Pence): 


Till, Rke blown Bladders, they with Wind are full, 
And muſt diſcharge Fremſelyes, tho ne er ſo dull. 


Thus“ M—z—ve, 1 ike a moving May- pole ſtalks, 


And A- ve with.ey'ry Female talks; * 
Then loudly laughs at the inſipid Jeſt, ir bo \,- ow. , 


Or Roger's overturned; by the Bear. | Vh 
Thisclowniſh Mode they ſeem ch coafſett, 
As careleſs, and an Air of their Neglecth, 5 25 of 
To ſhew the prudent Belles, that they Gelb 

The Character of being thought too wWiſe: j! 
While Leman fancies be very; Aarhs! „lang in ods 


— 
— 
LAY 
— 


The faireſt Parts, when taſted, prove na more 1 
Than a Crab Lime of £»glb Growth, that's ſour. 


Nor muſt we here omit, among the reſt, 


The common Theme of ev ry new. nean ; 
Thefe banter Phil in a Hackney Way, e 


4141141 


But to Myrtillo, han t One Mord to ſay zo il 24 %% If. 


W hoſe nauſeous Looks, at the firſt Siglit foretel 
To ev'ry Woman he makes ſome Pretence, i + | 5 1 


Enovgh 0 connterraithle Want of Senſe, ba 
10 


(5). _ 
ho boaſts of Favours given to the Fair, 7 


ho! to a Soldier's 8 Honour, ſuch as never were. 

ncort igible ! to frequent that CINE .-- 

here (till the Object meets the,guilty Face. 

Hold, Satyr! why ſhould'it thou perſue his Name, 8 

[here're twenty ſuch as he, that haye 1 no Shame, 8 

Vho ſtrut the Mal, look big, and buff, 

Ike ally Ciuzcn adorn'd wich Buff? 

ut they have forgot Almanz?'s fatal Plain, 

Ind all their vetd ant Honour that Day Adin; 3 35 

While here St. James's Park was the Campann: ; 

{glorious Mortals ! ſuch, that go about 

o kill che Fair with Powder, without Shot; 
auſe Death lies lurking in a Scarlet Coat. 
Jer Shame give oer your murd'ring Trade of War, 
t leaſt forbear t' attempt agaiu the Fair; 

or they ve diſcoverd now the Ambuſcade 

Lace, and Saſh, and Feather for them lay d. 
heſe were the $irltagenas, you knew full well, 

hat us d in Spain and Flanders to prevail. 

"Wt now alas! your Mines of Dreſs are ſprung, 

Id you left naked to a talt'ring Tongue, 

nuꝰd to Eloquence, but rather made 

o fright the tender Sex, than to perſwade: 

hile thus one crys,, Madam, you're very fair; 

is true, by Gd! G — 4 damn me, ſo you are | 

nother more polite, in Bombaſt read, 

vubts not, but when he comes to plead, 

b Rhime or Rhetorick will ſucceed 


A YE And 


— — 
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But il you go ? Cruel! to leave me here, 


——— r — — 
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Whetber Threak my Neck ths Night or no? 


Reels in, of nobler Rank, a drunken Crew; 


Who's always ſeconded by Brother Gun. 
And honeſt drunken Jo diſdains to be 
Behind the beſt of them for Ribaldry : 
To hunt out Game, and to ſecure. a W 


Tho they pretend to all the Belles in Town, 


Where 'tisthe Wine, and not the Beauty charms: 
But then their Souls in wanton Flames diſſolve, 


(6) 
And thus accoft > the Fair, The' moon ſhines bright, n 
But nothing, Madam, to that Heaven Sight, ps 


Your Eyes, that would ; per ſwade me tis not Ni lebt, 


Ic 


Dark without you, as Heav n without a Star, 
But what Coucern ist, when from me you 0 | 


Bur while the whining Fop's biddidg len 
Mong whom, R—--dncer fails, with 24o--n and 20 


Theſe are ſcarce ever ſober in the Mall, 
But they're ſupply*d by Dormer, Whiteman, or Lapel; 


For like the Jackhall, he is ſent before 


And roaſt the reigning Beauties for their on, 
Their Joys are only fix'd at the Queen Arm, 


And with ſome common She, they proſtitute their Lo 


A 
Thi is the utmoſt Conqueſt that they gain, N 
And ſo they boaſt of Happineſs in vain; _ W 
While vertuous Beauty does in Triumph reign. 

- ng” | 0 
Now, Satyr, leave their ſpewing in the Dark, 4 
Aud let us view the jeſt of all the Park; 1 

At threeſcore Yeats, a young, and airy Spark; 5 * 

Who aſter honeſt Pimping all his Life, 85 


At laſt procur'd himſelf a youthful Wiſe; 


C3) 
And now, without Remorſe gf Gout or Stone; 
rom Sixty odd, ſets up for Twenty One. 


Nor is old St. Jobis guilty leſs of Folly; | 

ho ſome, pet haps, may callir Melancholy; / 

e would not willingly confenctis ſo; . 

But rather be rhought mad, than not a Beau. 

Now view young St. 7obn's ſtepping it with Stare, 
affecting to be thought till very Great: ee 
He forces on himſelf an eaſy Air, 1 NG Map 
ind ſtudies unconcern'dly to appear, : 
hich makes the Mimick look more ſtiff and queet. 8 
Like Doves impertinent, and yet preciſe, 

Who, by much queſtioning, would be chought wiſe. 
o Cotes affected Mein, and awkard Gate, 
Phews much the Lord, but not the Maa of State: 

I And little Lumley s warm Amours to all, 

Tells ev'ry Fair, that he's a Prodigal: 

While, ſee one crowding in to make his Court; 
Make Room for a Brigade with Davenport; 

Who joſtles up the Ladies on each Side, 

While they deſpiſe his Ignorante and Pride. 
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Satyr, take Care, Macartry comes this Way; 
And to the Ladies, has a deal to ſay: 
No, I'm Mittaken, he ſtays only chere 
Whiſp* ring the 1cigning Beauty inte Har. 
Oh! *tis no Wonder, ſhe ſhould raiſe his Fire; 
Whom all Mankind ſo juſtly do admire : 
But his conceized ſpecches, Tm afraid; 


Make fmall reſhons on the loy rely Mad f 
w_ A 4 Fark 
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Mean img old Morlon d beepiug in heit; Faces, „ 


How thou art pleag d. witch Horſer $ gentle, Nature; 7 


\ 


C8) 
Hark, SHES hear Tort Nhe "ar" ros Mad: Ou ba, 
Coolag, like (the fad Furt le leſt gone 2 Ki moi 


And of his Mate benafie: in Silenee Walls. blo k 0 
While cy 9 <hirpiog;Shegbour,h um ils: l od 


From him ſuch fragrant, Scents pertizme;he Ar, owl 
As with camagieus Sweets, infe&;thednir.; .-11;, ul 


BRI 
nd: 
0 H. 
ak 
nd 
Maſt 
Ind 
As if the Ladies Eygs weye 4yooking; Glaſſes ; 1 wh . Wooc 
Thy at the ſame Time, feaps, hires Bd 8. 

His Azc's Wrinkles, antb de for ¹i,H Ii ni ! Lok 
Therette,: Fkt be Guardian, lie comes our; ! e 


When Bats dare fly, and Ouls date ſtare 3 fl nd 
Then: hez Witli. Leicefter's, Figure may e 0 
And think himſelf as lovely, and as ara: rt 
Which! none come here, that wauld not be, or are, * Ow 


Ns 0 


Now, Satyr, leave thy; pois nous Sting behind,” 
And ſhew, Howe to tho 8 chou canlt be kind; 


His Wit and Humour „and. wich e ev ry Feature; BY - . 
uch as we ſee in Siduey's Imag © nine, 1 
Like the drcadiay Shepheard, F ine. 5 5 
But Yertue Won't admit oPany. Toil e „ nv, Wt 
To ſet off Compton, Walpoole\ "Temple; Bil; CK Mc 
Theſe ſhine in Wiſdom, Honour, and "niSenſe,, AM 
Grac'd with good Humour; void of all Offence. Wt 

4 To Bath, a hopefal'beauteous Youtlvappears, 1,08) 
s Blooming in Vertue, as he grows in Years : i}. 111711. Mc: 
And Harwich, rich and ſprigbtly Genius ſhows, ' © bo 
I he gen rouß Blood, that i in the Cern flows. WM 


unter Mi 


91) | 
ter 1s brave, Read . Kerr „gentcel, 8 51 
nd v ry honeſt Fellow loyerh Will. 903401350 0 
o Hill's engaging Way, and Shorter's Voice, Vena 
lake them the Men, as well mn RR LA 
nd here, withitheſe, at one Sutvey, mw” 1 2032930 
raf:on's good Nature, Grav'nor's UAVs 
[n4bam, with an obliging gen'rous Air, 
ood humour'd, and indulgent to the Fair; 
Vhile Britons handſome yet enough to pleaſe, 
Vas not his ruling Wife ſuch a Diſeaſe. 
ute is agreeable, Fitz- parrick good, 
nd rich in Vertue, as he i is in Blood. 
vans is taking yet, as once he was, 
t the fine 'Gentlenan's drown'd i tht Class. 
12 ſurvey, after his Toil and Care, 
midſt the Converſation of the Fair; 
ad here with ſuch a beauteous noble Show, 
bravely guarded from th' inſulting Foe : | 
bud only now he had ſo happy been, 
bjeCts ſo fair to ſave, to ſerve ſo goed a Queen. 


1 
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But let us view, 'mong theſe, the am rous Sparks 

pat cv'ry Night is martyr'd in the Park ; 

ſerve his Sighs, as if his Heart would briak; 

t yet he dare not, or he cannot ſpcax: 

aſons too weighty to be underſtood, 

t we'll ſuppoſe, at all Times they are good; 

e Iunbrigde would not bow ſo oft in vain, 

one the Town would publiſh his difdaing, ; 

ule She, unmindful of his Love or Hate, 

th a regardleſs ſmile commands his Fate. Tis 


5 | 

The awkark Gallant, -tikea-new mark'd Deer, 
Once meets the Fair, than quits the Field with Fear: 
is haſty Flight makes him conſeſs his Love, 
And tho the Object does, the Patt he eat remove. 
Being ſtruck with awfal Silence and Sufprize, 
Like Travellers, with Lightning from the Skies, 
She blaſts the Lover with her killing Fyes. 


Now comes the keeping Cully, from the Arms. 
C* wanton Cælia and her Syren Charms, 
To watch the Motions of th' inconſtent Fait, 
Leaſt ſhe ſnould be too eatly for him here. 
His jealous Eye makes ev'ty Couple ſhe. 
Pleaſing her ſelf with ſome more able He; 
And while this Paſſion labours in his Soul, 
His Fancy roves, and ftantick'Eye-balls rout, 
The next kind looking Female he perſues, 


Out of Revenge, ev'n to the nauſeous Stews I. 
Near Dury-Lane, and round about the Mews : Th 
Then to his Miſtreſs Lodging: haſtens Home, But 
Laden with all the poys nous Plagues of Rowe; FO! 
Or choſe that from Leghorn and Venice come, - 


The Rheumatiſm, the Gout, the PD x, the Stont 
Thus the kind Keeper, to compleat the Cure 
Of whathe is not able to endure, 


Makes her an equal Suff'rer with himſelf, 
And ſatisfies the World that he's an Elf. 


Another Sort of Mortals here we find, 
That neither ate focruel, not ſokind ; 


4 1 ) 
Hut only traffick for a Night ot Day, 


* Wind by the Hour, like Hackney-Coaches pay, . | 
. Who'ſome there are, that bilk and ſneak Say. | 
Wrheſe are the buſy Men that fill the Park, 
\nd ſcour the Mall as foon as Cer tis dark; 
ich the ſame Inſolence attack each Fair, 
And look as if they'd ask them who they were: 
Cainſt thoſe that laugh at them for Fools, they rail, 
But ev'ry Drabble-Tail they walk with is a Belle. | 
ood Heay'ns! too ſee ſuch ſilly awkwark Apes 
et up for Mode and Manners, Dreſs and Shapes, 
Twould give a Man of ſerious Thought, the — Uh 
But that there's ſuch Variety again, 1 i 
vry new Couple make a diff tent Scene. *q 
Folly's ſo mix d with Vanity and Pride, 
Tis hard to tell which is the ſtrongeſt Side. 
This in their Commendation may be ſaid, 
They imitate each other, Good or Bad; 
But then that there ſhould be ſo many Fools, 
b ſuch a Quære, twould perplex the Schools 


3 The Wonder lies, that th? keeping Tribe ſhould be 
"WY The Club of Wir, the Men of Poetry. 
But this makes out, that Wit, when brought to Teft, 
b nothing but a Flaſh, an empty Jeſt ; 
And thoſe that to it make the moſt Pretence, 
Are always found to have the leaſt of ſenſe. 
This they are fond to let the People know, | 
rat Notice may be ta en of what they da. 
rhus Manwaring's the Vanity to boaſt 


Of what he oughit to be aſnam d of moſt. On? 


* % 


11 


One that it deſery es no beider Name 1255 W—re, 
Tho' many a Pr had Had! her here f ; 
Not bur he” has alike to Ball been chaſt, 
And ſhewn her Conſtancy ſtill t to the lafl. 

Ev'n M—n will bluſh to hear Ophelia nam d, 

But would be glad to have her ſurely EE 
And Edgecomb: has by St. Sy thus been Htted; 
Ought1 not the. ſictle Man thent to be pity 95 a 
While ev ry Night, the Park is made the Scene, 
Where he's for acting the ſame Game again, : 
With gudas Prentices he's proud to walk, 

And laughs, profuſely pleagd with what they ta K. 
Which the ſevereſt Critick muſt think witty, 
Becauſe the Jades, tho? awkward Things: are pretty. 
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Nor can the ſober trading Cit forbear, | 

From coming to regale his Palate here, 1 
With the freſh Breezes of St. Jame-s Air; 

Which whets his Appetite to a Degree 

Of imitating the Top of Quality; | 

Which, like an Ape, he mimicks in his Dreſs, 

But quite out-docs him in his keeping Mis ; 

Wich he comes here to ſee in all her Airs, 

As entertaining as the dancing Bears. 

Another comes only with a Deſign 

Of taking Pbills to a Glaſs of Wine: 

But firſt to ſnew his Breeding, i is profuſe, 
Venting all the Compliments in Uſe, 

To ſome Madona, pick'd out from the reſt, _ 

Who gives her ſelf ſtrange Airs, and is fo dreſt, 


»T would 


would makea Man ew'n. {LAG look upon her; z © 4 
he's deck'd/i in Print, like any Maid of Honour”! 
Bur ſome there come from thence fowontVrods ne, 
The Foot-men of the Town arr half ſo lcd U 
Theſe play their Wit upom the Orange 1 a 
and pelter the poor Mas Es upon the Benclicsc 41 bnoyod 1 
ill having rab dt about till it id dar 


* 


hey ſcour away, and cry, HG ꝗ daun The: Parks 
hen to ſome Bawdy- houſe} gr Tavern g, e A 
Ind ſport off cheir. Jaaſe Corns, till One or; W. 


But what ate theſe, to albche wimick per 101 | : 
hoſe make, who in dumb'Lifguage cb cbürt?? 
Vho bow their ple ads in Terfe, *and cringe th Cart 2 
Vho kiſs their Hands, and clap them on their Heart? : 
ho cove Hike Purtles, grin Hke fawni\ "8 ;Pogkk —— 
ur like Boar Cats, An loo like bade O 2 wa I 
are ev'ry. female reite in tlie Face! ore! n 85 
hen bray pon them like ſome wh thaght” Af 5 I 
ut what are theſe, to ſuch as whine and Gut dcn d 
nd onthe abling the Ladies, paint? e 

xe Taler at full Mal, ride in his Chair... 1 
hen other Fol ks arc walking in. the Air? 
epoiFrous Ideotal· how each ſtrives to flew: 
hich is the greateſt-Fop, nat which the Bau 


— 


Now let us cautiouſly the Belles Cut Yew”. 
dtake rheir Piures as they paſs this Way: 
ew thoſe that gladly w od be pond d fair, 


x 
But, Satyr, if they bs dare ER thy Skill, 
Then let them die, while they behold their Rivals kill 
And ſee the Men imploy'd, ſearching the Air 
To borrow Similes, to ſhew how fair 
Is Bedingfel#, whoſe Charms do lie, " | 
Beyond the Flight of Wit or Poetry: © © 
So Farmer, with a modeſt Luſtre ſhines, 
Like Silver Oar diſpersd in baſer HURTS! 79 * 
Aßpleaſing Strife ariſes, in her Face, ho 
Twixt White and Red, to give the Welter Grace, 
That Beauty may in all her Colours play, | 
Auful, to fright the Coward Hearts away. | 
Bur he that names thee, Cludde, only ſpeaks true, 
Who ſays but this ————— 
There needs no Luſtre of your ſelf, bur you ; * 
Since all Mens Faneies do combine to maxe 
You glorious, Envy can only ſay, youtake 
The Hearts of all Men, and this Fame declares ; 1 
But what i is more, not to be took by theirs. 


This i is the Glaſs wherein the Fair may ſee 
Unſtudy'd Art, native Simplicity; 
Charms modeſt and unborrow'd as the Dreſs, 
Are Things that in a Woman always pleaſe, 


While Newton's Afe#ation's the Reverſe. * 
Tho Shape and Air, and good Complexion j joyn, e 
The Art of Pleaſing, is the main Deſign. - | 7 l 

That makes fantaſtik Boyce ſo much abhorr'd, _ 7 
While Osborn, Mertley, VVindlam, are ador'd. lat c 


Wor t 
et e 


' 


Hey would perſwade themſelves each is a Belle. 


Nix ev'ry Night among the charming Fair; 


And tho their Age and Malice both prevaſl 


* — 


vo from the City conſtantly they comm 
ITo mortify themſelyes, and then go Home: 


nile Hale and Lawrense ate deſervꝰdly praisd, 


ad all Mankind are with tht Encomitims pleas d. 
Erbe 5 %s dreſs p with Fanatick Pride. 


ben to St. James are more fond to go; 


1 
+» „„ 
5 * 


n gilded Coach each Day to. Hide Par ride 


Alike the Mother, and the Paughierscoo | 
Thinking, that Age and Ugliveſsi' th Dar k, 
i ſoon as beauty may procure a Spark; 


Hut to their Sorrow, they may plainly ſee, 
Fe en deſpiſe ſuch ſordid Company. 


ng 
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Vhile beateous Seymour ſhews her gracetul Face, 
And Tomount ſtill adornsthe happy Place. N 
enſorious &——=—=t envious are in vain, 7 
ind the ſcrub Crew from VYeftminjler complain 
ean Time, Mont bermer dots her Charms difplay, 
Ind Dudley ev ry Ni hr 15 freſh and gay. 115 
he Howard, With Pigs Eyes, affect tobe 
enteel, and Thoughtthe beſt of Quality. 
Vhile Huneb, whoſe ſpreading Beauty is full blown, 
Vith modeſt Bluſhes, would her charms diſown. 
ut /Vinchcombe, fancying to be very gay, _ 
th Fems does her Deformiries ons 1a 3 
nd at the ſame time, wiſely does ſuppoſe. 
he Pendants at her Ears, will hide her Noſe: 
nd that all Things about her might be ſeen, | 
e ſhews her mauking Daughter, dowdy Queen. 
ut let us now facetious Sherrard (ce, ” 
1c Life and Soul of all good Company; 
th Griſſin s Air and Mein, joyn'd to a Voice, 
ot our Averſton, V bar woods Like, but Choice; 
r tho? malicious Cenſure in them dwell, 


t each of them would ſtill be thonghe a Belle: 


Like clergys, ofthe MEE | ill ett . = 
And ſhew "their Pow * to, puniſh \ fears, gain. 

While t aud dee ene tobe 
What they're, but only Apes of Quality; ; _ MOT! Of 
Fantaſtick bath, as they are of one Mind mung 


N nig! 


So to each oth cr aid. to be. inclin'd-; Mot aghM is, | " 


Then'tis hard, that they ſhould not be Cenfure free) 
And give {6me Grains, "as wel: as take, bt Lizerty. 


65 10 OM 57 2 15 119411 
But ſince ſo many dofrequent this place 7 In IN i 
For Converſation, not to ſhew: a Face, hy 6 ad 5 Fe 1 
Dormir, a hriglit Example may be made: ul 
To vertuous Love and Marriage to bertvade, | 
Since here he lets the World i in publick ee 9255 
How happy 'tis when Man and Wife agree, i I : 
He quits all others for her Company: 
The chaſt and prudent Vite „her park one, * 
In Conduct makes Returns for vertuqys Love. 5 * y- — 
Not like that Coquet H 4, ina Chair 
VVith Curtains drawn, viſit a Scrumpet Player. | 


But for het Husband' 8 Sake; and her. own | Fame, | 105% 
Preſerve her ache, . fende Nan. 
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Nulla placere diu, nec vivere carmina Poſſunt, 
Que Scribuntur aquæ portoribus. 


Epiſt. 19. Lib. 1. Hor. 
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To which is added, 

07 England's New Triumph : Or, 
. the Battle of Audenard. 
1 A SONG. 


LONDON: 


near the Water - ſide, 1709. 


Pannted and So ld by H. Hills in Black-fryars 
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3 E Happineſs Terteſtrial, and the Source 
hence human Pleaſure flow, ſing Heavenly Mule, 
Of ſpar kling juices, of the enliv'ning Grape, 
hoſe quickning Taſte adds Vigour to the Soul, 
Whoſe — pow'r revives decay ing Nature, 
and thaws the frozen Blood of Hoary Age 
A kindly Warmth diffuſing, Youthful fires 
d his dim Eyes, and paint with ruddy hue 
is Wrizzled Viſage, ghaſtly wan before: 
2rdial reſtorative to mortal Man | 
ith copious Hand by bounteous Gods beſtow'd. 
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Bate bus Divine, aid my advent'rous Song, 
hat with no middle light intends to ſoar. 
aſpir d, Sublime on Pegaſeon Wing 

y thee upborn, I draw Miltonic Air 


When fumy Vapour clog our loaded Brows 

ich furrow'd Frowns, when ſtupid downcaſt Eyes 
external Symptoms of remorſe within, 

Dur Grief expreſs, or when in ſullen Dumps 

With Head Incumbent on Expanded Palm, 
wn n 85 Moap- 
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Doiſpelb'dſt thoſe Clouds that lowring dark eclips'd 
Io whilom Glories of our gladſom Face 1 


And when the gentle dew of ſleep inclines 


With Uncloy'd Luſt, and Itch Inſatiable, 
His ſtock exhauſted, {till yells on for more; 
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And fixt him there among the Branched Crew 5 
(Taurus, and Aries, and Capricorn) 


Or tor the loſs of Anxious Worldy Pelf 1 


The worſt Events that mortals can befal; 


Such is thy pow'rful influence, thou ſtrait 


LL, 
Moaping we fit, in ſilent forrow drown'd : 
Whether inviegling Eymen has trapan'd 
Th unwary Youth, and ty'd the Gordian Knot 
Of jangling Wedlock Indiſſoluble; 
Worried all Day by loud Zantippe: Din, 


With flamb'rous Weight his Eye-lids She inflam'd 
Nor fail She toexalt him to the Stars 


The greateſt Monſter of the Zodiac; A. | 


Or Celia's ſcornful flights, and cold diſdain 
Had check'd his Am'rous flame with coy repulſe, 


By cares depreſꝰd in penſive Hypeiſb mood, 
With {lowett pace, the tedious minutes Roll. 


Thy charming ſight, but much more charming Gu 
New Lite incites, and warms our chilly Blood, 
Strait with pert Looks, we raiſe our drooping Front, 
And pour in chryſtal pure, thy purer juice, 
With cheartul Countenance, and ſteady Hand © 
Raiſe it Lip-high, then fix the ſpacious Rm 
Th' expecting Mouth, and now with gtatetul Taſt, 
The ebbing Wine glides ſwiftly o're the Tongue, 
The circling Blood with quicker motion flies; 


And dimpled Cheeks, and ſparkling rolling Eyes, 
Thy chearing Virtues, and thy worth proclaim. 
So Miſts and Ex balations that ariſe 

From Hills or ſteamy Lake, Dusky or Gray 
Prevail, till Phæbus ſheds Titanian Rays, 


And paints their Eleecy Skirts with ſhining Gold, 


. a ; 


(5) 
Unable to reſiſt the Foggy Damps 
That veild the Surface of the verdant Fields, 
lat the Gads penetrating Beams diſperſe: UL 
he Earth again in former Beauty ſmiles, 

In gaudieſt Livery dreſt, all Gay and Clear. 

| When diſappointed Strephon meets Repulſe, 
Soff'd at, deſpis'd, in melancholick mood 
ſoyleſs he waſts in ſighs the lazy Hours, 

Till Reinforc't by thy Almighty Aid, 

He Storms the Breach, and winsthe Beauteous Fort: 


Ehe Britiſh Mariner quits native ſhore, 
And ventures through the traQleſs vaſt Abyſs, 
lowing the Ocean, whilſt the Upheav'd Oak 
ith beaked Prow, Rides tilting o're the Waves; 
hockt by Tempeſtuous jarring Winds ſhe Rolls 
In Dangers Imminent, till ſhe arrives I 
- of" thoſe bleſt Climes, thou favour'ſt with thy preſence. 


To pay thee Homage, and receive thy Bleſſings, 


Vhether, at Luſitanian ſultry Coaſts, 
Ur lofty Teneriff, Palma, Ferro, 
provence Or at the Celtiberian Shores; 

th gazing Pleaſure and Aſtoniſhment 
t Paradice, (Seat of our ancient lire,) 
Nee thinks himſelf arriv'd, the Purple Grape 

1 largeſt Cluſters Pendant, grace the Vines 

aumerous, in Fields Grotteſque and Wild 
hey with Implicit Curles the Oak entwine, 

nd load with Fruit Divine her ſpreading Boughs ; 
ght moſt delicious, not an Irkſom Thought, 
Ur of left native Ie, or abſent Friends, 
r deareſt Wife, or tender ſucking Babe, 
s kindly treach'rous mem'ry now preſents , 
he Jovial God has left no room for Cares. 


nts 
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Celeftial Liquor, thou that didſt inſpire Wa 
Maro and F laccus, and the Grecian Bard, Fl. 
With lofty Numbers, and Heroic ſtrains 1 
 Unparalell'd, with Eloquence profound, Joi 
And Arguments Convincive didſt enforce Cr 
Fam'd Tully, and Demoſthenes Renown'd : = Ty 
Ennius firſt fam'd in Latis Song, in vain Or 

Drew Heliconian Streams, Ungratetul whet ln 

To Jaded Muſe, and oft' with vain attempt W 

Heroic Acts in Flagging Numbers dull rt 

With pains eſſayꝰ d but abject (till and low, Ch 

His Unrecruited Muſe could never reach [An 

The mighty Theme, till from the Purple Font Of 

Or bright Lenæan fire, Her barren drought vl 

He quench'd, and with inſpiring Ne&'rous Juice, Or 

Her drooping Spirits chear'd, aloft ſhe rowres e. 

Born on {tiff Pennons, and of Wars alarms, Mc 

And Trophies won, in loftieſt Numbers ſings: Tc 
*Tis thou the Hero's breaſt to Martial Acts, 

And reſolution bold, and ardour brave — 1 
Excit'ſt. thou check'ſt Inglorious lolling eaſe, BT. 
And fluggith minds with gen rous fires inflam'ſt, Fa 

O ebou, that firſt my quickned Soul engag'd, Da 
Still with thy Aid aſſiſt me, What is dark Ha 

Illumin, What is low raiſe and ſupport Sw 

Thar to the height of this great Argument, Tor 

Thy Univerſal Sway oer all the World, A 

In everlaſting Numbers, like the Theme Nor 

may record, and ſing thy match leſs Worth. 

Had the Cxonion Bard thy Praiſe rehears'd, II. 

His Muſe had yet retain'd her wonted height; Ar 

Such as of late o'er Blenbeim Ficld ſhe ſoar d Hi 

Aerial, now in Ariconian Bogs W 
She lies Inglorious floundring like her Theme Ar 


Languid and Faint, and on damp Wing immerg'd JN 
In acid juice, in yain attempts to riſe, Wi 
LCEMPTs to 11h 1 


(7) 

With what ſublimeſt Joy from noiſy Town, 
At Rural Seat, Lacretelus retir'd, 5 
Flaccus, untained by perplexing Cares, 
Where the white Poplar, and the lofty Pine 
join Neighbouring Boughs, ſweet Hoſpitable ſhade 
Creating from Pbæbean Rays ſecure, 
A cool Retreat, with few well choſen Friends 
On flowry Mead Recumbent, ſpent the Hours 
In Mirth Innocuous, and Alternate Verſe! 
With Roſes Interwoven, Poplar Wreaths 
Their Temples bind, dreſs of Sylveſtrian Gods; 
Choiceſt Nectarian Juice Crown'd largeſt Bowls, 
And over look d the lid, alluring ſight, 
Of fragrant Scent, attractive, taſt Divine! 
Whether from Formain Grape depreſsd, Falern 
Or Setin, Maſſic, Gauran or Sabine, 
Leibian or Cæcuban the chearing Bowl _ 
Moy'd briskly round, and ſpur'd their heightened ( 
To {ing Mecæna praiſe their Patron kind. 


But we, not as our Priſtrin ſires repair 

| T'umbrageons Grot or Vale, but when the Sun 
Faintly from Weſtern Skies his Rays oblique 
Darts ſlopping, and to Thetis watry Lap 

Haſtens in prone Career, with Friends Select 
Swiftly we hie to Devil Young or old = 
jocund and Boon, where at the entrance ſtands 
A Stripling, who with Scrapes and Humil Cringe, 
Greets us in winning Speech and Accent Bland; 
With lighteſt bound, and ſafe unerring ſtep 

He skips before, and nimbly climbs the Stairs: 
Melampus thus, panting with lolling Tongue, 
And wagpging's Tail, Gamboles, and frisks before 
His ſequel Lord from penſive Walk return'd, 
Whether in Shady Wood, or Paſture Green, 
And waits his coming at the well known Gate. 
Nigh to the Stairs aſcent, in regal Port 

vits a Majeſtick Dame, whoſe looks denounce 


it 
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Celeſtial Liquor, thou that didſt inſpire At 


Maro and Flaccus, and the Grecian Bard, Fl, 
With lofry Numbers, and Heroic ſtrains W 0 
Unparalelld, with Eloquence profound, Joi 
And Arguments Convincive didſt enforce Cr 
Fam'd Tully, and Demoſthenes Renown'd : 18 
Eunius firſt fam'd in Latin Song, in vain Or 
Drew Heliconian Streams, Ungrateful whit  - Fin 
To Jaded Muſe, and. oft with vain attempt W 
Heroic Acts in Flagging Numbers dull Tt 
With pains eſſayꝰd but abject (till and low, Ch 
His Unrecruited Muſe could never reach Ar 
The mighty Theme, till from the Purple Font Of 
Or bright Lenæan fire, Her barren drought WI 
He quench'd, and with inſpiring Ne&'rous Juice, Or 
Her drooping Spirits chear'd, aloft ſhe towres Les 
Born on {tiff Pennons, and of Wars alarms, Mc 
And Trophies won, in loftieſt Numbers ſings: Tc 
*Tis thou the Hero's breaſt to Martial Acts, 
And reſolution bold, and ardour brave 55 
Excit'ſt, thou check'ſt Inglorious lolling eaſe, MIT: 
And ſluggith minds with gen rous fires inflam'ſt, Fa 
O thou, that firſt my quickned Soul engag'd, Da 
Still with thy Aid aſſiſt me, What is dark Ha 
Illumin, What is low raiſe and ſupport Sw 
Thar to the height of this great Argument, Joc 
Thy Univerſal Sway oer all the World, A 
In everlaſting Numbers, like the Theme Por 
I may record, and ſing thy match leſs Worth. 1 
Had the Cxonion Bard thy Praiſe rehears'd, M, 
His Muſe had yet retain'd her wonted height; Ar 
Such as of late o'er Blenbeim Ficld ſhe ſoar'd Hi 
Aerial, now in Ariconian Bogs 1 = |. 
She lies Inglorious floundring like her Theme Ar 


Languid and Faint, and on damp Wing immerg d Ni 


Wil 


In acid Juice, in vain attempts to riſe. 


ene 
With what ſublimeſt Joy from noiſy Town, 
At Rural Seat, Lucretelus retir'd, | 


Flaccus, untained by perplexing Cares, 
Where the white Poplar, and the lofty Pine 


join Neighbouring Boughs, ſweet Hoſpitable ſhade 


Creating from Pbæbean Rays ſecure, 

A cool Retreat, with few well choſen Friends 
On flowry Mead Recumbent, ſpent the Hours 
In Mirth Innocuous, and Alternate Verſe! 

With Roſes Interwoven, Poplar Wreaths 

Their Temples bind, dreſs of Sylveſtrian Gods; 
Choiceſt Nectarian Juice Crown'd largeſt Bowls, 
And over look'd the lid, alluring fight, 

Of fragrant Scent, attractive, taſt Divine! 
Whether from Formain Grape depreſs'd, Falern 
Or Setin, Maſſic, Gauran or Sabine, « SN 
Lesbian or Cæcuban the chearing Bowl 


Mov'd briskly round. and ſpur d their heightened (wit 


To ſing Mecæna praiſe their Patron kind. 


But we, not as our Priſtrin ſires repair 
Tumbrageons Grot or Vale, but when the Sun 
Faintly from Weſtern Skies his Rays oblique 
Darts ſlopping, and to Theris watry Lap 
Haſtens in prone Career, with Friends Select 
§wiftly we hie to Devil Young or old 3 
Jocund and Boon, where at the entrance ſtands 
A Stripling, who with Scrapes and Humil Cringe,; 
Greets us in winning Speech and Accent Bland, 
With lighteſt bound, and ſafe unerring ſtep 
He skips before, and nimbly climbs the Stairs: 
Melampus thus, panting with lolling Tongue, 
And wagging's Tail, Gamboles, and frisks before 
His A... Lord from penſive Walk return d, 
Whether in Shady Wood, or Paſture Green, 

And waits his coming at the well known Gate. 
Nigh to the Stairs aſcent, in regal Port 
vitsa Majeſtick Dame, whoſe looks denounce 
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Command and Sov'reignty, with haughty Air, am 
5 And Studied Mien, in Semicire lar Throne  : . 
. Enclos'd, ſhe deals around her dread Commands; d 
Behind her (Daxling ſight) in order Rang d, r B 
Pile above Pile Cbriſtallin Veſſels ſhine; Nc 
Attendant Slaves with eager ſtride advance, Fa 

And after Homage paid, baul out aloud ne! 
Worqds unintelligible, noiſe confus d: Peep! 

She knows the Jargon Sounds, and ſtrait deſcribes Bo 

In Characters Myſterious Words obſcure; With 
More legible are Algebraic Signs, Ty 

Or Myſtic Figures by Magicians drawn, Wer! 
When they Invoke aid Diabolical el 

5 l ow 

Drive hence the Rude and Barb'rous Difſonance nd 

Of Savage Th#acians, and Croatian Boors; on 

The loud Centaurean Broil's with Lapithe Je 
Sound harſh, and grating to Lenæan Gd, ith 
Chaſe brutal Feuds of Bælian skippers hence, Pe. 

(Amid their Cups, whoſe Innate Tenpers ſhown) 

In clumſey Fiſt wielding Scymetrian Knife, | A 

Who flaſh each others Eyes, and Blubber'd Face, 1 
Prophaning Bacchanalian ſolemn Rites : 02 
Muficks Harmonius Numbers better ſuit 1 

His Feſtivals, from Inſtrument or Voice, ＋ 


Or Gaſperim's Hand the trembling ſtring 1] 
Should touch, or from the Tuſcan Dames = 
Or warbling Toft: more ſoft Melodious Tongue 
Sweet Symphonies ſhould flow, the Delian God 
For Airy Bacchus is Aſſociate meet. 


The Stairs Aſcent now gain'd, our Guide unbars 
& The Door of Spacious Room, and creeking Chairs 
[ Ao car oſſenſive) round the Table ſets, 
We ſit, when thus his Florid Speech begins: 3 
Mamcs, Sirs, the WINE that moſt invites you, Taſt, Nei 


a 


C bam- 


n 
amdaign or Burgundy, or Florence pure. 
r hy HRP wg Lisbon New or Old, 

urdeaux, Or neat French White, or Alicant: 

r Bourdeaux we with Voice Unanimous 

clare, (ſuch Sympathy's in Boon Conpeers,) 

e quits the Room Alert, but ſoon returns, 

ne hand Capacious gliſt ring Veſſels bore 

ſplendant, th other with a graſp ſecure, 

Bottle (mighty charge) upſtaid, full Fraughe - 

ith goodly Wine, He with extended Hand 

asd high, pours forth the Sanguin frothy Juice, 

ſerſpread with Bubbles, diſſipated ſoon: — 
eſtrait Cour Arms repair, experienc d Chiefs, 
ow Glafles claſh with Glaſſes, (Charming Sound,) 
d Glorious A NN 4's Health the firſt the beſt 
owns the full Glaſs, at Her inſpiring Name 

he ſprightly Wine Reſults, and ſeem to ſmile, 

ich hearty Zcal, and wiſh unanimous _ 

he Health we drink, and in her Health our own: 


A Pauſe enſues, and now with grateful Chat 
improve the Interval, and Joyous Mirth 
gages Our rais'd Souls, Pat Reparrce, 

r Witty Joke our airy Senſes moves 

o pleafent Laughter, ſtrait the Ecchoing Room 

ith Univerſal Peals and Shouts reſounds. 


The Royal Dane, bleſt Conſort of the bleſt LUEEK, 

ext Crewns the Rubied Nectar, all whole Bliis 
ANN A's plac't with Sympathetic Flame, 

nd Mutual e ee all her Joys, 

Ike the kind Turtles pure untainted Love, 

ner in Him, who ſharcs the grateful Hearts 

Loyal Subjects, with his Sov'reign QUEEN. 

Fr by his Prudent Care, united ſhores | 

„ ere ſavd from Hoſtile Fleets Invaſion dire. 


* | | The; 


aps (140) --- 

The Hero Malbro next, whoſe vaſt Exploits 
Fame's Clarion ſounds, freſh Laurels, Triumphs nt 
We with, like thoſe he won at Nockfer's Field. 


heat 
he 
pr! 


ee ich 

Next Devonſhire Illuſtrious, who from Race larn 
Of Nobleſt Patriots ſprung, whoſe Souls endow's, ne 
And is with ev'ry Vertuous giſt Adorn'd Pirron 
That ſhon in his moſt worthy Anceſtors, 8 ye 
For then diſtiuct in ſep'rate Breaſt were ſeen nter 


Virtues diſtinct, but all in him unite. 


Prudent Godolphin, of the Nations weal 

| Frugal, but free and gen'rous of his own. 

Next Crowns the Bowl, with Faithful Sunderland, 
And Halifax, the Muſes darling Song, 

In whom Conſpicuous, with full Luſtre ſhine 
The ſureſt Judgment, and the brighteſt Wit, 
Himſelf Mecænas and a Flaccus too, 

And all the Worthics of the Britiſh Realm 


In order rang'd ſucceeded, Healths that ting'd 


The Dulcet Wine with a more charming Guſt. 


Now each their Miſtreſs by whoſe ſcorching Eyes 

Fir'd, toſt Coſmelia Fair, or Dulcibella, Et 
Or S:itviaComely Black with jetty Eyes 

Piercing, or Airy Celia ſprightly Maid. 

Inſenſibly thus Row Unnumber d Hours; 

__ Glaſs ſucceeds Glaſs, til! the Dircean God 

Shines in our Eyes, and with his Fa'gent Rays 
 Enlightens our glad Looks with lovely Die; 

Al] Blithe and Jolly that like Arthur's Knights 
Of Rotund Table, Fam'd in Priſtin Record, 
Nov moſt we ſeem'd, ſuch is the Power of Wine 
Thus we the winged Hours in harmleſs Mirth, Ft: 
And Joys Unſu'd pas, till Humid Night f 
Has halt her Race perform'd, now all abroad 

I huſh'd and ſilent, nor the Rumbling Noiſe 
Of Coach or Cart, or ſmoaky Lab call! 


(11) 
heard; but Univerſal Silence Reigns: 
hen we in Merry Plight, Airy and Gay, 
:priz'd to find the Hour ſo ſwiftly file, - 
ich haſty knock, or IT wang of Pendant Cord 
arm the Drowſy Youth from ſlumb'ring Nod; 
g. rt ed he flies, and ſtumbles o'er the Stairs 
Toncous, and with buſie Knuckles plies 
yet clung Eyelids, and with ſtagg' ring Reel 
mers Confused, and Mutt'ring asks our Wills; 
den we with Lib ral Hand the Score diſcharge, 
1d Homeward each his Courſe with ſteady ſtep 
nerring ſteer'd of Cares and Coin bereft, 


es 
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ADVERTISEMENT 
HEREAS the Printer hereof did receive Two Letters by the 


General Poſt from an unknown Hand; the laſt dated Fuly the 
31ff, 1708, If the Gentleman that ſent them ſhall be plea- 


„eo communicate any ſuch Copies as there mentioned, they ſhall be 


fly and faithfully Printed and Publiſhed, and the Fayour moſt thank- 
ly acknowledged, by 


Mm: 
Old 


ol England's New 22 


OR, THE 


B A T TEL of Audenard.. 
A SONG. 


I. 
p E Britons give ear 
To my Story and hear © 
How CHURCHIL, the chiefof Commanders 
Has gain'd new Renown 
Io himſelf and the Crown, | 
By untwiſting the Monſieurs in Flanders. 


l. 
To make the French fight, 


He march'd Day and Night; 
ln a trice paſs'd the Schelde in their View: 
Then undaunted in Wars, 
He fought it like Mars, 
As before he, like Mercury, flew 1 


Il. 
As his 17 did ws 2 
The young Squire of France 
On a Church, with his Brother, was ſeated: Dia 
And fearleſs from far 
Say the terrible War, - 
Andi in Order, when routed, retreated, 3 


het 


nk 


ill 


el] 


Sud 


IV... 


Vendome, the Eucamper, | 
With the chieflings did ſeamper, 
u ready to fall in a Swoon: 
| The Thieves in the Night 
Stole a ſcandalous Flight, 51431 
hen fenc d themſelves UP to the Moon. 1 


The Knight of St. Gebe, 48 

A Tale don“ t forge, | 

Acchiey'd no great Matters to brag on: 

The Youth did not fit 

| Like St. George, or his Knight, | 
ſho Young HA N OVE R did like a Dragon: 


VI. 


Since the Fox his old Hole 
Can't regain ſor his Soul, 

'I make him a new one; What then? 2 
Let him earth to the Center, 
The Briton will enter, 

nkennel, and chaſe him again. 


VII. 
Does th' Entrencher conclude 
| He his Fate ſhall elude? 
Vill his Bullworks from Malboro fave him? 
He'll fill up his Trenches, 
And paſs his high Fences , 
ell above ground, or under ground haye him. 


5 VL 
What N 
And vain Vendomades, 


jd we hear, about Bruges and Ghent? ? 


Tl Well 
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If one Battle more hu, & 55 Mrs 
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well give em yet more 
Of Towns half a ſcore, 


When the High 


h-A 1 9 Tor 
Heard this f y ; 6 


fight 


His Heart ſunk a — from its place: 


But the Grief in his Breaſt 
With Care he ſuppreſsd, 


. Ana * 2 diſmal glad Face. 


. 
How the Bullys did roat, 


9 When the Towns nam'd before 0 oy 


By Treaſon to France were conceded ?_ 
With unnatural Pleaſure, 
They hop'd, from that Seizure, 
Their own Country wou d ſoon be invaded. 


'Xb 
Lab Year they were mad 
That no Battle we had, | 
And reproach'd our ſp Caprain to gtieye him ä 
But he has fought | | 
And now Honour got ; | 
His Victory they l nel er forgive him. 


XI. 
Had he made no Attacks 
This Campaign. All the Facks 
And the High-Boys had triumph'd ; concluding, 
WE ſhow d hatch the Deſign, 
And the ptoject ſo fine, 
On which they have far ſo long brooding, 


XII.. 
wy Lands, or what Seas 
Breed Monſters like theſe? 


(15 
- Loſſes occaſion their . eee, 
They are Fond of French Chains, SE 
To be ruin'd take Pains, 10 
d i Faſts for the Enemys Slaughter. 


XIV. 
Cry d Lewis the Great, 
When he knew his Defear, 
hat, vanquiſh'd by ANN 4 a new! 
Still beat by a Woman! _ 
In forty Years no Man 


ud, what the has n everdd. 


XV. 
| What Treaſure, O Spain, 
Doſt thou coſt me in vain? 
thee what Blood do! ſpill? 
| How much thad been the better, 
To have ſtuck to the Letter, 
pt the FR and let go the Wil 4 


XVI. 
Ah, luckleſs N 
When thou travel d from home 
th my Grandſons, intrepid by blood; 
You promis d and ſwore 
You'd my Honour reſtote: 
ye you thus, Sir, your Patent made good? 


XVII. 
| Outwitted and caught, 
Forc'd to fight, and outfought ! 
your Character does not this fall hard? 
You Wonders atchieye? By 
You only retrieve 


. of Villeroy and Tabard. 


xv 
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XVIII. „ 
From Dittepütatlof ws | 
Lou have ſav'dthe French Nation 
Hereaſter, by your Defeat: 
Since now all agree, 
No Diſhonour twill he 
Where Malbro _— to be beat. x 


MAX. va Dili 
My Capeains and Army.. 
W here the Battle moſt warm s. 
Stood for mer ly firm and undaunted; - 
Let their Ground they maintain 
On the Rhize and in Spain, 
Bit where Malbro is nam'd they” re eee 
XX. 105 
Theres now no more Hoprs 
O Lewis thy Trobps, 6 $1 
Once valiant, dy fearleſs of roar P1345 
Will ere ſtand again 0 " 
The brave Britons Men, 
They have got ſuch a habit of Flying. 


 Shou'd Lure ig come FORE ; | 7 

From Death's Baſtile, the Tomb; 
As once thou diſchargd'ſt TH from thine; &: I 

Both he and Jurenne | 

And all thy Great Men, T4 1 
5 Wou' d their Laurels to Churchil relign. a 


Then, Monarch, deſpair, | 
And fmiſh the War 
Send Paper unblotted with Writing: 

Let ANNA, as ſhe pleaſe,.. 

To Europe give Peace, 


| Thou wilt 85 t more by that Tk by fighting 
| F 1N 5 7 Rn 
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INCARNATION 


modo dicere poſſem 
Carmina digna D EO. 


To which is added 
The True State of Morality. 
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ET” Chap V. EE 
Man is born to Trouble, as the ce fly #pwards. 


By . R. 
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AK E all thy Fire, Cœleſtlal uſe, 


Ik) be lofty Song requires it all? 
'Exceffively, into thy Breaſt; infuſe 
The ſtrong Enthuſiaſtic Heat: 

Great is my Subject, let thy Aid be great. 
Leſt, unſuſtain'd, ingloriouſly I fall-; 
VVho zealouſly affect Immortal Height, © 
And fortify my Wings to this audacious Flight. 
Thee, Source of Inſpiration, ſpotleſs Dove, 
Who pow'rful on the dark Abyſs did'ſt move, 
Thee J invoke to ſanctify the Rhyme ; 
Exalt me with thy ſacred Flame, 
My Meanneſs with thy Energy ſublime, 
Ennoble, and ſucceed the conſecrated Theme. 


A 2 It. The | 
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* 
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ES "> ZH no, a HS. 45 Il 3 N 
_ The Great Iaviſible; who, thro q on high;” . 
Dells in the Chryſtal Palace of the Sky, = 
Whoſe Parent word gave all things Birth; 
And fram'd the Heavens, the Seas and Earth: 
V Vho, in the vaſt Expanſion's Height, 
I be radiant Luminaries, ſlung; 
Numberleſss Worlds of wakeful Eight, 
Unprop'd in ambient Ather hung 75 
Ihe fame, hob Pr, the Ercthal Baſe, | 
Unpeary'd, firmly do's ſuſtain 7 
The weight of Nature's Unyerſal Race; 
Securing all with an indulgent Reign: 
Ev'n He, Superior God, below, 3 1 


Loſt- from his Hcavnlys 0 While, * 
bf uf 
W 


„ ay ww 


At gracioys Choice 77 811 

42 air debasd, *anterd ST oil: 

Purſu'd with agonizing Wo, 

Of Wrath awak'dthe laſhing Scourge he bore; 
Preflures of urging Torture unallay d, 


Soul: &, # 


Driv*n home, and faſten'd in his.So oY: 
* , An S 4 „ +” « 2 \+ \ 5% 
Guiltleſs, for us, a guilty Victim made, . 
He dran} tho bitter Dregs, and felt for us the 


hole, 
8 f 85 111. 


Dn Metcy's Golden Leaf the Great Deſign . 
VVas reꝑiſter'd in Characters Divine P 
And there th' Immortal People of the Sky, : 
Ih unchanging Scroll permitted to their Eye, Ilm 
Acquainted with th' intended Wonder grew, | 
And early read it with preventing View. St 
Below, the Prophets præſcious Rage n 

Foretold th amazing Birth, and ſung in myſtick PageFa, 


On 


BY 4% as 
On this defir'd expected Day 
The Patriarch Line fix'd their believing Sight; 
I ho' then behind a Length of Time it lay; 

Of Years unborn thro' the wide Ocean, they, 
To Viſion purg di and Diſtance, of Survey, 
Transfer'd their Prolpectelear, and bail d it withdelight. 

And big and Miſring.avith Heli, 

All earneſtly accompliſt'd Grace require; -- | 
When, lo, che deſtin'd, the diſtinguitt'd Hour, 
The Flight of intermediate Ages palt, TT” . * 

| Turn'd up, and ſmiPd-upon the:World, at laſt, 
o fave from Hell defery'd, and forfeit Bliſs reſtore. ; * 
dein rt nail IV. 8.0 T7 MG ay 0 h 
Lulbd in a Calm of Peace our Earth was found, 
When on the ſolemn Ambiſſy, oo 
Eternal Concord to promulgearound, 
The Prince and Pledge of Peace deicended from on high, 
And with his Birth, the Golden Era, Crown'd. 
A Sov'reign raisd, whole itedfait Throne, 
Founded imperiſhable, unconfin'd, 

An Earthly Sceptre greatly do's diſown, 
Aud ſolely claims Dominion of the Mind, 
Titles and Train, and Honour cumb'rous Load, 

" With all the tplendid Vanities of Pow'r 
Gay Toys, which wretched Maa allure, 
And puff the ſil ly Creature to be Proud; 
| Rejected to their vile Admires lie, 
ho taſte Streams of Praiſe, and worſhip Pageantry. 
Then, unallarm'd with jealous Fear, 
Imperial Cæſar, hold thy ample Reign, 

Conquelts perform, and Trophies rear, 

Stretch out unwieldy Empires Bound, 

And thro”? the many Nations round, l[tain. 
age large Command Supream, and Lordly Rule main- 


0) A 3 V. Born 


(2) 
2 ill (5) K Dail L 21 SENS, 
d 219017 d ori 1 
.. Bf JEL] 4 10 V. 181. 
Born to ſuperior Deeds, to drive 
Abuſive Error and her various Train; 
Unblemiſh'd Truth and Virtue to revive; 
And reſcue and aſſert the aan 
From Vaſſalage of Vice this gracious Monarch came: 
Thus builds his Empire, thus aſpire to ſway, 
| Reigns Spiritual, and ſignifies his Wax 
To Grandeur eminent, and large predicted Fame. 
Not introduc'd-by Comets hung on high 
Flaming dire Omens in the nightly Sky 
By Kingdoms ruin'd, and by ſhaken Thrones, 
A Waſte of Battle, and tranſlated Crowns. 
But War, her bluſtring Tempeſt ore, 
Slumber'd ſupine, and huſh'd her brazen Roar; 
And a fair Sky, all chearful and ſerene, 
Diſclosd, and gave an Auſpice to the Scene. 7 
Hold on, my Muſe, and, if thou can'ſt ſuſtain 
Tf o'rewhelming Thought, and, trembling, ſee 
Lone, unſurrounded with his ſhining Train 
_ Almighty, præ-exiſting God; 
_ Humbly, in a mean Abode, Ac 
Ent'ring on infant Life, beginning now to be. 
Shorn with Eclipfe, diſhonour'd, ſpoil'd 
Of his effulgent Glory, bare to Sight, 

Beaehold the ſacred Child 

Diſrob'd of that exceſſive Light 

Which, on the Groſs of ancient Night 

Shot fierce, and made uncomly Darkneſs yield, 
All pale it ſickend into Day; 5 
And, kindling from his Blaze, their borrow'd Ray, 
The ſparkling Lamps on high roſe in the Starry Way: 
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(7) 
VII: 


From vaſt Infinitude's unfathom'd Space; 
The King Dimentionlels, aſſuming Man, 
Breaths ſtraitly circumſcrib'd in Place, 

Diminiſh'd to the Babe's contracted Span. 
Here th' Unoriginal Maker Mind, 
Where unſucceſſive permanent before, 
The ſtanding Species lodg'd their Store; 
Which, in a ſimple View the total Kind 
Of Being multiform, ſurvey'd, omniſcient unconfin d. 
Aboliſh'd, wip'd a Blank within, 
A Table uninſcrib'd he ly's, _ 
And Knowledge, like the Creature, try's 
To ſculpture on the Void, and print it ore agen. 
Tis ſwiftly ſtruck, th' Artificer Divine 
Prevents the flow Advance of tardy Years: 
Refreſh'd the ſame, the primitive Chara&ers 


Of Intelle& Supream in all their Luſtre ſhine, + 


In Plenitude th o'erſhadowing Spirit givin 
Endowmeats from on high unmeaſur'd, bears; 
To the Firſt-born and awful Heir of Heav'n. 
-- Low, revexently low 
Before thy viſible Redeemer bow; 
And, with th' admiring Hoſt above, 
Adore the Depth profound of uncxamp!d Love. 


VIIL 
Hark! in the lightſome Chambers of the Sky; 
Echo's the Sound of ſolemn Harmony. 

Sweetly the circling Spheres above, 
In tuneful Revolutions move : 

More ſweetly the Cherubic Choir, 

And joyful Saints their Voices, raiſe, 

In Hallelujahs of Praiſe : 


. 


(8) 
"And, taught by Maſter Spirits Skilfd, 
The breathing] Pipe arid' copious Ly re 
Speak Airs Divine, and waken round 
Le ound Melody in all its Tones fulfill'd ; 


And the big Organ and the Trump conſpire 4 Ne 
I' embody and allow their ſtronger pealing Sound. 
The Sons of God their Chotal Strain 
Thus on Creation's Morn began 177 | 
Symphonious to th' Omnific Builders Fame, | - 


While from theunreal vacuous Deep, amain, 
Apparent Entity emerging came; f 
And, working off Confuſion's black Array, - | 
The neu- born Worlds were publiſt'd into Pay. 
A World created, and a World preſerv'd, ; 
Occaſion'd | equal Joy and equally deſery'd. 


I X. 


Winged from the Preſence, to convey 

The important News, with ſpeedy Flight, 
_ Down thro the trackleſs Skies unmeaſur'd Way, 

Falls a ſwift Train of Seraphs bright: 

And a fair Globe of running Light: 
From the brown Meadows rolls the Night, 

Diſtinguiſhing the Heay'n,and calls the Shepherd Sight 

In Extaſy the humble Swains | 

Receiv'd the Viſion on the Plains; 

And as with awful Fear they gaze, 

Tv illuſtrious Hoſt prepare their Lays ; 

To chiming Inſtruments around 


GLAD TIDINGS, then the Song began, 5 
To THE SUPREAM ADOR'D ETERNAL PRAISE - 
| IMMORTAL PEACE, BENEVOLENCE TO MAN. vi 


An Univerſal Shout the Concert crown d, an 
And to che Gates of Paradile t return'd the welcom Sound, 


* To 


gh. 


e 


« ©® 


' ” » # 
* £ i 
- ” # > 2 ol 


'To lab'ring Natute's ſickly Frame, b | 


% 


New Life the falutary Meſſage brought; 


Eſtabliſh'd on her Baſe again : 
But Horror and diſtracting Shame, 
Diſſeiz d and vanquiſh d of his Reigu, 


Abaddons ſwarthy Monarch caught. 


He d his Traytor Crew of Hell, 


(Veng needefcr'd but athers Wei ht, 


Strikes deeper, and with more of Fate) 


* 


Like haſty Lightning, from on high, . 


Swept down, precipitately fell, 
And clear'd the diſincumber'd Sky. 

Defeated in th' accursd Deſign; 

The new Creation to confound, 


To ſpread their waſtful Empire round, 


And Man with them in Ruin joyn. 
For this, vindictive Wrath Divine 
Flam'd out, and viſited intenſe? 


Sharp Arrows, drench'd in facred Ire, _ 
From which they vainly wiſh Defence 


Shot Agonies, immortal Pain 
Within 'em, and impetuous Fire 
Purſu'd in raging Show'rs amain: 


he long-impending Tempeſt; fully blown, . 


Ke on em, and diſgorg d the ſultry Deluge down. 


IS 
N. 


und. 


To 


XI. 


rom meagre Death his lifted Weapon fel 


The fallying Dart arreſted was and ſtay'd Ry 
Vhich long had ſtock'd the lonely Waſte of Hell, 
ind, fierce of Prey, enormous Carnage made. 


- 


Re- 


(10) 
Reform'd to Grace, the horrid Mien, 
And grieſly Shape no more are ſeen; 
A Friend become of an invet'rate Foe, 
Pleaſant his Look and mild his Brow, _ 
Balmy the Shafts he ſends, and Sov*reign is the Blor. 
From Sorrows, and oppreſſive Cares, 
From Sickneſs and unweildy Years, 
The Pains, Indecencies and Scorn 
Of Senſe obtuſe, and Life to Ruin wort 
Welcome Deliv'rer, thou Releaſe, * 
To fadeleſs Joys and Elegance of Bliſs. 


| > © 79 | 
Infinite King! Who can ſuffice, 
The Secrets of thy Throne, to trace ! 
Or dare to try, with curious Eyes, 
Th' Abyſs of thy Myſterious Ways! 
Awful, inextricable Maze ! 
And what an Ocean isthy Grace ! 
The flaming Ardors of the Sky, 
Pure Sons of Morn, a Princely Train; 
Magnificent in Majeſty, . 
And lucidly with native Splendors crown'd 
Once dignify'd to ſerve around 5 
| Thr immediate Godhead, and ſuſtain 
His great Commands, amid the blazing Ray 
Of living Light, and ſtrong Cæleſtial Day: | 
Reversd in Form, and from their Stationthrown, i 
Expung'd th' Eternal Roll on high, 
Damnation {inks for ever down: 
Chain'd in th' unfathom'd Gulf, they lye 
Deſpairing, and unpity'd groan 
With Torture's eating Plagne, and perfect Miſcty. 


X 111. þ 


"ro! 


(ir) 
„ 
fat otherwiſe, O Father Judge Supream ! 
With fallen Man thy Methods were: 
i Io him all Charity; to them 


onſuming Wrath unquench'd, and Puniſhmen 
| What a Diſtinction haſt thou made! 


Ol lofty Seraphim the radiant Row, 


t ſevere. 


| Diſclaim'd and loſt, no Pardon know, wy 
Out of the Line of Grace, and Mercy's Aid 
While Man, a Creature meanly Born of Clay, 
A ſudden Thing of Yeſterday, hag 
Reduc'd in Mind, and {luggiſhly allay'd 

| With Body, of abated Soul; „ 
Spirit tam'd with Senſe, and leſſen'd in the Whole: 
When vilely from his Faith he fell, 8 
And dar'd Allegiance to depoſe; 
upplanted by th' induſtrious Wiles of Hell, 

| Th Extant of thy Compaſſion found: 

| Plenipotent th? imboſom'd Son arofe 

On bs behalf; and, in his Stead, © 
Who can preſcribe his Love, and ſtreighten with a 
| The Fury of inſulted Law,  {Bound) 
Receiv'd, diſcharging on his Head. 

| Aghaſtth' Apoſtate Spirit ſaw 
When, to conclude the rainted Kace, - 
| Juſtice, inflam'd, reach'd haſty to the Blow, 
The ruſhing Stroke, in Pity, ſtay d; 
| And Exhibitions of abſolving Grace, 
| The Deity, aflwag'd, indulgently beſtow. 


XIV. 
 @ Bought with a Price and not our own; 

His Claim appropriate we are, 
Who paid the coſtly Ranſom down _ 
Be Righteous then to Gratitude, nor dare 

ofancly to defraud rh Almighty Purchaſcr, 


Un- 


ö & +2 8 
Unhallowꝰd Luſtsler be expell'd = 
That impiouſly uſurp'd the Sway within; 
Fach guilty Paſſion combatted ang quell'd ; 


And Virgin bleach the Soul renew'dagen A 
From all diſcolour'd Soil and Turpitude of Sin. 
And Sanctity, with Innocence, the Mind len 


Ornate in Virtue's Garb Divine 
A Royal ſeperated Shrine 
nſcrib'd to Heav'n and from the World refin d. 
To Spirit purifying, when our End * 
Nature accompliſhes for perfect Joys, 
Tix immortal Manſions thus we ſhall aſcend; 
Aſſum'd to high Promotions in the Skys; 
From whence unnumber'd ſhining Legions fell; 
In Glory with the Hierarchies ro dwell, 
A Holy Church ſelect, and heal their Vacancys. B 


AV. 


Increas'd, from Infancy's imperte& Years, 
To ſmiling Youth, and thence abſolv'd to Man 
One Tenor of the facred Life appears: 
Opprobriouſly he ſer, as lowly he began. 
A Life ſtiil varying, and diſtinguiſh'd ſtill, 
With Wants, Contempt, and exerciſing Ill. 
Rais d by Ad verſity, ſuperior grew _ 
The Deity, but heighten'd by the Strife, 
So provd, and manifeſt to View, 
Seclt-prop'd, and needleſs of Relief Ind 
It {trove thro all, and foil'd the joyn'd Infernal Crew. T 
Of Grace abundant, on the Crowd _ 
Promiſcuous Mercys he beſtow'd; 
For ſcurril Taunts, and Blaſphemy abhor'd, 
__ He raid the Dead the Lame reſtor'd, 1 
Expelld poſſeſſing Fiends, and waſting Sickneſs cur'd. IR 


of 


Pet- 


(613) 
perſiſting in the righteous Ways of 'Gocd, 
The narrow Path unerringly he trod. 
Conſtant, and truly regular, 
He roll d along his deſtin'd Sphere, 
And greatly meafur'd his compleated Year, 
Ihus iu the Skies the Champion Sun | 
f Things ſo Great we may compare with Small) 
Drives ſteadily his Chariot on; 
Sweeping around the glitt ring Belt on high 
His chearful Beams he freely throws on all 
While climbing Fogs and Vapours vainly try 
o blunt his Golden Rays, and cloud the Ætherial Ball. 


o * 1 


But, conſcious of abated Fire, forbear, 
My weary'd Muſe, t attempt the reſt, 
Thy feeble Force exceeding far, 
And curb thy ſelf in thy ungovern'd Haſte. 
A Chain of Virtues ſo divinely bright, 
Able rendure the proving Teſt 
roportion'd, perfect, of Immortal Height, 
Cannot be worthily expreſt. "9 
eſides the Wonders of his Death behind: 
hen, lab'ring on the Croſs, his earneſt Pray'rs 
(Made prevalent by Blood and Tears) 
Were for his Murders deſignd: 
Bleſſings then his anguiſh'd Soul he breath'd, _ 
Ind ſure Salvartion's Gift to Rebel Man bequeath'd. 
ev. The Glories, alſo, thou muſt leave untracd, 
Vhen, breaking from the ſolitary Tomb, he roſe, 
Auguſt with purchas'd Honours grac'd, 
In Triumph o're his vanquiſh'd Foes. 
The Taper of his Lite, pur out before, 
d. Reviv'd ſelf-kindPd by Effential Pow'r. 
Der- Thro' 


ö 
Thto purple Clouds ſerenely as he rode, 
Applauding Angels, ſpread on high, 
With Songs of Joy receiv'd the Victor God: 
A Blaze of Suns the frequent Hoſt appear'd ; 
And loudly, in th expanded Sky,” 
The vollying Voice of hailing Praiſe was heard, 
Such Crowds, and ſuch a pompous Train 
Agen ſhall fill that ſpacious Plain, = 
When his Tribunal hig 
Erected in the Sky : (6275 
Shall, by the Trumpers Clangor wake 
The ſleepy Dead and their long Slumber break; 
And ſummon all the World to come 
And meet their juſt and Everlaſting Doom. 


1 Frita 


uo RT ALI Tx. 


Eary of Life, with Reſtleſs Thoughts oppreſt, 
Fatigu'd with Worldly Care, and quite depreſt 
[ith dire Deſpair, reflecting on this State 

If ceaſeleſs Woe, that on Us Mortals wait, 

y melancholy Muſe with Grief bemoans 2 


he ſeveral Scenes of Life, which from the Wowb 
ill (worn with Pains and Age) to Death we come. 


| VVith dolorous Cries into the World we come, 
ſure Preſage that it is Mankind's Doom, 

Juring this Mortal State, to undergo 

hal ſevere, and never-ceaſing Wee. 

T HIP [fancy by Tears and Cries we prove 

indulgent Patience of our Parent's Love: 
Childhood we purſue, void of all Fear, 

> Things as certain Ruin doth declare, 

not preyented by Paternal Care : 


(16) 

Of Toys and Trifles fond, which when acquir'd, 
Soon {lighted are, tho with ſuch haſt defir'd : 
'VVith Novelties molt pleas d; ſometimes a Song 
Shall Mirth create, but nefer contented long: 
Part of our Time in Laas bter, part in Tears 

Is ſpent, till Reaſon diſſipates our Fears ; 

Then we to School are ſent, where we ſubmit 

To Diſcipline ſevere, to make us fit 
For Trade and Buſineſs but the more polite. — 5 
With never-ceaſing Diligence and Might, 1 E 
Laborious ſtrive at Learning's chibfelt e . 
Studious and Thoughtful, they neglect their Food, 
Ruin their Health, Yr attain a fancied Good; 
VVith ſleepleſs Nights their wretched ſelves they ye 
V Vith anxious Studies they their Days perplex, 
Till dire conſuming Pams in them rake PRics, 14 
Foretold by meagre Symptoms in the ce. 
Sometimes, *ris true, a Conſtitution bears, 

And Health enervate overcomes theſe Cares, 


gable Pain 


Yet when with Indefati > PAINS. 3 noe we 
Of Mind and Body he his End has gi“. : 5 . 
is Parts ſhall ſlighted be, his Works deſpisd, 
His Perſon-ſcorn'd ; the teaton is, hes VViſe: 
 *T'ts Bloekkzads, Fools, and Knaves the Dar lings be 
Of this degenerate V Vorld, we daily 2 HE 
Merit and Virtue, Honeſty and Grace, © © 
Can hardly, very hardly find a Place,” 
Not ſo in Ancient Times, the more our Shame, 
VVhen Men by ME RI T only got their Fame; 


* 


Then did untainted Valour Heroes make, 
And Virtue loved was for Virtue ſake: 
Then Old Fabricius, fam'd for Honeſty,” © 
(VVith all her Gold) could not Rich Sparta buy Ot! 


His Country to betray : (O golden Days! - ue 
 Altho' but light with Reaton's glimm'ring Rays) 
VVhereas, in this our Time, for curſed Gold Th 


Men {ell their Country, nay, their very Soul. ut 1 


« 179 


In blooming Youth (that dang rous time) we prove 
hat wretched, anxious, reſtleſs Paſſion, Love: 
Vith Heart of Blood inſpird, and fatal Guſt, 
Ve hurried are into impetuous Luſt; 
nticed with *Juring Words, deluding Smiles, 
\rttrative Looks, and all the other Wiles 
Vherewith the Sex abounds, who always have 
ſointly endeavour'd to make Ma their Slave; 
Vho, thoughtleſs of Deceit, ncer ſtrives to ſhun 
Their Syren Falſhood, but to Ruin run; 

ird with Borrow?d Charms and Airy Dreſs, 

1 fancied Beauty fixes Happineſs. 5 
geing fincere themſelves, they ne er miſtruſt 
heir Falſnood and Deceit, bur to em truſt, 
Thinking their Words and Actions do declare 
Infeigned Truths, and Beauties real are; 

Vhen all is but Decoy, t'entice Men in 

ind make em guilty of Exormous Sin: 

heir Words are Lyes, their Actions are Deceit, 
heir Face is Paint, their Heir is Counterfeit; 
hat when the nauſeous Pleaſure is enjoy'd, 

he Faculties are with poſſeſſion cloy'd 

hen, then our Mizd's perplex d wich Folly paſt, 
Vith Guilt and gloomy Sorrows overcaſt, 

Dur Body's languiſhing with wracking Pain, 
minute's Eaſe or Reſpite can't obtain. 
Conſcience gnaw'd, and void of all Relief, 

Ve ſuffer molt intolerable Grief, 

by ſincere Repentauce we appeaſe 

Mndcd Heaven, who only can us caſe : 

metimes where Truth and Honour have inclin'd 

0 tread in Virtuous Paths, a Man may find 

rue Satisfaction and Content of Mind, 


There be among the Sex that Yirtue uſe : 
it we with Reaſon, W Luft, muſt chuſe: 5 
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Such lovely Delia is by all confeſt, 

With all Per fections, every Virtue bleſt; 
Seraphick Charms adorn her blooming Face, 
Her Modeſty not Envy's ſelf can raze; 
Agreeable in Humour, always mild 
And eaſie, free from all Deceit and Guile; 
With Wit and Sence endow'd beyond compare, 
Her Faultlefs Ad ions every day declare: 
Happy, thrice happy, he whoſe bleſſed Fate 
Obtains this Charmer in a Marriage- ſtate. 
Tho Fortuze be fo kind to chuſe a Maid 
With all thoſe Virtues which bleſt Delia had, 
Yer (till, before the Nymph you can obtain, 
You muſt endure Variety of Pain, 
With wracking Diſappointments, conſtant Care, 
Attended with the Paſſions, Hope and Fear. 
Sometimes you muſt expect to be receiv d 
Wich ſeeming Deteſtation, which wil] grieve 
Your very Heart and Soul; anon with Smiles 
And pleaſing Raptures ſhe your Mind begui les: 
Oue Hour in Exſtaſie, the next Deſpair, I 
This fll'd with Tranſport, that with tearing Hair; 
Tüll with aſſiduous Care, and due Reſpect, 
And low Submiſſion, which they all expect, 
Her Coynels you o'ercome, with loving Eyes 
She views your Paſſion, and rewards your Cries : 
Her Pity doth 1ndiffcrence deſtroy, 
la licu of which ſucceeds Exftatick Foy, 
With melting Xe; chaſte Embraces prove 

Tit Angelic Pleaſures of a Mutual Love. 
O bliſsful ſtate ! if we could but retain 
Theſe Joys, which vaniſh like a Golden Dream 
For then a Parent's or a Guardians Leave 
Muſt be acquir'd, who will before he give 
_ His Approbation, ſtrictly too requeſt 
A um proportion'd to what you polleſs 
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Which if not to be had, he'll ſtrait declare 

our Choice is mean, you muſt your Suit ſorbeat: 
ayers moſt fervent he will never mind, 

und he to Wit or Virtue's always blind. 

Thus Sacred Love depends upon a Dower, 

Ind muſt ſubmit to curſed Money's Power: 

Th Idea from your Mind you mult efface, 

Dr Ruin with the lovely Nymph embrace. 


Again; When Parents, Friends, and all conſpire 
[o crown your Joys and ſatisfie Deſire, 5 
vme ſlighted Rival, filld with Love and Rage, 

ith fatal Lines your Honour doth engage; 
ho deſperate grown, and covctous of Death, 

I ur Life aſſaults for to appeaſe bis Wrath. 


Thus were I all the 7s of Love to tell, 

his little Tract would to a Volume ſwell; 
ut this ſhall now ſuffice, while I purſue 
Theme which to my Muſe is wholly new, 
W Secret that's to Younger Years unknown, 
Taught by Experience, when to it we come. 
ſilt me, Mighty Jove, while 1 relate 

be ſarring Hours that fill the Marriage- ate 
hou, tho Superiors to Human Kind, 

ad toa Goddeſs married, ne'er could'ſt find 
ther Content or Pleaſure in the ſtate, 

Which is to Gods and Men Unfortunate. 


Marriage is like a Trap for Waſps and Flyer, 
ulcious at top, at bottom Poyſon liess 
cluded with its outward gaudy Dreſs, 

he Serpent in our Boſom we embrace, 

ill cheriſhed too long, too late the Sting 

e feel, infecting all our Parts within: 

52 ſlaviſh Freedom, bitter Sweet, | 
here Farrs and Contradictions always meet; 
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Love may make Friends, but Marriage Enemy. 


Which, whether his or not, he's forc'd to keep : 


Whether it be for Cloaths, Or treating F riends, 
Your Wealth; nor maſt you know, but ſtill prepare 
But if you do a large Eſtate command, 

Yet when in am'rous Play and gloating Eye 

Vou ſee the Wanton with ber Stallion lye, 

You curfe the fatal Hour you faw her Face, 

For, tho'the Hi the damning Shame procures, 


Yet (if divulg' d) the Hausband Scorn endures. 
PAL if a Man ſhould he fo fortunate 


| Bur, 11 ke 21 Hngel's $, innocent and clear, 5 
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The dire Effects of which we daily ſee : 


Poor miſerabie Man! made to controul 
The frailer Sex born with a nobler Soul, 
Blinded by Paf3on, mcekly doth ſubmit 
The Power his Maker did to him commit 
To Silly Weman, falacious Smile, 

And whcedling Art his Senſes doth beguile, 

Fill drawn intothe Nooſe, too ate doth find 
Her (who before was lowly, meck, and kind) 
Froud as a Fiend, and louder than the Wind) 
His Peaceful Hyurs are now for ever A 
And Swarms of Anixious Cares come trouling on: 
Perhaps a Spurious Off-pring on him creep, 


On theſe a conſtant Care and bange attend, 

For upon bim alone they do depend? 

With Pioas Education fill their Mind, 

Tf Pleaſure in em you expect to Aud. 

Wich sums immenſe your Quiet you muſt buy , 
For what ſhe wants vou muſt not once deny, 


Abroad or Home, for how ſhe pleaſe ſhe ſpends 
Supplys ſufficient, 'til! you ruin'd arc. 


Enoug h to ſatisfie het lar ge Demand, 


Vet muſt with Patience bear the vile Difgrace : 


TY 


cimic a Wife whole Virtues are iunate, 
0 hob modeſt pious Thoughts ncꝰer tainted Were, 


And 
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and ſuch I hope there is, (Oh! may my Fate 

Eels me with ſuch, if e'er I change my ſtate) 

Ver (till numerous Diſquiets mult attend, 

And ſo towards this World your Thoughts you'd beud: 

Four Cares for your Poſterity ne'cr wou'd ceaſe, 

gut with laborious Toil you'd marr your Eaſe. 

'hildren unfortunate our Grief demands, 

Pr diſobedient to our juſt Commands: 

ervants Negligence doth highly aggravate: 

Ineaſie ſtill we are in every State; 

elicit; on Earth we can't obtain, 

Dur greateſt Pleaſures blended are with Pain; 

eaſes, Pains, and Troubles numberleſs _ 

Attend Mankind, and with Old-age encreaſe 

ovetous of Money, with perplexing Cares 

nd reſtleſs Toil they ſpend their wretched Years : 

Diſſatisfied with Life, fearful to Die, Ee) 

ho* miſerable, dread ETERNITY: 

orole and peeviſh, greedy ſtill ra live, 

no' neither Day nor Night Content can give: 

nvious of Joys which they want Senſe to taſte, 

he thoughts but irkſom are of thoſe thar's paſt ; 

Vich grudging Eyes and ſullen Face they view 

I cir former Pleaſures, which they can't renew: 

Pur brisk Deſires they ſtrive far to deſtroy, _ 
orgetting what they did in Vuth enjoy: 

alciouſly the Follies they difplay _ 

Joys belonging to the Dung and Gay. 

guilty of Exceſs in greener Years, 

e in declining Age th Effect muſt bear z 

un kenne ſs, that filthy Vice, which hath debas'd | 
he Soul of Man, and made him worſe than Beaff, 
hat darling Sin of Our Unhappy Land, : 
aſteth the Body and the Wealth of Man; 

ae and Drepſie, Gout and Fevers, theſe, 

Vith more, conſume the Body by degrees 


VT is not this Vice alone, but all the reſt, 


© Youby Experience will, when Strength's declin'd, 


Wherefore, if any Peace of Mind you'd have, 


Which youthful Hearts enflame with bad Deſires: 


I bus being aſſiſted with a Heavenly Aid. 


But, bleſt with Peace, with Thoughts ſublime will rail 


* 
Tormenting A»guiſh, and corroding Pain, 
With griping Want, the juſt Eflects we gain. 


As V boring, Gaming, and Voluptuouſneſs, 
Of whatſoever kind, that's to cxcels. 


"Tr aforeſaid Evils ſad Attendance find; 


Or would with comfort live, carneſtly crave 
Divine Aſhſtance, to reſtrain berimes 
Depraved Nature, which to Vice inclines: 
Let YVatchfulneſs and Care thy Youth attend, 
And in aſſiduous Prayer thy Leiſure ſpend ; 
With daily Supplications beg an Heart 
That's new, upright, and pure in ev'ry part; 
Aſſiſtance great Sow want'ſt, Vice out to drive, 
And with a mighty Oppoſition muſt thou ſtrive : 
The World's deluding Baits Honour and Fame, 
And Pleaſures great to heedleſs Youth lay claim; 
Satan; Enticements too, whoſe Deviliſh Wiles 
With glitt'ring Joys our eaſie Hearts beguilcs. 
Added to theſe Beauty's bewitching Fires, 


To reſiſt theſe grand Temptations, thou wilt find 
Abilities thou want'ſt, thy Will to bind; 
O, therefore beg it of the Powers Divine: 
With Fervency and Zeal thy ſelf apply, 
And they will not thy humble Suit deny : 


— 


Thy Soul ſerene of nought will be afraid, 


Triumphant Songs to her Creator's Praiſe; 
And when at laſt ro drooping Age we come, 

And Death, which ſoon or late muſt be our Doom, 
We can with Pleaſure on our Life reflect, 


And with Tranſporting Joy our Change expect. 


Bit! 
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But, O the Horrours of the Guilty Soul, 
Whom no Advice nor Reaſon cou'd controul, 
Who all his Days in Wickedneſs hath ſpent, 

n Brutal Luſt indulging every Senſe! 
When to Old-age he cometh, wrack'd with Pain, 
rh Effects of Youth's Exceſs he can't obtain 
moments Reſt or Peace, but (conſcious) ſtand 
Dreading the weight of the Almighty's Hand; 
Mich Guilt appaPd, trembling, and in a maze, 
Remor ſleſs Conſcience ſtaring in his Face; 
Contrite and ſorrowful, tho now too late 

He gladly would himſelf annihilate, 

But that can't be obtain'd, live ſtill he muſt, 
Tobe with Pain and Endleſs Torments curſt, 

n Fire unquenchable blaſpheming lie, 
corching in Flames to all Eternity. | 
This is the Juſt Reward MAN muſt expect, 
f he his Duty to his GO D neglect. 


Then happy he whoſe Days and Hours have been 
oly and pure, free from Enormous Sin : 5 
True Piety alone Content can give, 

o which no other way we can arrive; 
or Earthly Pleaſures tranſient are and vain, 

mpty and void, like to an 0 Dream; 


——  #mm——_— 


, therefore fix your Mind on Joys above, 

nd let thy Heart no Impious Thought approve, 

0 ſhall your Hours in unmoleſted Eaſe 

lide ſmoothly on, bleſt with an Inward Peace: 

nd when at laſt the Icy Hand of Death 

Wall graſp our brittle Life, and ſtop our Breath, 

[ur expanded Souls enlargd, ſhall upwards move, 
arried by Angels to the Joys above, 

Vith Blits Extatick, filPd with Glorious Rays, 

bere for to ſing (FEHOV 4 H's) Endleſs Praiſe, 
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A Catalgue of POEMS, &c. Printed and Sold jy 
Henry Hills, in Black-fryars, near the Warer- * 


Congratuuary Peem to his Royal Highneſs Prince George of Den. 
mark, &c. on the Fight near Audenard, By N Tate, Cc. 

Windſor Caſtle: A Poem, &c. To which is added Britains Fla 
new Congratulary Song, &c. | 

Malborougb #:1/! mers“ or, Union hath got 'he Day, A Poem 90 

» Gaynam. 

The Flight of the Pretender, A Poem, &c, 

Honeſ in Diſtreſs, A Tragedy, &c. : 

The Kit Cats, A Poem, To which is added The picture; in Imitatin 
F Annacreon's Bathillus; alſo The Coquer Beauty, By the Right Hon 
rable the Marquiſs of Normanby. 

Wine, a Poem. To which is added, Old Englan®s new Trinmph, | 
the Battle of Audenard. A Song, 

Cyder, a Poem. In two Books; with the Splendid Shilling. Paraiil 
loft. and two Songs. 

The Pleaſures of a Single Life, with the Pleaſures of a Country Lil 

Faction Diſplay'd, A Poem. 

Tye Duel of the Stags, A Poem. By Sir R, Howard, Together vil 
an Epiftle to the Author. By Mr, John Dryden. 

Coopers-Hil, A Poem. j Sir John Denham. 

An Efſay on Poetry, By the Earl of Mulgrave, ' 

Ab ſolon and Achitophel. A Poem. E 

The Plague of Athens, By Dr. Sprat, Lora Biſhop of Rochalter, 

Tunbrigialia in Latin. 

Nunditæ crurbrigicaces. Muſcipula. | 

A Satyr egamſ! Woman ; With the Satyr againſt Man. A Poem. 

The Forgiving Husband, ' 4 Poem. | N ] 

Iuſtructions to Vanderbank. A Poem. 

The Temple cf Death. A Poem. Ey the Marquiſe of Normanty. Ii 
an Ode in Memory of Her fate Majeſty. 

An Eſſiy on Tranſiated Verſe. By the Earl of Roſcomon. 

The Art of Poetry, ditto. 

The Hifiory of Inſipias. A Lampoon ; By the Lord Rr, with-b 
Farewell. Together with Marvil's Ghoſt, "by Mr. Ayloft. 

Milton's Snblimity aſſerted: In a Poem, Occafon'd by a Late Celihr 
red Piece, Entiuled, Qaer, a Poem, | 

Canary Birds Naturaliz'd, &. 
Baucis ard Philemon. „ 59 
Cirgus: Or the Ring in Hide- Park. 
St. James's Park, a Poem. 1 int 
The Splcen, a Pindarique Ode, N. 
A Letter from Italy, (5c, = 
Hoglandiz De ſeriptio. 
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In DErENCE of the 


church ok England. 


F we 1nto our ſelves, or round us looæ 

We find a God, expreſt in Nature's Book. 
The Sacred Truth is writ in every Breaſt 
> By every Clime and every Tongue confeſt : 
Th' inconſtant World kneeP'd early to the Sun; 
His fruitful Light Idolatry begun. 
Saturn, Mercarins, Fupiter, and Mars, | 
Were but the Names, of ſeveral wand'ring Stars 
Men worſhip't with Idolatry; like theirs 
Who ſlight our Kings, and court their Miniſters, 
Heroes that did great Actions here on Earth, 
Were ſaid at laſt to be of Heavenly Birth: 
And when no Man wou'd own the doubtful Child, 
Then Fove, or Mars, the caſte Nymph beguil'd , 
But different Climes invented ſeveral Rights; 
For Nature in Variety delights : 
dome facrific'd a Child, others a Ram; 
Unlike the Offerings, but the Zeal the fame; _ 
dome cut their Fleſh, and whipt themſelves with Rods, 
As if their Blood and Torture pleas their Gods. 
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(4) 
Bacchws with Feaſts and Revels fome ador'd, 
Devoutly drank, and Piouſly they Whor'd. 
Unnatural Sins defil'd their ſenſual Nights 
Till Heathen Virtue roſe againſt ſuch Rights, 
And drove that lew'd Religion out of Rome, 
Damning by Law all Bacchanals to come. 
Ads the Ox in Egypt was ador'd, 5 
Their Gardens with Green Deities were ſtor'd; 
Succeeding times their Princes Deify'd, | 
And Prieſts and Temples for the Dead decreed 
In YVenzs Fane others their Daughters placd, 
To be deflowr'd by Strangers as they paſsd, 
Who, in her wanton Service Entertain'd, _ 
Still gave the Prieſt and Gaddeſs what they gain'd. 
Thus human Fancy toid in vain to find, 
A Service grateful to the Heavenly Mind. 
And untaught Nature gave us a dim Sight 
Of Divine Beings, but no further Light. 
+ Our God a Covenant with Mankind made, 
The Woman's Seed ſhould bruiſe the Serpent's Head; 
Then Abram's Race he for his People choſe, 
And holy Prophets from his Loyns aroſe. 
Moſes more fully did his Will declare, 
And mighty Wonders his Credentials were: 
Among the reſt, Error and Idols Reign'd, 
Peculiar Gods each Legiſlator Feign d. 
At laſt he ſent his Son to guide Mankind, 
In Sacred Paths, of their great Duty blind; 
He taught us worldly Greatneſs to deſpiſe, 
To bear Reproach, and pardon Enemies. 
Meekneſs a Virtue, till his time unknown 5 
(Which Chriſtians properly may call their own) 
He planted firſt, then, his Apoſtles raught  _ 
The Truths he preach't, and Wonders that he wrought, 
And in their Sacred Pages, tis alone 
| Man finds his Duty to the Heavenly Throne. 
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Man 


LEE: 

Who ever Read in Earneſt or in Jeſt, 

Of any White Unchang d Immortal Beaſt; 

Or of an harmleſs Hind that knew no Fear; 
Vet Fled when Hunters and the Hounds drew near. 
Cure never any Brute before complain'd pag. 3. 
The Common Hunt her Company diſdain'd. 

t Tell me what Young Ones are unlike their Dams ; 
Thy Tales of Hero make, are Heathen Shams, 
Friend Bayes, I fear this Fable, and theſe Rhimes, 
Were thy dull Pennance for ſome former Crimes; 
Mhen thy free Muſe her own brisk Language ſpoke, 
And unbaptiz'd, diſdain'd the Chriſtian Yoke. 
Thy Spamiſh Fryar not thought himſelf reveng'd, 

Until thy Style, as well as Faith, were chang'd. 

Dur Church refusd thee Orders, whence I find 

Her call'd the Panther, that of Rome the Hind. 

D wondrous Hind whoſe White no Blood can ſtain 

Df People Maſſacred, or Monarchs ſlain. (leave 
Their Wealth, their Friends, and Native Soyle Men 
gecauſe they can't, as they are bid, believe; 
eme Tortur'd, of their harſh Converſion Dye; 7 
Dthers the Oar, in cruel Galliesply,  ' © 

Lill what their Hearts avow, their Lips deny. YF 

Df all the Blood in ſuch a Quarrel ſpile, 

Tho ſhall Abſolve th Abſolvers from their Guilt > 
here thy Hind has loſt ſome Vocal Blood, 

France and Ireland ſhe has ſpilt a Flood ; Pag. 2. 
dot in a Legal way, where TI reaſon mixt 
Vith Breach of Law, the double Guilt perplext. 
br ſtill che Boaſted Martyrs on her fide, 

ſot for Religion, but for Treaſon Dy'd, 

hey ſtuck ſo cloſe, that we could never part, 

he Prieſt from Traytor in the Tyburn Cart, 

or yet in open Field, where Force with Force 
he Brave repel, and Kill without Remorſe; 
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But in cold Blood, all Enmity laid down, 
Friendſhip and Joy reſtor'd throughout the Town, 
Supinely reſting on a Monarch's Word, 3 
Ten thouſand felt &er they cou'd fear the Sword. 
Lodg'd in his Palace, on pretence of Care 
They for Protection, ran into the Snare, 
So ruſhes on the Hounds, the frighted Hare. 
The King relenting as it nearer drew, 
Having the mighty Ruin full in View, 
Wou'd have gone back, but Zeal knew no Retreat; 
Then kill, faid he, all Hereticks you meet. 
Keep this black Action from ſucceeding time, 
Leave none alive, that may reproach the Crime, 
Now rings the Fatal Bell, Death is let looſe, 
He ranges uncontroubd through every Houſe: 
Down every Street he pours a Purple Flood, 
And mounting Souls, prevent their vocal Blood: 
The Guiſe not ſpares the Husband, of his Child; 
Next the too eaſie Admiral is kilbd: = 
ACroſs their Badge, and Heretick the Word, 
(A ſtrange Commiſſion to a Chriſtian Sword) 
Alike all Ranks, all Ages, Sexes fare: 
Thy Hind bids Kill, and tis a Crime to ſpare. 
The Lyon and his Shaggy Dam ſtood by, 
And from their Windows, clapt the Tragedy; 
Zeal runs through every Province with like Rage, 
Nor cou'd two Months the Purple Flood Aſſwage. 
The Pope himſelf did the vaſt Murther bleſs, 
And gave God publick Thanks for the Succeſs: 
Before King Philio, in a Spaniſh Rant, 
Twas ſtibd the Triumph of Church Militant: 
Thus Romiſu Fury like the Plague deſtroys, 
Baths in Kings Blood, and Maſſacres enjoys. 
So the Third Hesry fell, from the Pricſts Knife, 
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In vain Ten Legions guard his Sacred Life. 185 
ow” The Maſſacre under Charles the rh. of France, 1372. f 
+ See Mazeray and other French Hiftorians, 15 
Charles the 9th, and the Queen Mother. 1 8 
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The vile Aſſaſſinate thought Heaven his own; 

When he the more than Helliſh Act had done; 

His Holineſs the Martherer extol'd, 

And Clement in the Book of Life enrolPd; 

Next by Ravilliac's Hand great Bourbon dies, 

Belov'd, and guarded by his Enemies: 

No publick Rage, ſcarce any private Frown, 

All bur the Church, ſübtnittel to the Crown : 

By a hot Novice's milguided Zeal, 

In his full Glory that Great Hero tell. (Throne, 
Three Popes with their Church Thunder ſhake his 
No Heretick Right, their learned Clergy own: 
Birth-right, Deſcent, and Title, they declare 

Not to be valu'd in a Pious War, 

Nor wou'd the States admit him to the Crown, 

Till firſt the Church receiv'd him for her Son. 

Kings are but means, Church Greatneſs is the End, 
He has beſt Right who will her Right defend. 

f Queen Marys Reign might a jult Poem make, 
Where Prifons, Whips, and burning at the Stake _ 
Were common Puniſhments for Hereſie, | 
And almoſt grown Familiar to the Eye. 

Four Reverend Prelates in bleſt Flames Aſcend, 
And what in Life they taught, in Death defend. 
Three hundred Martyrs her few Years deyour, 
e NNever did Flames fo highly Feaſt before; 
& Ne Kill'd, and Burnt, as if her cruel Mind 
A veſtal Fire of Heretrcks deſign'd. | 
Our Maiden Queen in vain the eonfieurs Wood, | 
In vain two Popes declare againſt her Blood, _ 
Courtſhip and Malice ſhe alike witiitood ; 
Unwearicd Malice, laſting as her Breath, 
Teeming with Plots, Conſpiracies, and Death. 
mm ö 0 | | 1 6 
Sixtus Quintus. | 
Henry 2he 4th of France. See Hardovin in the Life of that Prince, 


4 Sixtus Quintus, Gregory he 4th. and Innocent. 
See Burnet in hi, Hiſtory of the Reformation, 
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But Rome prepares t'exalt him with a Blaſt; 


But yet for Liberty he nobly Fought : 
That Engliſh Plant, thou digg ſt up by the Root, 


He changd the Legal, for a lawleſs Lord; 
So hard it is to Rule a Conqu'ring Sword. 


War has ten Thouſand Miſchiefs in her Womb, 
And Fruitful Seeds of ev'ry Ill to co mae 
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8 (8) 
By a fierce Pope her Realms are given away, 
Spain fills with floatiug Towers the Brittiſh Sea, 
But Heaven in Storms forbids th* unlawful Prey; 
And Engliſh Thunder, with Celeſtial joyns, _ 
Scatters their F eet, aud ſinks theit vaſt Deligns. 
+ No fooner James on Albion's T hrone was plact, 


While round him Lords, and ſcatter d Common 

Short Blazing-Stars, of Zealous Cruelty. 

Nor had it fail'd, but for a filly Scrowl 

Sent to Monteagle, from ſome melting Fool; 

Who poorly grudg'd, to Sacrifice a Friend 

To ſuch a Pious, and important End: 

Doſt thou not think him below Judas damn'd 

Whom Pity thus unfainted, and unman'd ? 
»Unlickt and Independent, as thy Bear, 


And in loud Flames prefer him io the Sky, . | 
SY} 


Tis plain, at firſt, all Chriſtian Churches were: 
Nor did St. Paul acknowledge Peter's Chair ; 

But filkd with equal Light, and equal Grace, 
Withſtood him boldly to his erring Face. 
Too ſtreight enclosd, he overthrew the Fence; 
And fore'd the Laws, unskilful to diſpence. 


Too far alas he carry'd his Succeſs, 
The better fort oft wiſh'd it had been leſs; 


Inſtead of Curing, ſhe provokes the ſmart, 
Or drives the deadly Poyſon to the Heart ; 


3 —— 


< — 
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* The Spaniſh Expeditien in 1588. a | 
+ The Gunpowder Treaſon confeſs'd by Garnet the Prieſt, and otheri g 
at their Execution. 5 
® The Independant, page 3. 
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"E973 
Thy Apes will all thy choſen Party take, 
vill thy ſoft Numbers, thee Converſion make; 
Like a ſtarv'd Dog now Fauns thy Quaking Hare, 
Can Lye, and can Diſſemble, though not Swear. 
5ſt is familiar with our Nymrods grown 
akes up the Cry to Run the Pant ber down, 
And has a ſort of Leopard of her own. 
\ Motly Prince ſhining with inward Light, 
Whoſe unarm'd Paſſive Subjects never Fight, 
Drink no Man's Health, uncover not the Head, 
i; *twere a Mark of Grace to be ill Bred : 
Titles becauſe they want, they never give, 
Cheat in few words, and without Oaths deceive; 
rcak for ten Thoutand Pounds with Na, and Nay, 
And when the Spirit Moves um run away; _ 
roudly our Forms and Ways of ſpeaking flight, , 
or what's their inward Spirit but their Wit, = 
Which good or bad is their pretended Light; 
his Leopard, once a Gay and Spotted Beaſt, 
fair Hybernian Nymph wou'd have compreſt, 
bold in his Youth, and Luſtful in his Kind, 
Nightly Howlings he expreſt his Mind. 
Rival Wolf the Terrour of the Wood, 
ho of whole Herds, had drank their reaking Blood, 
Jaws well Arm'd, his Frightful Briſtles rear'd, 
dreadful Champion for the Dame appear'd; 
Piers the Combat, which the Leopard ſhuns, 
orlakes the Dame, and from the Foreſt runs: 
hus he for ſhame and fear became a Saint, 
Ind think to cover all with Thread-bare Cant, 
th which he got a Wife for his ſupply, 
he higheſt Prize of their poor Lottery; 
ch was the doubty Scribe againſt the 7ef, 
rom whom all ſides muſt learn their Intereſt. 


New-born Child ſnould Cov'nant with his God, 
[goto Hell e'er he deſerve the Rod. 19 9 0 


by J. be Atheiſt. + The Quaker, Pag. . From 
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Thy Baptiſt Boar perhaps may think it odd 8 
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From Holy Scripture, they their Doctrine draw. 


Is 

And may miſtake, but do not break the Law; ar 
"While thy Infallible preſumptuoue Hmd — | Vhi 
To Bread alone the Excharift contin'd, (enjoy ay 
Tho' Wine, as well as Bread, the Sacred Ten fol 
I hy graceleſs Fox by Athanafius Chain'd Fo 
Pop: s, Councils, Emperors, a while maintain'd, By ( 
Till the loud Nycene Hunt quite run her down, WW he 
And with thy Hind, confeſsd thee three in one, ( ou! 
Thy Eterna! Father, Spfrit and the Son; The 
Tho above Scnſe, this does not Senſe oppoſe, But 
What Mortal the Divine Exiſtence knows? | The 
The Bread we fee, we Handle, Taſt, and Smell: h. 
Not can a God within a Wafer dwell, DDr 
Or be devour'd by Thouſands at a time, 2 ole 
In every Age, in every diſtant Clime; Al! 
A Body Glorify'd mænds not the matter, Bur 
Such things agree not with Corporeal Nature; Th 
If on the Crols he ceas'd not to complain, | YE 
Can Chriſt be Eaten now and feel no Pain? Wha 
Or like Promot beus Liver grow's his Fleſh, Re: 
That ſtill theſe Eagles feed on him afrelh. 6. 
Heaven for our Weakneſs do's in vain provide, PW. | 
Since Erring Judgments may miſtake the Guide, Fat 
Who tho Unerring, is not ſo to me, Te 
Unleſs I were infallible as he: An 
Thy Throne of Darkneis in a Pit of Light, He 
If not quite Nonſenſe is a lofty Flight; At 
Since either damns us, why took Heaven no Care Ar 
We ſhowd not fin? Yer ſuch we ſhowd not Err. ICh 
Th Omnipotence of God who dares deny? Af 
Tet that he can't deſtroy himſelf or Lye, [in 
Releaſe the Damn'd, recall the Time once paſt, Il 
Is on all hands, without Offence confeſt. 2 


* o irons: thee. dh. tf tou 


* » 


: ＋ Liberius and Felix Popes. Council held at Arles, another at bl 
Valens, Conſtantius and other Emperours. e 
Ch; 


ay! 


Pap, 


he 


1) 
kriſt ſtood before bis Train in open Light, 


Vith the ſame Body that eſcapes our ſight; 
Vhich had none ſcen, the World had not belicy'd; 


ay, Thomas felt Cer he was undeceiv'd 
four Redeemer then appeal'd to Senſe, 
Fo doubt their Verdict, we have no pretence; 
dy God-like Acts he prov'd his Deity, 


The Lame he made to walk, the Blind to ſee ; 


ouls to their former Manſions he reſtor'd, 
Theſe Miracles Men ſaw, cer they Adord, - 
But ſay what Senfe, what Miracles atteſts, 


The corporal Preſence in the Euchariſt, 
That lying Wonder of a Couzning Prieſt 


hen God upheld, and Princes on their Knees , 
caven Gates he ſhuts, and opens as he pleaſe: 


All Reverence to the Word Divine is due, 
But Man's Deductions are not always true ; Pag. 8. 
The Turks as well as we, make Faith their Guide, 
Ko all Religions in the World beſide, 
But Faith ſhou'd grafted upon Reaſon be, 
Reaſon the Stock, and Faith rhe Deathleſs Tree; 
* Thy Igrim next with familh'd Face appears, 


A Haggard Look, Predeſtinating Ears, 
For what thou wilt ſtili thy own Mother wears: 


Teaching the Scriptures of themſelves are plain, 


And fully every ſaving T ruth contain: 
He Barks at Miter'd Popes in Peter's Chair, 
At Bihops Grins, and would the Surplice Tear: 


Among their Brethren wou'd their Charge divide, 
Check their Ambition, and abare their Pride. 


Affirms th Elect are the true Church, and here 
dince others may, Councils and Popes may Err: 
If they alone the Scripture might Explain. = 
Chriſt ſpoke, and his Apoſtles writ in vain, 
Till they were fertled in their Spiritual Reign, 


* P3g. 16. 
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1 When all the Marks of Majeſty laid down 


Promis'd bright Armour, for the God-like Son. 


For Prieſts of all Religions are the ſame: 


Improving ſtill, what ever ſhe Subdu'd; 


(12) 
He grins at Picture Worſhip, Sams, and Croſs, 
And wou'd refine the Metral from the Droſs 
* Yet ſets no Foot on the Imperial Head, 
As Fair Matilda's Paramour once did; 


Faſting and Bare- foot, Henry alone, 
Without his Guards, like a poor Pilgrim dreſt, 
Beg'd for Ad mittance, and his Guilt confeſt 
In vain, till fair Matilda us'd her Intereſt; 
Her ſofter Charms, over his Rage prevail'd, 
And his Church- Thunder he at length recall'd; 
So Venus Beg'd, and would not be deny'd, 
While the Grim God lay panting by her ide, 

And in the Flames of Love, halt melted down, 


Theſe are thy grim's Doctrines, tell me now 
Where's their Contempt of Heaven, or Kings below? 
I nat exempt ſome times, and Men from Blame, 


* No not the Panther, nor thy harmleſs Hind, 
Full Power is of the Perſecuting Kind. 


Under the Myter'd Tyrants double Reign, 
Where Fire, and Sword, Church - Unity maintain.“ 


Unhappy Regions Italy and Spain, g 


Rome once the gentle'ſt Miſtreſs of Mankind, 


That Arms exalted, or that Arts refin'd; 
Whoſe conquering Eagles travel'd with the Sun, 


And a like Race of Deathleſs Glory run, 


One ſpreading Vertue, and the other Light 
Through cvery Region in their proſp'rous flight; 
Nobly the Fought, to Conquer, not Enflave, 
And won Renown, but Peace and Plenty gave: 


To Injur'd Kings, their Empire ſhe renew'd, 
And lawleſs Tyrants, with juſt Arms 3 ; 


7 


— 


* Sre the Decay of the Empire, written by Maimburg, Pag. 250 
+ Gregory the 7th. Pope, and Henry the 4th Emperor, Anno 108% 
See Dryden's Abſolom and Achitophel, Pag. 17. 
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(13) 

now content, under a Sp*rirual Head, 
And Petty Dukes from his Corruption Bred, 
Poorly to languiſh in Inglorious Peace, 
hel to Honour, and mean Slave to Eaſe; 
The Fruitful Regions of all Italy 

npeopld, Unmanur'd, deſerted lye. 
ature in vain pours forth her various Store, J 
Rich is the Soyle, but the vext Country Poor, 5 
hile Prince or Prieſt their Induſtry devour. | 
o the Fackal upon the Lyon waits. 
ind what he leaves, the hungry Vermin eats; 

heſe are the Bleſſings that ſhe now enjoys | 
nder a Tyrant of the Conclave's Choice, 7 
Where French, or Spaniſh Piſtols ſway the Voice. 
by Noble Lyon do's bought Converts hate, | 
tt hopes a Bribe, Preferment, is a Bait, 5 
Ind mighty Bleſſings on all Converts wait. 
aliant they grow, and in an Inſtant Wiſe, _ 
Ind what their Nature wants, their Faith ſupplies. 
Pnc of theſe riſing things who wou'd not be, 
hat were Neglected, Scorn'd, Decay'd like thee. 
Thy Pant ber next appears, Spotted tis true, 

ut like thy Hind, of a Celeſtial huc. 
ler generous Lyon how can ſhe offend, 

hole Sons and Writings for his Power contend ? 

er Duty, Ceſar, and her God divide, 

lowing no Supremacy beſide. 8 

hen Expert Huntſ-men had the Wood beſet, 
Arts, all Inſtruments of Run met; 

me at his Life, ſome aiming at his Crown, 

one cou'd prevent his Fall, but Heaven alone: 
ho well content thy Hind ſhou'd be enſnar'd) 
r Loyal Sons, thy generous Lyon ſpardʒ 
Excluſive Bill, in the Lords Houſe they damnd, 
pit and Preſs againſt the Act exclaim'd. 
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See Burnet's Letter from Rome. 
80. Pag 19. Church of England. 
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Look d off the Right of Henry to come: 


And Zeal unites, whom Nature had made Foes; 


Our Church not thinks the Heart can go along 
No more than how Old Women can do harm, 
With Barbarous Words repeated in a Charm, 


Where in plain words all ſaving Doctrines dwell; / 
All neceſſary Truths are ſhort and clear, 


A Burden which the Primitive Church declin'd, \ 
She makes no Saints, nor Pictures to Adore, 
 Ohevs her Maker, and enquires no more; 


Hut to the plain and Sacred Text be juſt. 


ut ath, of france, I In the ath. Lateran Council, 1215. "1. 


— CL 
Not ſo the Clergy of too jealous Rome, 


Left oer the Flock one Heretick ſhould Reign, 

Popes with the League, the League combines with Span 
They level their Church-Thunder at his Crown, 
Biikops and Nobles, muſt their King diſown, 

Or elſe involv'd in the fame Sentence lye, 

The lait effect of Spiritual Tyranny; _ 

The League with Spaniſh Arms their King oppoſe, 


Ten thouſand Men th' Italian Clergy fend, 
That might their Choice of a new King defend; 


With Prayers utter'd in an unknown Tongue, 


Nor from the Vulgar, do's the Ward conceal, 
But opens wide to all, that Heavenly well, 


She and th Apoſtle bids us ſeek em there, Jobo gg 
Finding no Track of an unerring Gnide, 
She ſcts Reme's hanghty Plea to it aſide; Pag. 1 
Exacts no lewd Confeſſion to a Prieſt, 

Lodging cur ſecret Sins in others Breaſts, 


And which long after Innocent enjoyn'd, 
When firit he Franſabſtantiation Coyn'd. 


He Images forbid in Sacred Writ, 
he fears the nice DiſtinAions of your Wit; 
Nor will Dou, nor Latria truſt, 


* The God-head's every where, we know not hon, 
Such real Preſence all of us allow; _ 


* 


_ — — 
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(15) 
it that we Eat his Fleſh, or Drink his Blood, 
neither meant, believ'd nor underſtood, 
50 Jews, when their Old-Feaſts they Celebrate, 
zl em the better Herbs their Fathers Eat; 
Lot literally thoſe which they did [alt, 
hen by their Gates th' Avenging Angel paſt : 
it ſuch as were in after-rimes deiign'd 
obring that great Deliverance to their Mind, 
rom purging Flames, no A4 e for the Dead, ,_ 
t a ſet Price are in our Churches ſaid, _ 5 
or Act we Scriptures which all ought to Read. | 
Your Ancient Doctrine we indeed reject, 
ut 'tis when Elder Truths they Contradict. 
r new Opinions thus we ſtand accuꝰd, 
Vhile we revive the Old to much Abu d; 
Jar Reformation 's new, it is confeſt, Fo 
ut our Religion 15s as old as Chriſt's. 
he Iſraelites when out of Egypt led, 
Wonders reſcu'd, and by Wonders Fed, 
id not the Subſtance of the Calf Adore, 
hich was but their own Gold and Ring) before; 
luder that Figure they Ador'd their God, 
Vho gave ſuch Virtue to the Sacred Rod; 
reated Lecuſts, that devour'd their Corn, 
nd ſmote through Pharaoh's Kingdom, the Eirſt born; 
lade the Red - Sea retire on either fide, 
mh her rowling Waves, abſent her Tide, 
'hile they upon her Sandy Boſom trod; 
Wo Mortal Men a new Impervious Road; 

et God thoſe ily Idolaters Abhor'd, 
ad in their Calf difdain'd to be Ador'd. 
wee Holy Moſes cou'd his Wrath aflwage, 
rain their Pardon, and diſarm his Rage; 
et they directed their Imtention right, _ 3 
he Calfe but brought their God before their ſight, 5 
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hat pleads thy Hind more than theſe Wretches 


Pag. eee. 
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hy | fee the Jews Lizurgier, + Pag. 26, The 


F 
The Wolf and Bear too lately ſhe eſcap'd, 

In their Rough Paws to be again Entrap'd, 

They but forſook her for Reſembling thee 

Worſt Foe to Man's, and Chriſtians Liberty; 

O Hind unchang d! but 'tis in Cruelty. 

To their miſtaken ſight ſhe did appear, 

No Pant ber, but a ſort of ſpotted Dear, 

Thar might when paſt the Glory's of her Prime | 

Grow Grey with Age, and become White in time, M* 

They thought unlighted Tapers uſeleſs things 

Abſurd as Altars without Offerings; 

Thar real Preſence might grow Corporal, 


And Men from Kneeling to Adoring fall, oy 
Tho ſhe Reſemble thee alas, roo much 
With Joy they find ſhe never will be ſuch; u 


She like a Loving Spouſe endur'd it long, 

And, much Abusd, Diſſembled with the wrong; 
Till driven from the Table, ſne withdrew, 
Forcd from the Board, She left the Houſhold too; 
And never will the Odious Tye renew: 
Whereis it ſaid a Prieſt ſhall have no Wife? 
Where's the Command for a Monaſtique Life? 
Our Wiſe Crcator bid us fill the Land,. 
And ſhall we vow to break his firſt Command? 
Our Sons and Daughters into Convents thruſt, 
And their hot Youth with untam'd Fryars truſt. 
Tis true they pay a fort of forc'd Conſent, 
But Pride and Friends forbid em ro repent; 
Like Cowards in a Battle they go on, 

_ Aſham'd and loath to run away alone; 

Till tamd by Cuſtom, and benumb'd with Age, 
Like Birds long kept they cannot leave the Cage. 
* A Rofy Colour'd Face Religion ſhews, 
This every Convent, and Fat Abby knows; 
The Pride of Card nals, what Pen can Trace, 
When they appear the Royal Blood gives place, WW. 


— 1 


» Pag. 22. 1 5 
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eee 
ey may on Earth but by the Pope be Try'd, | 
Kill 'em is a fort of Parricide. | 
This Henry found, the Guiſe unheeded falls, | 
dit Bourbon's Blood for the Chu*ch-Thunder calls; | 
Paris and Orleans reject his Reign, 'Y 
ind Sorborn Doctors their Revolt maintain, 
firming that the People ſafely might 
aainſt their King, when thus Excommun'd fight, 
e here the boaſted Loyalty of Rome, 

ad by their paſt, expect their Faith to come; 

en need not fear how they their Lives pollute, 
mance and Faſts kind Father, will commute, j 

he Price of Sins they reaſonably compute. | 
| tedious Lent th' Arabian Prophet made, 
But Diſpenſations were no Eaſtern Trade; 
His Temperate Law the Joys of Wine abhor'd, 
Vhen he plurality of Wives reſtor'd; 
Viſely foreſeeing that Exceſs might ſpoil 

he wiſh'd Increaſe of his Unpeopled Soy] ; 
Indulging thence their Nobler Appetites, 
His new Religion to the Clime he fits; 

But Nature's Frailties both alike relieve, 

The Turks allow but what your Prieſts forgive. 

The Text which bids a Biſhop have one Wife; 

f Excuſes Luther in his Married Life, 

Nor has that Sacred Bed ſuch Joys of Love 

To be miſtook for Bacchanals above; 

Tis true our Church is to our Ie confin'd, is 
No cruel Swords inforce it on Mankind; = 
No harſh Converſions ſtain our peaceful Faith, ii 
Ours are th' Effects of Charity, no Wrath, 
While Tarks their Errors with their Empire ſpread, 
And from Dragoous our Neighbours learn their Creed, 
Japan and China with your Prieſts abound, 
And Maſs is ſaid wherever Gain is found. 


ö 


ö 


* The 3d. of France. | [i 


T See Mazeray in the Life of Henry the zd. | | 
„ Pag. 21. | 
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W hat Sweede, what Norway Converts can you boaſt? 
Lou never trade to any barren Coaſt. 

Your Zeal burns dim, benumb'd with Northern Cold, 
But flames and rages in the Climes of Gold. 
Once for three Years the Church had loſt her Head, 
Princes and Card'nals in no Pape agreed. oy 

At length the weary'd Faction with one Voice 
To Card'nal Doſſa, left the Sacred Choice. 

* He nam'd himſelf defeating all their hopes, 
And ſhew'd us a new way of making Popes. 

Urban and Clement did the World divide, 

Scarce Forty Years cou'd the dark right decide ; 

Councils and Card'nals both their Titles damn'd, 

And Alexander a third Pope proclaim'd. 

Where all this time was Rome's unerring Guide? 

Did he in none, or in all three reſide? 

Saint Peter cou'd no Succeſſor declare, 

He Clement nam'd, but Linus took the Chair. 

If Popes be donbtful, who can Prieſthood truſt? 
For if they fail their long Succeſhon muſt ; 
Since then falſe Popes as well as true ordain'd, 

How can Reme's Holy Orders be maintain d; 

By O:ho's Arms aſſiſted the Twelfth Jobn, 

Not full Eightcen, his Papacy began: 

His Mind was bloody, few and lewd his Days; 

H1s great Imperial Patron, he betrays. 

Aſſiſts his Foe, but Ocho overcome, Ot 

And drove th' ingrateful Stripling out of Rome. 

His Life in Corners he a while prolong'd ; 

But fell at laſt by one whole Bed he wrong'd. 

Surgius by force of Arms the Chair obtain'd 

And Pepix's Right Pope Zachary maintain'd : 


©. Gregory at Rome, Benedict at Avignion, and Alexander choſeſ len 

at Piſa unter Charles the VI. See Mazeray Thaanus, and other Frenhit 

Hiſtorians, 1409. To : 

7 Sce Rreant in the Life of theſe Popes, ſince Knighted. 
* Zachary the I, Ivy 
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tandchild to Pipin, who his King dethron'd 
t Rome, ſocarly was Rebellion own'd. 
And Valentine a Deacon, not a Prieſt ; 
holen by all, the Holy Seat poſſeſt. 
eilveſter on his Death-bed did declare 
ſhe Devil and Magick plac'd him in the Chair. 
Clement in pangs of Poyſon ends his days, 

and Damaſus, that gave it takes the place. 
Victor the Third dy'd of a poyſonous ſup ß: 
nd prov'd that more than Blood, was in the Cup. 
The Popedom Virtuous Celeſtine reſign'd, 
The Sacred Charge he conſciouſly declin'd ; 
Varn'd not a Nights by Heaven as he thought: 
ut by Impoſtors Benedict had taught, 

n broken Voices to diſturb his Reſt: _ 
And tell him God was with his Reign difpleagd. 
The pious Hermit caught in that falſe Snare 
Retires, and Benedict aſſumes the Chair; jp 
aving the Hermit to the Jaylor's Care, 
After the Death of Clement it appears, 
The Holy Scat was vacant for two Vears. 

Vhere in thoſe Days was Rome's unerring Guide? 
Vho thus omitted, might be laid aſide. 
ull forty Years his Holineſs was ſplit, 
alf did at Rome, half at Avignion fir. 
ch fiercely by his Followers maintatn'd 
both Wonders forg'd, and Revelations feign'd. 
yy Temporal Arms both Popes aſſert their Right; 
races and Nobles, in both Parties fight. 
jon by a Council which at Conftance met, 
or Crimes and Vices was expell'd the Seat. 
hich to confirm by Edict, they proclaim 
[har next to Chriſt, a Council was Supream : 
hol Werry the Second made the Romans ſwear 
"F"ithourt his leave not to confer the Chair. 


valentine the I. f The II. ® The II. + The ll. Anno 1088. 
Celefline the l. * Anno 1294. | 
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He from a Pope receiv'd th' Imperial Crown, Ane 
But claim'd a Right to give the tripple one. |; p! 
Thus ſometimes, Popes made Emperors, and then N But 
They took upon *em to make Popes agen. Plac 
Each propping at their need with others might, Mx: 
The weak Foundations of Injurious Right. Gro 
So Phocas when he had the hate incur” Hac 
* Of his own Clergy for his murtherd Lord: Ait 
At Rome for Lawful Emperour was own'd, Do 
As if by choice or long deſcent, enthron'd. All 
He firſt (with that vile Flattery beguil'd) But 
Head of the Church the Roman Biſhop fild. h 
None but Apelles might the Conqueror paint: Ar 
We want a Juvenal to draw this Saint. Car 


His Ho'ineſs a Father now indeed _- 
Might damn Election, and let Blood ſuccecd. Au 


John his Firſt- born was Earl of Candia made, But 
 Ce/ar a Cardinal of his Father's Trade. he 
Feſfiy the Third, we Prince Squillaci find, Th 
* and Bright Lucretia to Alphonſo Joyn'd, A. 
Theſe were the Comforts of his private Life, Wo 
While fair Vanocchia was eſteem'd his Wife; Ne 
Fer wild Ambition taught him to Aſpire, 4 
Or Worldly Pomp milled his vain Deſire, Tt 
* But when once Pope, his Vice grew Villany, Al 
A doubtful Friend, a cruel Enemy; Ye 
Faichlcſs and Proud, oppreſſive was his Reign, MT! 
His Luſt was Avarice, his God was Gain. He 
He Brib'd the Conclave and the Popedom bought, W 
But to juſt Ruin the Vile Card aal brought, 1 
He Baviſ d, Popſon d, or Impriſon d moſt M. 
Of choſe Red - Caps, that put him to that Coft. I 
Ceſar with Arms lays waſt his Native Soyl, 4 


Mauritius by Gregory the I. Anne 190. 
Alexander the VI. Anno 1492: * Duke of Irrara. 
See Nuicehardines © © 8 | | 


| ( 21 ) 

And for Reward of his unnatural War, 

5 promis'd Realms, with Albret of Nawarre, 

But under vaſt Deſigns, vaſt Treaſures fail, 

Places, and Cardnals Caps are ſet to Sale; 

Extortion, Violence, and Simony, 

Groan with the Weight of War and Luxury. 

Had Magus liv'd till now, and offer'd molt, 

Faint Peter's Heir had ſo d the Holy Ghoſt, 

Dock't the Entale, and the Succeſſion croſt. 

All Projects failing, Murther is Decreed, 

But yet the Sacred Scarlet muſt not Bleed, 

Tho to their Wealth his Holineſs ſucceed. 

At Belvidere he makes a T reacherous Feaſt, 

CaÞnals and Wealthy Prelates are the Gueſts, 

Where liquid Death, in private Bottles plac't, 

Attends th Cup th' Invited Card nal. Taff ; 

But by Miſtake, or Heavens immediate Care, 

He and his Son, the deadly Portion ſhare, 

Thus Dammd, and Murther'd by himſelf he Dyes, 

A wicked Prieſt, but worthy Sacrifice; ER 

jo many Villanies no long Race affords, 

Nor rude Election of Pretorian Swords, 

As have ſucceeded to this Sacred Chair, 

They can Uſarp, Kill, Poyſon, but not Err; 

A General Council cannot Err ſome ſay, 

Vet every Prieſt is Fallible, and may 5 

The Army Can't, each Man may Run away. ; 

Heaven fixt Salvation to the Name of Chriſt, 

Whom he Redeem'd, why damns the Popiſh Prieſt ; 

i believe in him you have Eternal Life, 

Make not the God of Peace the Subject of your Strife. 

brit ſaid the Gates of Hell ſhou'd not prevail | 

Againſt the Church; nor ſhowd She ever fail; 
Who knows but that the Spirit might intend, 

Io uſe Reformers, to that Sacred End; 
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Differ we may, yet all have ſaving Faith, 
Go the ſame Journey, tho? each chuſe his Path; 
Error and Sin attend us here below, hs 
That God that pardons Sin, will pardon Error too; 
Were Piture-Worſhip no Idolatry, . 
I think it ſo, and 'twere a Crime in me; 

Tho feign'd Converſion may the World deceive, 
Men muſt be fav'd by what themſelves believe; 
This found the Lyon and our Peace proclaim'd, 
Calm'd our Diffentions and our Fury tam'd. 
The Panther, Wolf, the Hind, the Fox, the Hare, 
And the whole Foreſt his Protection ſhare; _ 
The Ark did not more peacefully contain 
Their Warring Kinds, than his Impartial Reign; 
Truly Devout, with an Indulgent Eye, 

He Nobly views all ſorts of Piety; _ 
His generous Nature Perſecution hates, 
Heaven's eaſier Methods patiently he waits 
Thought by Experience that no outward Force, 
Can ſtop Religions Immaterial Courſe. 
Men, Threats, and Death, and Torture not Regard, 
Whoſe Thoughts are fixt on the Sublime Reward; 
Their Raviſh'd Fancies even in Flames delight, 
And Heaven deſcends, expanded to their Sight, 


With Grief, not Rage, he views the wand'r ing Flock, 


And fandy Cotts, not founded on the Rock; 

| Born to Command, and forward to Controul, 
His Trembling Conſcience, checks his daring Soul. 
No harſh Submiſſion to his Will we pay, 
Fearing we Love, and Loving we Obey , 
Deceit he ſcorns, and Force he will not uſe, 
But by like means, his great Deſigns purſues. 
His word he never nor his Friend forgets, 
His Smiles are Promiſes, and Frowns are Threats; 
No Idle Talk, no Laughter ſhakes the Room, 
No looſe Bufoons, on « lewd Jeſts preſume ; 
Bis Mirth is Royal, Pleaſures are ſevere, 


The Neigbing Steed, and Trumpet, charm his Ear; 1 
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ge flouriſnes that Sword, he knows to uſe, 

ad the old Terror of our Arms renews. 
unt ing (that flattering Image of the War) 
Does but his Limbs for Nobler Toyles prepare. 
Extreams of Heat and Cold he learns to flight, 
nd ſees the ſhort Defence of Trembling flight; 
Vhither on Foot he take his certain Aim, 
r on his Fiery Steed, purſue the Game. : 
beneſs and well Arm'd Troops his time divide, 
Ind War appears in all her harmleſs Pride, 
ike a young Lyon Cer he taſt of Blood, 
hile from his Dam he draws his eaſie Food; 
per Rage or Hunger drive him thro? the Plains, 
of flying Herds, to drink the Reaking Veins ; 
Kcr will our Fierce, Ambitious Neighbour dare, 
rovoke a Prince, ſo well prepar'd for War: 
or home-bred Treaſon ſhow her odious Face, 
oubly ſubdu'd, by Arms, and Acts of Grace. | 
he Ax may cut off Traytors as they ſprour, 1 
ut Mercy digs up Treaſon by the Root; 
bove the Forms, yet true to the Intent 
f Law, he ſteers his ſteady Government; 
nd only ſtretches his Prerogati ve, _ 
o cale th Oppreſt, and let Offenders live; Y 
, d ſwift a Pity does his Wrath ſucceed, 

s fierceſt Foes, but for Example Bleed; 
Kot like thoſe Princes who decline the Weight, 

ad glorious Toyls, of their exalted State: 
Heaven entruſted, and aſſiſted too, 

Ic will no Partner of his Cares allow. 

I's Mind has Motions perfectly her own; 

nd the firm Springs to Mortals are unknown 

he Crafty Courticr knows not where to Bribe, 
lor where to cringe, nor fawn, the ſtarving Tribe; 
Pa free Gift the Charming Force he knows, 

aimportun'd his Royal Bounty flows, 

ke the ripe Cluſters of the generous Vine, | 
noſe unpreſt running, makes the nobleſt Wine. 


vets | The 
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K 
The Zea! of Prieſts he curbs in the Debate, 
When he determines the Affairs of State. -. wn 
Thus freed from their vile Fears, his Royal Mind, 2 
Thar wife Indulgence for all Sects deſign'd ; 

He ſaw us languith, and our Trade decay, 

Our Bankers Break, our Sea- mes Run away 

Our Churches fill'd with a dividing Herd, 

Who but our Temples, to our Jayles prefer'd. 

Others of God, more than of Man affraid, 

To Foreign Parts our gainſul Trades convey'd. 

Some for Plantations left their Native Soyl, 

Their Wealth and Eaſe, for Poverty and Toyl. 

No Taxes, no Oppreſſion, vext the Land, 

Vet Power and Wealth he ſaw were at a ſtand. 

His piercing Judgment the Diſeaſe deſcry'd, 

His Goodneſs the bleſt Remedy applyd; _ 

Not like thoſe Hirelings who had rather Kill, 

With common Drugs, than hazard their own skill; 

But like a Father, and Phy/ician too, 

He tries the utmoſt that his Art can do; 

Secure, that at his Pleaſure he can ſtop, 

The doubtful Med'cine, ſhou'd the Patient droop; 

Let Common-wealths boaſt Liberty no more, | 

She thriyes as well beneath thy Lyons Roar; 

Not as with them, mean, ſordid and ill-bred, 

But like the Partner of a Royal Bed: 

With all the Decent Charms of Beauty grac'd, 

And next her Lord, in Veneration plac'd, 

Her Lord, from whom this Bleſſing we receive, 

Greater than ſome 8 Monarchy cou'd give. 
1 * 11.59 - 
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On che Taking 
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W HEN Lews ſtrove as all agree, 
For Univerſal Monarchy, 

And thro' his Cunning bore ſuch Sway 
That kept all Europe at a Bay. 

impoſing on the Spaniſh Throne 

\ Baby Grandſon of his own. 

One that himſelf knew how to Rule, 

ba Quack Doctor does his Fool. 

ho muſt with every Whim comply, 

Delign'd to cheat the Standers by, 

Twas then the Dutch and Engliſh Fleet 

ith Foree unconquerable great, 

ud uncontrołd upon the Main, 

ind ſteer'd a joytul Courſe to Spain, 

n hopes all to return (God bleſs us) 

5 Rich as Solomon or Crœſas, 
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But for ſome Reaſon yet unknown; 


The mighty Deeds remain undone; — inc 
Tho' the Deſign was well projected, h 
it did not prove as we expected. uc 
Some fay the Cauſe we did not ſpeed, at 
Was that ſome merty Rogues in Red, W 7 
Grew tipſey with the noble Juice, P 
Which Vineyards yields for human Uſe. h; 
And cocking then their little Guns, 
They made a Sally cn the Nuns, mv 
Oer-run the pious heavenly Maids beth 
Tho armed with Crucifix and Beads: he 
Then flung them on their Backs ſome tell ys Wo 
And baſely Stab'd them in the Belly. = 
The Heroes drew, puſh'd home upon them, 1 
And ſeveral Inches in they run them. * 
Whilſt they poor Souls, and nothing elſe, inc 
But Scabbards to defend themfelves, = 
Which is no Safeguard, we muſt own, þ 
- Againſt a Blade that's ready drawn; RNS Wi 
| Yet ſome among theſe Godly Laſſes, Nie 
So Fenced, they put by many Paſſes; Ws 
Whilſt others at their Victor's Foot ut 


Sprawling upon their Backs cry'd out ; 
Nay if I muſt be killd I muſt, 
And ſo ſubmitted to the thruſt. 

_ Theſe Holy Siſters knew full well, 
There was no Fence againſt a Flail ; 
That Conquerors will do what they wou'd da, 
Au fo compiyed, as Women ſhou'd do. 


Altbe 
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r 
tho' the Soldiers won the Day; 
nd all the Nuns at Mercy lay, 
hilſt every Heroe (till appeasd, ) 
uck his fair Miſtreſs as he pleas'd; 
et the Succeſs fell out ſo Croſs, 
ur Side ſuſtaind the greater Loſs. 
er 'tis affirm'd by News from Cadiz, 
hat none were Gainers but the Ladies. 


But now to let you know what paſt, 
wixt both Sides at firſt and laſt, 

he Matter ſhall be fairly Stated, 

ow ſeveral Nuns Capitulated : 

ow ſome kind Heroes gain'd upon them, 
Ind by ſoft Elocution won them. 

ho ſcorning Force lay'd by their Swords, 
nd try'd the pleaſing Power of Words. 


A Gallant Youth who led the Van 

With his fair Victim thus began, 

tight Innocence the Fate of War 

as deſtin d me your Conqueror; 

ut yet fair Soul thoſe charming Eyes >. 
ye made me Captive by Surprize, 

du need not for Compaſſion ſue 

Tis I muſt Mercy ask of you, 

he Sweetneſs in your Looks I fee 

Vorh bind me faſt, but you are free: 

herefore *twould be but juſt and kind, 

0 ſhew the Mercy you would find. 
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From him who might by Conqueſt claim 
What now he craves to cool his Flame. 
But you the Victor's Power ſhall have 
And I your Victim and your Slave; 
Will only beg at your fair Hand, 
Thoſe Favours which I could Command? 
The charming Creature much afraid, . 
In Tears reply'd to what he ſaid 


Moſt noble Youth each gehtle Word, 
Prevails beyond the fear of Sword, 
But tho you've kindly usd me thus 
You ſtill may prove more Generous. 
Conſider Pm a harmleſs Maid 
And know not how you'd be Obey'd, 
Bred up in theſe Monaſtick Weeds 
Devoted to my Prayers and Beads, 
Young, Innocent, and neyer taught, 
To entertain an evil Thought. 
Religion is my daily Task, 9 
I know not what it is you 2K 
If it be Sinful ? I deny. 

If Inofenſive? I comply. 


Conſent to ill, you muſt excuſe, | : 
Fd rather you your force wou'd uſe, 
For if by rugged Violence, 


| You take from my weak Innocence, 
What I conſent not to reſign, 


The an is wholly yours, not mine. 


Ca 
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Madam, the gentle Youth reply'd, 


vou ſteer towards Rocks you would avoid: 
And into greater Evils run 

Than thoſe you are about to ſhun; 

For if it can be an Offence 

To enjoy ſweet Virgin Innocence, 

To attempt your Chaſtity by force 

For certain makes the Crime the worle, 
Therefore if you ſuch Violence chuſe, 
That's wicked for a Man to uſe, 

Which you ſo eaſily may prevent 

By kindly giving your Conſent. 


Heaven at your Door the Guilt will lay 


Becauſe you chuſe the ſinful'ſt Way. 
Then cloſe he huggs her in his Arms, 
And makes a Treſpaſs on her Charms 


Oh! 1 deareſt Youth, don't uſe me lo, 
Forbear your force 80 let me go, 
| will 1 vow, I will reſign, 
O do not let the Sin be mine. 


The next was of a courſer Mold, 
By Wine made merry brisk and bold, 
Who catching hold on Holy Siſter, 


Addreſt her thus, but firſt he Kiſer her. 
| Madam, ſays he, I vow and ſwear 
Thou art ſo Young, ſo Soft and Fair, 


That I'd not looſe this pretious Minute 
for Paradice and all thats i in it. 


Tberefore 
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Therefore my Dear; to deal Ingenious, 
I will be Mars, you muſt be Venas, 
And in this very Houſe or Manſion, 
Wel enter into cloſe Conjunction; 
Be free and I ſhall foon diſpatch you 
Im cock'd and prim'd and muſt have at you. 


Lord Sir, the pretty Nun cry'd out, 
1 hope you're not deſign'd to Shoot; 

Til grant you all you can deſire, 

But do not, do not, do not fire, 

For if you do, I'm fore afraid 

You'll kill me, oh! 0 kill me dead. 


Next theſe . a Spruce Cadder, 
'A Beau of wondrous Nicety, 
Who parts his Captive on the Check, 


of 7 And thus the Fop begins eo ſpeak ; 7 


Dear pretty Phubs, I vow to Gad, 
You Ladies make us Soldiers mad, 
What frigid Mortal can forbear, 
Sweet Beauty ſo Devout and Fair : 
Nay frame not ſuch an angry Face, 
I muſt attack your gartering Place. 


Excuſe me, Sir, Oh! let me go, 
Ho can you ſerve a Virgin (o? 

To no immodeſt Freedoms given, 
But wedded for her Life to Heaven: 


Cotzooks 
) 


(7) 
By all that's Sacred, here's no Linnen. 


Why prethee, Madam, what a Pox 
Are Nuns allow d to wear no Smocks > > 


No Sir, the charming fair One cry'd, 

We humour not our Eaſe or Pride, 
We wear courſe Woollen next our Skins, 
As Penance for our leſſer Sins. 


By the Lord, I fancy, that I ſmell you, 
Like an old Goat, methinks you're Frowzy, 
kelides my Dear, J fear you're Louſey; 
Faith Madam, you may keep for me, 
[Your Sanctify'd Virginity : 

What Sloven do you think would uſe it, 


Give me good, clean, fine Holland Linnen, 
Fit for a Gentleman to Sin in. ; 

No Smock (ad take me) I'd as foon 
ajole a Beggar as a Nun. 


Come, Madam, faid a Stander by, 
hat ſee the Beau fo Nice and Shy, 

I've ſeen as good as he by troth, 

Make a good Meal without a Cloth ; 

aith Madam, keener Appetites 


ill jump at what his Stomach flights, 


Faith Madam giye me leave to tell you, 


Since you can't make one ſhift to loſe it? 


Cotzooks, my Dear, why what's the meaning? 


And 5 
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And 1 my ſelf am glad to chuſe, 
Thoſe Bleſſings he diſdain'd to uſe, 


_ Have Pity on a Maid ſhe cryes, 
Dear Sir, that at your Mercy lyes; 
Pollute not helpleſs Innocence, 
Forbear that crying black Offence. 


Wounds, Madam, ſays the merry Blade 
Woman for the ufe of Man was made; 
The Innocence you plead's a Jeſt, 

'You would not talk fo to a Prieſt. 

I know you Nuns are but a ſort, 

Of pious Wag-tails for the Sport 
Of brawny Monks and Pricſt's Deſi Ign'd, 
Your Cloyſter'd Life is but a Blind; 
Therefore don't ſtruggle bur ly. Mill, 

1 yow and ſwear I muſt and will, 


Nay Sir, reply 'd the charming Sainr, 
If you're ſo reſolutely bent? 
ln me it's Folly to contend, 
1 muſt ſubmit, and there's an End; 
But don't, dear Sir, nay don't, wha: 
Lord what d'ye do, O there, O there, 
Nay, now I'll ſwear you've quite undone, 
A Nun, O fye, a Nun, a Nun. 
5 N 9 
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"TUE oe 
[EMPLE of FAME, 
INSCRIB'D To 


Mr. CONGREVPE. 


ALL now of late, we obj the loud EW 
Of Namur, Crefſy, Paictiers, Agincourt, 
Too big for Truth, or Truth at beſt TC 
Lofty Brains.” which Poets firſt devis'd 
oflatter Kings, with painted Conqueſts won, 

s Perſians ſtill adore the riſing Sun: 

e thought the Nation, curſt with civil Foes, 

ad Scorn'd the uſe of Worth, as well as Bowes: 
vt ſee——a Brighter Scene attracts our Eyes 

o greater deeds, where greater wonders rife ; 

rue Advanc'd, and Impotence defpis'd, 

mond careſs'd, . M—— gue chaſtis d, 

Wd Saxon Virtue ſtabliſh't into Law, 

h fair * as the World oer ſaw. 


And now, O 9 wibt thou igt thy Pen; 
0 ing he Arms of the Victorious Men! 1 | 


* 
Not thy own a William s was a Nobler Name; 
Or more renown'd in Poetry and Fame: 
Eugenès Cremona may with Namur joyn, 
And Vigo be an equal to the Boyn: | 
Th? Illuſtrious Ann her Poets will regard, 
And Ormand well as: Montague reward. , 
Fame, which a wand'rer was in Homer's days; 
Treated like him with Poverty and Praiſe 
Living as yet, at large, from place to place, 
With Demi-Heroes, and a mingled Race, 
Refoly'd of late, to fix a ſtanding Shrine, 
And like the other Gods in Temples Shine 
Since like the other Gods ſh2 ſprung from race Divine, 
Where ſhe might anſwer Vows, and Virtue Crown, 
. Diſplay her Conqueſts, and reward Renown ; _ 
Where darling Chiefs a laſting Praiſe might bave, 
Who Merit Triumph cer th? impartial Grave; 
Where worth in Native Glory may be ſhown, 
And future Heroes learn to raiſe their own. 


For this intent, ſhe took her ſpeedy Flight, 
 Thro? all the various Climes of circling Light, 
To find a Place, where ſhe ws well be Secn, 
To rule a People worthy ſuch a Queen. 

Oe, Sunny Hills, and Flowr'y Vales ſhe paſrd, 


| Arour' the World her hundred Eyes ſhe caſt, | 

Till Albion's Glittring cliffs obtain'd her view at laſt, 
The Goddeſs paus'd—Tranſported with Surpriſe, 
And look d again, and fed her Raviſh't Eyes: 

Her Face all o'er a Blooming joy dilplay'd, 


Mild as the Bluſhes of a yielding Maid; 


. 

One Glance from this fair Scene her grief beguil'd; 
Scene, which like an Infant Nature ſmil'd: 
No Sun it needed, where a Goddeſs Shone, 
Reflecting Brighter Luſtre of her own. = 
zue faw how Albion s Tow'rs aſſault the Skies, 

At once to threaten and invite the Eyes; 

Alion! which has the greateſt T'yrants awd, 
en tous at home, and Terrible abroad; 

lion! Like youthful Nature's Eden plac d; 

With every good, and every Pleaſure Grac'd; 
verſe to Eaſe, ia vincibly by toil, = OY 
bus Heav'n alone excels the Holy Iſle. 


the ſaw with joy the Warlike Troops diſdain; 
Tue painted threatnings of the Boy of Spain; 


While Lews, like a Canvas- Jove may ſtand, 
ih barmleſs Thunder in his lifred hand: 

ith us no gawdy pomp, or Perſian Traiu, 
Make tedious Fights and Victories in vain ; 
Our Navys ſcorns thoſe vile, infectious Fears, 
But War, all horrid, like itſelf appears. 


She ſaw how ſwift they flew to meet their Foes, | 
How Bloody Croſſes on their Streamers roſe ; 
Irbe Warlike Chiefs in diſtant order move; 

A Train of Gods behind a leading Jove: 

Like Swans in long array their Veſſels ride; 
While parting Seas before their Breaſts divide: 
The friendly Winds inſpire Etefian Gales, 

ind fanning Zephirs ſwell the Peaceful Sails 


J 


And how they ſhook their Native Faſces of the Main. 


To ſtop their Courſe no angry Billows roar, 
But all lye Lull'd and Panting on the Shore. 

Her Generous mind the fait Ideas drew, 

Olk future greatneſs, preſent to her View, 


And all the ſhining Paths ber Heroes ſhould pure 


She heard the Thund'ring Cannon tend the Air, 


To give a dreadful prelude to the War. 

She heard the Adnvral firſt denounce their Dom 
In rattling fleet, when they had cut the Boom: 

A Cloud of Fire obſcures the Hoſtile Shore, 

And waken'd tydes in dreary Murtnurs Roar: 

The valliant ſhot Rous d every Engliſh Heart, 

Still ready to defend an injur'd Parr. 

And Meditate the Foe, they were to meet, 

The Martial Leader of the Spaniſh Fleer; 

But all in vain, for all bad ſhun'd the Fight, 

As Flocks of Larks retreat before a Rite; 

Never did Men more joyfully obey, 

Or ſooner learnt the ſign to run away: 

Let foreign Monuments the ſtory tell, 

How many by our Engliſh Valour fell, 


But from our own, *tis vanity to know, 


Whoſe Arms are tainted by ſo baſe a Foe. 


Whole Squadrons by experienc'd Captains led, 
Baſely before a ſingle handful Fled: 

Almighty Gold was Impotent to lay 201 

The beſt of Armies, bent to run away; 
Almighty Gold was feeble to prevail, 
When every Soldiers Heart began to fail 
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80 huge Leviathays atrehd their prey: 
Which thro' their ſ pacious jaws miſt 
But when a War is in defence of Right, 
The juſtice of the cauſe inſpires to Fight; 

The Villain flys, o'ercome by Land and Seas, 
And gives up Fraud to be chaſtis'd with eaſe. 


the way: 


Homewards again the Conqu'ring ey rides, 

| And Boundleſs Wealth, without our care, provides; 

Waylays their trade, their Floating Ore beſets, 

Thus willing Prizes crow'd into our Nets, : 

All this ſhe ſaw Beneath her glad Survey, | y Þ 

Where Wealth on heaps from Indian Quarties lay, 8 

Reſcu'd from the rapacious Birds of prey. 

Nor needed to reſolve upon her care, 

But riſing up Incumbent on the Air, 8 

She ſtrait declar'd her Temple ſhould be there? 
gde 8 ſtrait a foaciori Dome appear'd, 

A Golden Roof and Brazen Pillars rear'd; 

For Braſs can beſt the hollow ſounds diffuſe, 

And Multiply the Ecchoes of the News: 

The Walls are hid with many hopeful Lye, 8 

Which gain d it's credit by Credulity ; - 

Gilded with Truth; the Floor is pav'd with Eyes; 

Nerves, Sine ws, bellen Bones, and Arteries; 

The Court with one Eternal uproar Bawls, 

With Scandals ruſhing thro* the Cranny'd walls: 

A hideous din, as when the Billows Roar, | 

And es quarel with th ioſulting Shore; 3 3 


( $ 2 
A broken Tumult, deaf, confus'd and Loud ; 
Like Thunder rumbligg in a diſtant Cloud. 
Some Portraitures the were, as wild Diſpair, 
Beating her Breaſts, and tearing of her hair: 
Beneath her joyous Hope ſupinely lay, 
 Pampring up Sloth, and batrning Life away: 
True Virtue next, (whom no report could move) 
With Fancy, Run Calumny and Love, 
Fool hardineſs, Deceit, and Falſe ſurmize, 
Gaping with open-mouths to Ecchoe Lyes; 
Damn'd Infidelity, and Secret hate, 
With motly Doubt, and Impotent debate. 
Oppos d to theſe were Fields of Battle Spread, 
All Tinctur'd with the Fat of Slaughter Red, 

Triumphant Conqueſt lightens all the place, 
And ſparkling Gladneſs ſhines in every Face; 
Stretcht on the ground a ſuppliant Captive lies, 
_ Suing the Victor with beſeeching Eyes; 
| The Victor's Sword ſtands hovering o'er his head, 
And now but Pauſes, &er it ſtrikes him dead. 
One like a Parthian flyes th? unequal Ghace, 
And flying wounds, and dies upon the Place: 
No verdant Landſcape cheers the Famiſh'd ſight; 
But Groves of Spears, a Famine, or a Fight; 
Cities diſpeopled, and the Paſtures bare, 
With Plunder, Rapine, and the waſte of War : 
Ships burnt in Fight, or ſplit upon the Shore, 
Sucking in Waves, disburthen'd of their Ore: 
A Liquid Field, oer which a Tow'r is Placd, 


By mary lighted and by few Poſkeſs'd ; 
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{moaking Cannons whizzing o'er the Plains 
oſcorch the Ground with ſhow'rs of Fiery Rain,. 
heſe and a Thouſand more were there to lee, 

fore the things themſelves began to be: 

| Copy'd from th? Eternal book of Fate, 

adorn the Sacred Fane, as Beautiful as Great. 


| The Goddeſs ſelf on a fair Mont ſtood, 
yond the verdure of a Beauteous Wood; 
Jf Cedars, Cypreſs, Mirtles, Beeches, Oaks, 


ith Country Elm and Aſh, for Ploughs and Yoaks, 
The Sacred Laurel, and the weeping Mirrb, | 


he Lover's Willow, and the fragrant Firr, 
The Thriſty Woodreve, and the fruitful Pine, 
[The Lofty Poplar, and the curling Vine, 
[The T rembling Aſp, whoſe waving Branches bow, 
Oer Prickly Shrubs which humbly creep below: 
[The curſed Elder, and the fatal Yew, | 
Affrighted hence at awful diſtance Grew, 
hoſe Blighted tops with ſickly Mildes ſtood, 
And Proudly over-look'd the Neighb'ring Wood: 
No boding Ravens Harbour here their Ne#s, 
Or Serpents, Toads, or any croaking Beaſts; - 
But the whole Proſpect wears Eternal Green, 
Shades on each ſide and a Square Mead between. 
High o'er the Wood the Goddeſs rears her ſize, 
And hides her Tow'ring forhead in the Skies: 
Two Golden wings are on her Shoulders Plac d, 
To raiſe her Vigour and enlarge her haſt: 
ler better hand a Silver Trumpet bore, 
Io waſt Report to every diſtant Shore; "hip 
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(10) 
A ſcatfe of Mouths acroſs her Arms are bung, ; 
And every Mouth is babling with a Tongue: 
A Plate of yawning Ears conceals her Breaſt, 
Arid a thin Vail but ſcarcely hides the reſt. 
No Peaceful Slumbers ſeal her wakeful Eyes, 
But here and there with every blaſt ſhe Flies. 
Her other hand is ſeen a Book to hold, 
With Acts of Godlike Cbivalry enroll'd; 
Eternal Youth fits Blooming in her Face, 
Tho ſhe's firſt- Born of all the Heav'nly Race; 
For bright Example had been ſure to ly, 
Loſt in the ruines of Antiquity ; | 
Had ſhe not as the great Forerunner came, 
And both preſerv*d, and Eterniz d its Name. 
It ſo befel, as ſtrange things will befal, | 
A Warlike (*) Knight arriv'd at this fair Hall, 
To whom a hundred Gallant Squires reſort, 
To fill his State, and make a moving Court: 
Soon as they ever touch the Sacred ground, 
A Trumpet, loud as Fame, was heard around | 
Te Heroe Raviſh'd with a ſtrange delight, 
At ſuch a noble ſound, and pleafing fight; 
Kneeb'd to the Shrine to make his juſt addreſs 
Of thankful Praiſes for his late ſucceſs : 
Soon as he Kneel'd, the Lyes began to fall 
Off from the cred Cieling of the Wall; 
Wich winged haſt r a neighb'ring Lake they flew, 
Where whiſtling Reeds, and ny. Okiers 's grow: 
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The Crowd, with Laurel wreaths their Heroe Crown; 
govereign of War, Immortal in renown: 
The op'ning Winds from every quarter blow, 
That every quarter of the World may know, 
Th' extent of Virtue when upheld by Pow r, 
Which Envy cannot blaſt, or Time devour. 
(Whoſe glad Rememb'rance ſhall remain as long, 
Ai _ has an Ear, or Fame a Tongue. 


The Goddess bent down her beamy head, 
And wide before his Eyes her Book difplay'd; 
Where all the worthys of the Britiſh line 77 
Rank'd by themſelves with brighter Luſtre ſhine, 8 
All of a make throughout, all Glorious and Divine. 
A Giant Race rul'd Albion's younger Years, 
| Whoſe Names are now forgotten with their Wars: 
Dardanian Brute came next, whoſe ample Shield, 

Bore a red Lion on a Golden Field; | 

Whoſe Cenqu'ring Arms (as all things will decay) 
[Riſign'd their Glories to the Roman ſway ; 1 
dince nothing is of Pow'r enough to move, 
Againſt a Ceſar and a (7) Queen of Love: 
Albion from him ſoon felt a new Divorce, 
Forc'c by ſtern Hengiſt te the (t) Saxon Horſe; 
But won again by more Victorious deeds, 
She yielded to his Race which now ſucceeds. 
Here Arthur Shines, the Briton's Ancient Song, 

Dragging a Pond'rous Iron Lance along, 


[ET 
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(*) For Jolins Gzfar more 1 FE 4 Venus in his Enſign, hes 
if #2 Eagle, a; ſome very judicio have aſur d me, when he Conquer d 
nglank (t) Mare being the Coat of Hengilt, 
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T'wo 475 at Badon he the Fight withſfood : 


Weary'd with Slaying, and Immerſt in Blood; 
Stought Gillamore to Ireland purſu'd, 


Firſt block d him up and afterwards ſubdu'd : 


Hence to th Armorick Coaſts his Arms advatice, 
As England ever was a fate to Frante; 


At Paris he Gigantick Rython Fought, 
We” And home his Armour as a Trophy brought. 


| There s Scottiſh Malcolm with his Engliſh Bride; 
And here her Warlike Grandſire Iron-ſide; 


There Portraitur'd in Golden lines is ſer, 

The Beauteous Race of brave Plantagenet; 

Here Valliant 7 udor from the North arrives, 

In whom Lluellin's Lineage doubly thtives; 

There nobler Stuart the ſucceſſion gains, 

And Scottiſh James with Daniſh Anna reigns ; 

In whoſe bleſt line th Inteſtine jars Unite, gi 

Of the two Kingdoms in one common Right: 
Next came th unhappy of the latter Age, 

And then the Goddeſs turn'd another Page; 

Juſtly concern'd to ſee thoſe Gloomy days, 

And would not mention, whom ſhe could not Praiſe 

But as the Heroe ſpy'd young Glo#ters Name, 

"The faireſt which e'er grac'd the roll of Fame; 
His gen'rous Breaſt was wrec'd with ſtrange Surprize, 

And Streams of Tears fel tricklin 8 from His Eyes. 
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_ «og Tunbridge! happy a was thy Flow ry Plain, 
_I_ « * Where young Tales Martiall' out his Train - [556 
65 MR | | | | Methink: N 
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© Methinks I fee (be gbd) bis Camp ariſe, 
« With the mock Streamers w waving in the Skies 


„While the young Ammon Mounts his foaming Horſe; 
With conduct, far Superior to his Force; 


The Horſe as conſcious of his Royal Guide, "* 

Stands Patient by his Alexander's ſide, $ 

" Forgets to paw the (Ground, and Checks his kavghtyPride 

And now, I ſee him puſh to foil the Foe, 

& And deal his ſtroaks in Military new; 

* Again the little Heroe ſeems to yield, 

To rally up again, and to retake the Field; 

Fantaſtick Ramparts here his Troops had rear oy 

And there with harmleſs haſt a Paſſage bar'd : 

The mock Machines were mov'd ſo juſtly well, 

The French were routed, and their Les fell : 7 

* How Fierce he rais'd his Arm, and Scowr'd the Plain, 

* appeaſe the Ghoſts of the diſſembled Slain? 

How pleas'd he was, when once be chanc'd to bear, 

4A Paſtbord Trophy of the mimick War. 

Theſe things alas! but too too plainly ſhew, 

*® What the Eſtzbl;fht Man defign'd to do; 

" Fighting his ſport, a Bloody Sword his toy, 

He ated Man ev'n while he Play'd a Boy, 

More he had ſaid, but ſighs his Boſom tore, | 

and choak'd his voice, that he could ſpeak no more, 

baneath all theſe a Race of Heroes ſhone, 
Who never climb'd but yet deſerv'd a Throne; 
lc the firſt, and Rawleigh next were ſeen, 
Two hapleſs Fav'rites of a veageful Qs Pneen,, 

Whoſe cruel Fates by fad experience prove, 
in No Mean bstwixt a woman's h ate and Love, 


Ruſſel 
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Ruſſell and Jerſey next in Gold appear, 
Once aur ſupports, and Thunderbolts of War, 


Eugene was next, that Meritorious Name, 

Ador'd as Titas, and as dear to Fame; 

Ask Villeroy, for he the beſt can tell, 

What mighty Numbers at Cremona fell, 
When he himſelf, was by himſelf betray'd, 

And fell into a Snare his hapleſs craft had made: 
With him's Commerci, ſuddain in his end, 
Wearing the double Name, of Warriour and Friend; ; 

Both in the ſame bright track of Glory mov'd, 
And like Achilles and Patroclus Lov'd. 


Ormond came After, Loyal all along, 
(Whoſe Name ſhall ever grace Heroick Song ) 
For if an Ormond once ſhould fear to Fight, 
What Poet would be bold enough to Write? 
Ormond, who never Condeſcends to yield, 
But for the Triumph of another Field 3 
His mighty action oer the Spaniſſi- Fleet, 
Snall live as long as Men or verſe have feet; 
Shannon was next, who Ventui'd to unfold, 
The dazling Beauties of bewitching Gold; 
Him ſhe atrempted firſt with all her Charms, 
But ſtill he ſhook her from his generous Arms; 
His Conqu'ring hand as Bountiful as brave, 
The Glitrring Plunder to his Soldiers gave; 
As fit that what their dauntleſs Courage won, 
Should only be their Countric's, or their own, 


Hopjos 
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e ind Hamilton the mſelves excel, 
lone ever Fought ſo much, and fought fo well: 
bit never Annals can preſume to ſhew, © 
\nother Ormond or a Marlborough, | 
ogive my boldneſs, if yous worth to raiſe, . yy 
make you but Competitors for Bays, _ 7 5 
ampetitors are foils to one anothers Praiſe, 
bus two ſtout Lions on the wilds of Thrace, © 
ger for Food, the Herds and Herdſmen Chace | 
he Royal Beaſts bellaw their loud difdaing 
knowing how to fear, and Spurn the Plain ; 
any Herdfman dares to meet their Courſe, 
bey laſh their tails to rouſe their tardy Force: 
[hey poize their paws, and Swiftly whirl around, 
nd tear th Audacious Ruſtick to the ground: 
d when the Guard is once remov'd away, 
(he trembling Herd becomes an ealy Prey. 


| Others there were of Valour, and Command, 

elerv d by Fame for ſome more Skilfal hand; 
hoſe Actions ſhall the coming Ape adorn, 

bd all Fought well, for all were Engliſh Born. 


All theſe to Rook were as Examples Shown, 

o be Admir'd, Prais'd, Copy'd, and outdone; 

hen his own Name th' Illuſtrious Heroe rea'd, 
Virgin Bluſh his honeſt Face o' erſpread; 

o more he could the mighty Search Purſue, 

rcd d the Sacred Page, and Modeſtly withdrew, 
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A Preface 20 a Satyr of this kind, may perhaps 
\ lcokewery odd among our ne- fangl d Quality, 
vit h whom nothing will reliſh, but what is gay and 
modiſh ; for Vanity has got the Aſcendant over their 
yirtue, good Nature, and Compaſſion : So that one 
dequaintance will not bow to another, if the Advan- 
tage lies on either fide, eſpecially if one be on Foot, 
and the ot her is mounted, as he imagines, in his tri- 
unphal Chariot: Bat it mould look more ſtrange, if 
it was not conformable to the Mode of the Times ; for 
if Gentlemen are never ſuch dear Companions now, 
they muſt have no Converſation together, but upon 
equal terms, leaſt ſome ſhould ſay to the Man of Fi- 
cure, Bleſs me, Sit! what ſtrange filthy Fellow was 
that you bow'd to parading in the Mall, as you was 
driving to the Ring 2 I wonder any body will de- 
mean themſelves ſo much as to converſe with dirty Pec- 
pie that walk on Foot. A Gentleman ſhould never 
J ſeen iu the Street out of a Chair or a Coach ; { ao 
wt mean a filthy Hackney-Coach, which is enough to 
nate 2 Man that conſults his Appetite, puke in a 
Morniag; for tis Nicety in Tajte that diſtinguiſhes a 
Aan of Parts. be - 
No. Perſon can ever lay Claim to Nit and fine thinks 
ny, that does not lie ſoft a Nights, wear clean Lin- 
nen a days, and eat with a peculiar tind of Delicacy 
at alrimes ; for theſe things are as neceſſary to the 
forming of a bright Genius, as clean Straw and Chail 
e to the whitening the Fleſh of an Eflex Calf, Aud 
1 . as 


tig; which i the Reaſon the fair Sex ſo far outdo u 


* | 4) 
as this Curioſity ought to be obſerv'd in our Diet, | 
it ought more particularly to be regarded in our May, 
vers, eſpecially that part which tends to good Breed. 


in Punitifto's, the very Eſſence of Education; for | 
have heard of a Lady, whoſe Nicety prevail'd over 
ber Inclinations ſo much, that ſhe would ſcarce ally 
her ſelf the Benefits of Nature, leaſt they ſhould dt. 
file the Purity of her Imaginations, and make he 
break thro the Decorum of good Manners. She . 
voided chewing of her Victuals, for fear of corruptin 
of her Teeth and a ſtinking Breath, ſo ſhe ſui: 
low'd her meat whole, with the help of a cur: 
ous pair of Gold Tongues and a Hhale bone Ramme 
She could not bear the Thoughts of Marriage, becau| 
ſhe dreaded the Apprehenſion of touching Man's-fith 
tho ſome Friend's of leſs Ceremony, perſwaded bert. 
that at laſt, upon Account that there was no occajun 
yr come, 7 le; 
Now, as ſome are as curious in Dreſs and Equipay 
as others are in Decorums ; to oblige all theſe Vu 
 tuoſo's of ſuch diſtinguiſhing Gouts, ] have penn d th 
Ironical Satyr againſt the ſlovenly part of the Worli 
who value themſelves upon Reaſon and good Senſe, ai 
ſo neglect thoſe valuable Things which are of ſo mui 
Concern to the Well-bred and Accompliſ d, who 
ly deſerve the happy Title of the Beau-Monde. 


Adieu. 


tn + i i | 
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BRITISH Olympicks, &c. 


Rom vulgar Eyes, on Plains exalted high, 
Where noble Duſt does in Confuſion fly, 
Tuber the Wealthy and the Great repair, 
To draw Contagion from polluted Air. 
Ingilded Chariots ſome delight to ride, 
And with their Folly, gratify their Pride, 
hile the vile ends they coutt from this Addreſs, 
Gives them falſe Notions of true Happineſs. 
he empty Fame theſe Gallants have in view, 
ind with ſuch haſty Violence purſue, 
las! will wither ere the Glory's got, 
ho deſtin'd theirs by F ortune's bounteous Lot 5 
„ad tho' no Laurel-palms adorn their Brows, 
mortal Wreaths ate giv'n by gentle Spouſe, 
{cxalt their Honour, and adorn their Houſe. 
Theſeare the Glories, this the hunted Prize, 


Le | boaſted Fa me of Circle - Victories. 1 
1 A 3 Bluſb 2 


"Op" 

Bluſh, Britons, then, that here you tamely yield 
The Trophies won in Bleinbeim's duſtier Field; 
Where your brave Anceſtors rejoyCd to fee 
Honour retriev'd by their Poſterity. 
But fee how ſoon the blooming Flow” r is gone, 
With'ring beneath the Coldneſs of the Moon! 
Heavy and dull, like that moiſt Planet, now _ 

The ſprightly Wirs and active Heroes grow ; 
The wat'ry Flegm lies floating in the Brain, 
And makes them like the Women, proud and vain, 
A thouſand diffrent Whims poſſeſs the Mind, 
To Day they love, to Morrow are laclin'd 
Fantaſtickly to vary like the Wine. 
Flora her- ſelf, tho much more nice and gay, 
Changes her Liv'ry not ſo oft as they. 
The fickle Fop, inſatiate in his Luſt, 
Has not for ought but Equipage a Guſt; 
The tinſel Harneſs glitters in his Eyes, | 
And makes him fancy, as he's great he's wiſe : : 
| While the bold Courſers, bound with full career, 
Laſh'd briskly by the brawny Charioteer; 
The fared Epicure lolls at his Eaſe, 
Till Vanity becomes ev'n a Diſeaſe; 
The Head turns giddy, as the Wheels turn round, 
And this wiſe Man at laſt a Fool is found ; 
A meer Mock-man, or if there's ought that $ leſs, | 
A Blockhead made on purpoſe for a Dreſs. 


But Heawns ĩꝰt poſſible for to believe 
Mankind ſhould ſtudy Mankind to deceive, 


71 
To ſee ſuch glorious 8 of Outſide ſhine, 
And find no kind of Furnirure within, 
| Enfigns of Grandeur painted at the Door, 
But all within diminutively poor? 
The gawdy Slaves may ſhew their Maſter's vain, 
And cheat the unwary with a num'rous Train; 
| But ſpight of all the tawdry Coat and Lace, 
Th unthinking Thing will peep out of the Glaſs, 
And ſhew the Multicade his Monkey -Face. 
Sometimes alone th' infipid Ideot rowls, 
The Admirat ion of fond gazing Fools, 
Whoſe ſlender Opticks can no farther go, 
Than to the Splendor of the gilded Show. 
ſometimes to prove their Converſation bright, 
They bring with them a Gameſter, Rake, or Wit; 
Then decently deride the beauteous Ring, | 
And bawdy Jeſts around the Circle fling, 
Wich bouncing Bell a luſheous Chat they hold, 
Squabble with Mal, or Orange Betty ſcold, 
Then laugh immoderately, vain, and loud, 
| To raiſe the Wonder of th attentive Crowd; 

At laſt to finiſh here their Puppy-Show, 

The Bawd's diſpatch'd to ſerve a Billet-deux. 
Othes come here to pleaſe their Appetites, 

in nicer Pleaſures, and in ſofc Delights. 
Hans languiſhes the Night away, 
And wiſhes, that the Light would longer ſtay. 
 Mfhebur fees the fair Awurelia's Shade, 7 : 
rhe pliant Youth bows down his ſuppliant Head, © 
Juſt like a Bulruſh, or a ſlender Reed: I 8 
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(8) A 
But if her Garment touch his am'rous Eye, 


His Sighs encteaſe as if the Swain would die; 
No ſooner does he view the charming Face, 
But inſtantly he quits th inchanted Place; 

No longer able to ſuſtain the Fire, 

That draws him thither with ſuch warm deſire· 
Pity Sylvanw, and his wretched Doom, 
| Whois in love, but knows not well with whom. 

Horatio round the ſplended Circle flies 

And, like the Hawk, darts terror from his eyes. 

The captive Fair juſt lixe the Coward Game, 
Tremble to look upon the blazing Flame: 

The Tyrant- Lover triumphs oer the Prize; 
For what we gain with eaſe, we moſt deſpiſe. 
Inhuman this, to uſe bright Lyciaſo, 

Who gave him firſt the Eſſence of a Beau. 

See how Salmonio's turn'd a Country-Clown, 
From being once the firſt-rate Fop in Town! 
VWVhen ſpangl'd Coach and fix did fo ſurprize, 
And drew along with them the Ladies Eyes; 
How then Salmonio revell'd in each Heart, 
| That ſcarce can claim in any now a part! 
Here, in this view, a thouſand diff rent ways 
There are, to raiſe Mens wonder, and to pleaſe: 
Some ſatisfy with gaudy Cloaths their Pride, 
And ſome in Stuffs ſo in a Coach will ride; 
Such diffrent things our Inclination guide, 
No Hunger pinches, when prepar'd with Pride. 
Six Days the Niggard ſhall his Carcaſs pine, 
That on the ſeventh he may nobly dine. 


(9) 
b ambitious Fair aſpiring to be Great, 1 
hall for theſe Ends, fefuſe to drink or eat 
zo that on Sunday they be ſure to bring $985 
\ handſome Equipage to make the Ring. 
Others there are, rather than not appear, 
Vill hire a Chariot fifty times a year; 
ood natur'd Madam ſtrip her Petticoat, 
o make her Coach-man fine in a Surtoot 
Tho in a Garret laid, and homely Bed, 
The Coach and Horſes ſtill run in her Head. 
Thoſe quell the Vapours, and thoſe ſtagnant Fumcs, 

Vhich, as *tis ſaid, for want of Motion comes; : 
or Hippo will in ſome ſo ſtrongly fix, 
(can't be cur'd without a Coach and ſix; 
Vhoſe ſwift career whirls with ſuch force about, 
It drives gymnaſtickly the Vapour out; 
Tho, as the Learn'd pretend to make it plain, 
hey catch hereby a more malignant Pain, 
That which admits not of the wiſeſt Rules 
put Ratcliſf's muſt a- like with Garth's prove Fools. 
Satyr, look here, with more diſcerning Eyes, 
Where Goldon Duſt does from the City riſe, 
hat triumphs boldly in th Olympick Prize. 
merics ſhines with moſt exalted Pride, 

cauſe he's honour'd with a noble Bride; : 
he Pageanc-Painting like a Lord-May't's Show, 
Deck'd out with Maiden-Queen and mimick Beau, 
Let's the Spectator quickly underſtand, 
The Owner wants no Mony, and no Land; 


| But 
Th | 
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But thus profuſely fine, can ſcarcely tell, 
"Whether he is a Man or Angel, Well: 
For raisd above the crowd, with pompous train 
He thinks his equal to a Monarth's Reign. 
The indulgent Culls of late are grown ſo kind, 
They always for their Vanity Excuſes find; 
Seldom to Park the good - natur'd Ninny drives, 
Bur pleads, thus we muſt do to pleaſe our Wives; 
When th' odds are very great, whether or no 
You ever fee the Dowdy with the Beau: 
But if a Belle the Ape is fond to play, 


5 As Kittens do, by pawing all the Day; 
Or elſe in publick with an awkard Grin, 


He fleers at Madam to regale her Spleen. 
Reverſe to this Oneglia thinks her Spouſe 
The dulleſt, uſeleſs thing about her Houſe; 
Per ſwades the Coxcomb, and he does ee 
She is a Saint, tho others think an Eve. 
With him ſhe ſcorns to viſir Plays or Park; 
But rather there, than meet him in the Dark. 
The Coquet does in ev'ry thing prevail, 
Tho all Men know her Art and Beauty ſtale; 
But in the Ring ſhe always will be ſeen 
In various Colours, Vellow, Red, and Green, 
And like her Horſes, skinny, old, and lean. 
No gaudy Tulip in the Month of May, 
Smells half fo rank, or dreſſes half ſo gay. 
Mut is a widow, ſolemn looks and grave, 
Bur yet would fain a ſecond Venture have, 


(1) 
geſore her Daughters, who are all full grown, 
among the ramping ſix, can meet with one. 
The Fault is theirs, perhaps the Maids are ſhy, 
And will not, as ſome do, their Husbands buy; 
Or take up, as fome Widows have thought beit, 
ith a young Rake, or elſe a brawny Prieſt. 
ais's more modeſt, by her Liv'ry known, 
A Non-Con-Gray, or elſe a Ruſſet-Brown. 
Manlius thro all the City does proclaim * 
His Arms, his Equipage, and ancient Name; 
For ſearch the Court of Honour, and you'll ſee 
Marlins his Name, but not his Pedigree. 
What then? This is the Practice of the Town, 
For ſhould no Man bear Arms, but what's his own, * 
Hundreds that make the Ring, would carry none : g 
And that would ſpoil the Beauty of the Place, 
For Scutcheons ſhow Antiquity and Race; 
Which ev'ry one have right to that come here, 
As Soldiers have to Arms, that go to War. 
This is tht Olympick-Field ; he wins the Prize, 
That dazles moſt the fair Spectators Eyes. 
Here young Furneſio, like his Father vain, 
Vithout the Purchaſe would the Conqueſt gain, 
ich rawdry Dreſs, for great and noble paſs, 
\s with the Lyon's Skin once did the Aſs; 
But, ſpite of all his Politicks appears 

Unluckily to his Diſgrace, his Ears. 

juſt ſo the fancy'd Equipage will ſhow _ 

The judgment and the Choice from whencethey flow, 


Ti ER: hn + Tiv"ries 


12 | 
Liv'ties ſometimes ard a — Grace, 
That are not trimm'd with Gold or Silver Lace: 
But who in Bays and Worſted would appear 
Ingeniouſly genteel, muſt copy here. 
Gazm and Lycius long have been ent oll'd ont 
In the bright Circus, and their Stories told: 
What Conqueſts they have made, what Triumph 
n! Coliet rH ET won no 
How often round the Olympick-Cirele run, (done. 
The Prizes they have gain'd, how many Nymphs un- 
Tell now, my Muſe, what Wonders thou haſt ſeen, Meet 
What heaps of Chariot-Wheels thick crowding in, 
Ta ſcour the duſty Plain, or beat the flow'ry Green, 


Tontend for Victory, which ſhould exceed 4 
The nobleſt Chariot, or the nobleſt Steed. 16 
The Gilding, Carving, or the brighteſt Glas, e. 
The faireſt Periwig, or faireſt Pace. E kn 
The richeſt Clothing, or the niceſt Shape, — 5 


The beſt Retinue, or the greateſt Ape. 

Nor are the beauteous Sex excluded here, 
As anciently in Greece and Rome they were, 
But may contend ro win the glorious Prize, 


Gain'd by their Dreſs, more often then their Eyes. W* 
Here Heads gainſt Heads are drawn up in Artay, | 
When careleſs Negligence ſhall win the Day; | vi 
Hoods againſt Hoods, and Ribbons ſingly proye o 
The Colour which conduces moſt to love; or 
Ev'n Handkerchiefs are Enſigns now of War, Na 


At once attract our Eyes, and guard the Fair, 
Thus glitt ring Ornaments molt deeply wound, 
And dart us thro”, as hutty'd Iwiftly round. 
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Iuſt like the heated Wheels, the Heart grows warm, 

and ſtruggling Nature ſucks in ev'ry Charm; 

lab ring for Breath, inſtead of cooling Air, 

ſc draw in Poyſon, caſt out by the Fair. 

ontagious this, Men frantick grow, and mad, 

Ind here forget the Reaſon once they had. 

mander thus, from a plain home-ſpun Clown, 

;now become the errant'ſt Rake in Town, 

Ind dazles wich a ſplendid Show, the Ring, 

Tho! like the Bat at Twilight he come in: 

For tis enough Cymander has been there, 

o boaſt of Favours, and to toaſt the Fair: 

ell sKiJP d in Heraldry, he vaunts his Arms 

He more Admirers, than Serinda's Charms; 

ho in a Hack he loves a gen'rons She, 

e hates the nauſeous Airs of Quality. 

Freedom and Liberty is what he ſeeks, 

ind downright Bawdy chiefly what he ſpeaks. 

In ſhort, to make his Character compleat, 

l Rakiſh Vices ſingly in him meet. 

Volubius has a nice and courtly Mein, 

hat ſeldom is but with Decorum ſeen, | 

Hates gaudy Colours, but affects much Green. 

His Houſe, his Coach, his Equipage, his Wite, 

uſt bear his Badge. To draw him to the Life, 
Wow ſtrangely we're in Love with Colours grown? 

For Houſe-Painting, Marlbrougb is only known, 

But for our Vices, we have really none. 

This is a happy Age, when Vice may naked walk, 


„ 


jul 5 "That 


* 


(14). Oy 
That Virgins gives, not out of modiſh Whim, 
But for a Cue, that others follow him 
In Ruſſet-Brown, and well choſe Orange- Trim, 
He that would to the Top Coaurt-Faſhion go, 
Muſt not in flanting Lace aſſume the Beau, 
But chuſe grave Colours, fac'd with Red, or fo. 
Theſe decently apply'd with harmleſs plain, 
And ſix rare Steeds to ſtretch the ſilken Rein, 
Will win the nobleſt Prize there ſet to view, 
Before the Green, the Yellow, or the Blue. 
Not but Severus has much Honour gain'd, 
And long the Glory of the Field maintain, 
Since Grandeur from Nobility will ſhine, 
And make the Heirs confeſs their noble Line, 
When upſtart Heroes muſt the Prize decline. 
Fortune don't always give the Palm away 
To him that conſtantly is vain and gay; 
Bur ſometimes does indulgent Favours grant 
To thoſe that merit, and to thoſe that want. 
Somerius this, and bright Winghamius ſhow 
The bounteous Gifts that from true Merit flow. 
This don't in outward Equipage appear, 
Jet carries in't an Air of Grandeur here. 
The gaudy Fop, with all his pompous State, 
Envies this Greatneſs he can't imitate. 
| In vain he ſtrives, by Air or Dreſs to pleaſe, 
A hile this Ambition breaks his fancy'd Eaſe; 
In vain he labours by theſe Arts to rife; 
He mult be humble, cer he can be wiſe 
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That Rule well learn'd he boldly may eſſay 

' aſcend the Scale of Honour ſince he treads the way. 
bit ion eas ly teaches us to fly 

ke larus boldly, and attempt the Sky, 

here molt like him, meet with unſteady Fate, 

d chouſands periſh, for one unfortunate, 

ars indeed, without theſe Wings has flown 
ond Ambition's Reach, beyond a Crown. 

mortal Fame has mounted him ſo high, 

e has no Space to touch twixt Earth and Sky; 

o Pomp of State can reach his Glory here, 

): well wrought Scene his Actions make appear ; 

o Painter draw this Mars his eldeſt Son, 

r Poet &cr expreſs what he has done. 

eis the Glory of our Britiſh Iſle, 

u whom the Bretiſh Circus Cer ſhall ſmile, 

nd yield their Honour ſacred to his Word, 

to has preſerv'd it by his Conq'ring Sword. 
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Henry Hills, in Black-fryars, near the Warter- ſide. 
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mark, &c. on the Fight near Audenard, By N Tate, &. 
Windſor- Caſtle: A Poem, &c. To which is added Britains Tubile, 
new Congratulary Song, &c. 
Malborough fill Couquers: or, Union bath got the Day , 4 Poem, | 
» Gaynam, 
The Flight of the Pretender, 4 Poem, &c, 
Honeſtly in Diſtreſs, A Tragedy, &c. | 
The Kit-Cats, A Poem, To which is addcd The Pillars; in Imitat 
of Annacreon's Bathillus; alſo The Coquet Beanty. P the Right Hom 
rable the Marquiſs of Normanby. 
Mine a Poem, To which is added, Ola England's Kew Triumph, ; 
the Battle of Audenard. A Song, 
| Cyaer a Poem, In two Books; with the Splendid Shilling, Para 
tot, and two Songs. 
The Pleaſures of a Single Life, with the Pleaſures of a Country Lil 
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1 EL E Gy upon the Death of Sir Tho- 
mas Overbury, [fnight, Poyſon'd in the 
Tower. N 7 


[Jak thou like other Sirs and Knights of Worth, 
II Sickned and dy'd, been ſtretcht out, and laid forth; 
Alter thy farewel Sermon taken Earth, 
And left no Deed to praiſe thee, but thy Birth; 
Then Overbury, by a Paſs of their, OE. 
Thou might'ſt have tided hence in two Hours Tears; 
Then had we worn the Sprigs of Memory 5 
No longer than thy Friends did Roſemary; 
Or than the Doal was eating for thy fake, 
And thou hadft funk in thine own Wine and Cake; 
But ſince it was fo ordered and thought fit | 
By ſome who knew thy Truth, and fear'd thy Wii, 
Thou ſhouldſt be poyſon'd, Death hath done thee Grace, 
Rankt thee above the Regions of the Place, 
For none hears Poyſon nam'd, but makes reply, 
What Prince was that? What Stateſman ſo did die? 
In this thou haſt out-dy'd an Elegy, 
Which were toq narrow for Poſterity, 
And thy ſtrong Poyſon which did ſeem to kill, 
Working * in Gave Hiſtorians Quiil, 
Shall now preſerve thee longer &er thou rot, 
Than could a Poem mixt with Antidote; 
Nor needſt thou truſt a Herald with thy Name, 
That art the Voice of Juſtice and of Fame, 
„ Vbilit Sin ( deteſting her own Conſcience) ſtrives 
Lo pay the Uſe and Intereſt of Lives. ED 
Enough of Rhyme, and might it pleaſe the Law, 
Enough of Blood; for naming Lives I faw, 
that writes more of thee, muſt write of more, 
Which I affe& not, but reter Men o'er OR 
To Tyburn, by whoſe Art they may define 
What Life of Man is worth in valuing thine, 
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An Elegy in Praiſe of Sir Thomas Overbury, and his Poem. 


is 2 I'S dangerous to be good: well may we Praiſe 
Honeſty, or Innocence; but who ca raife 
A Pow r, that ſhall fecur t gainſt Wrongs to come, 


When ſuch a Saint hath ſuffer d Martyrdom ? 


Injurious hands, which cauſe they could not get 
The Gem, woulg therefore ſpoil the Cabinet. 
But though the Cage be broke, the Bird is flocn 
To Heaven her proper and ſecurer Home: 
Where mongſt a Quire of Saints, and Cherubins, 


Of Angel, "Thrones, and Scriphins, ſhe ſings 


Thoſe ſacred Hallelujahs : Heaven may boaſt 


T'bave got that Angel there which we Fave loſt : 


But we ſhall ſtill complain, for to us here, 
A Saint is more Loſs than a Throne is there. 
That Firmament of holy Fires which we 


| Euj y'd, whilſt thou wert, by enjoying thee, 
Lies now rak'd up in Aſhes, as the Light 


Ot Day, the Sun once gone, is drown d in Night. 
Bur as the Moon, ſometime, the Sun being ſet, 
Appears, and wc a new (though leſs) Light get; 
So though our greateſt Lamp of Vertue be, 


By cruel Fate, aps pong thee, 


Yet, to add fome freſh Oyl & our Snuff of Life, 

Thou ha, behind thee, left a matchleſs Wife: 
Who hath (ſince lat fad time her Husband dy's) 
Been weo'd by many, for a ſecond Bride: 

But like a chaſte Religious Widow, the 
Having loſt her firſt Mate, ſcorns Bigamy. 

5 3 P. B. medii Temp. 

Sir Thomas Overbury's Wife and Marriage. | 
T7 HEN I behold this Wife of thine fo fair, 

YT. $9 far remov d from vulgar Beauties (Air 

Being leſs bright and pure) methinks I ſee 

An uncloth'd Soul, by potent Aichymy 


Extraught from ragged Matter. Thou haſt made 
A Wite more innocent than any Maid 


Evah's State, he fore the Fall, decyphered here, 7 


And Plato's naked Vertue's not more clear, 


Sueh an Idea as ſcarce Wiſhes can 
Arrive at, but our Hopes muſt ne'er attain 
Wa 3 | 7 | W 
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A Soul ſo far beyond the common Make 
4; ſcorn'd corporeal joyning. For her ſake _ 
/Deſpairing, elſe Contract) Thou too turn ſt Soul; 
And to enjoy her Fairs without controul, 
Caſt'ſt off this Body's Clog: ſo muſt all do, 
Caft Matter off, who, would Abſtractions woo. 
To flie ſo ſoon then (Soul) well haſt thou done: 
For in this Life, ſuch Beauties are not won. 
But when I call to mind thine unripe Fall, 
And fo fad Summons to thy Nuptial, 
Either in her thy bold Deſires did taſte 
Forbidden Fruit, and have this Curſe purchaſt. 
Or, having this Elixir made thine own m 
(Drawn from the Remnant of Creation,) 
Tae Faces their malignant Spirits breathe, 
To puniſh thine ambitious Love with Death. 
Or, thy much envy'd Choice hath made the reſt 
Of Concrete Relicts point their Aims infeſt 
To thy Concluſion. And with them feduc'd 
Friendſhip (diſpleasd to ſee a Love produc'd 
Leſs carnal than it ſelf ) with Policy 
do pure and chaſte a Love ro nullifie. 
Yet how ſoe'er, their Project flies in Smoke 
The Poyſon's Cordial, 5 

Which they meant ſhould choke: #1 
The Deeds of Darkneſs, like the Bridal Night, 
Have join'd ſpiritual Lovers in Deſpight 
Of falſe Attempts: And now the Wedding's done; 
When in this Lite ſuch Fairs had not been won. 


E. C. 
E  ..-- To the BOOK, 

T HOU woful Widow, once happy Wife, 

W 


That didſt enjoy fo ſWeet a: Mate: 

ho, now bereaved is of Life, 

Untimely wrought, through inward hate. 

O Deed moſt vile, to haſte the end EYE kt 

Of bim, that was ſo good a Friend! F. 
| On the Wite, „ (HED 


PEauty affords Contentment to the Eye, 
Riches are means to cure a weak Eſtate; 
0 Honour illuſt rates what it cometh nigh: | 
Fo marry thus,. Men count it happy Fate. 
| A 3 ; Vertue 
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(6) 
Vertue they think doth in theſe Emblems ſhroud, 
But Trial ſhews they're gulled with a Cloud. 
Theſe are but Complements; the inward Worth, 
The outward Carriage, Geſture, Wit, and Grace, 
ls that alone that ſets a Woman forth: OT 
And in this Woman, theſe have each a place. 
Were all Wives ſuch: This Age would happy be, 
But happier that of our Poſterity. D. 7, 


On the Wife. 


E L L haſt thou ſaid, that Women ſhould be ſuch ; 
And were they that had but a third as much, 
1 would be marry'd too, but that I know 
Not what ſhe is, but ſhould be thou doſt ſhow : 
So let me praiſe thy Work, and let my Life | 
Be ſingle, or thy Widow be my Wife. — 
: On the Wife. 
8 HIS perfect Creature, to the Eaſtern Uſe 
4 Liv'd, whilſt a Wife retir'd from common ſhow : 
Not that her Lover fear d the leaſt Abufe, + 
But with the wiſeſt knew it fitter ſo: 
Since fall'n a Widow, and a zealous one, 
She would have ſacritic'd her lelf agen, 
But importun'd to Life is now alone, 
Lov'd, woo'd, admir'd, by all wiſe ſingle Men. 
Which, to th' adultrous reſt, that dare begin 
Their us d Temptarions, were a mortal Sin. 


: To the Wife. 
EN pod to all thou wilt lefs worthy ſcem, 
E fear: Wives common, all Men diſeſteem; 
Vet ſome things have a diff ring Fate: ſome fret. 


Me doubt of Wares which are in Corners ſet: 

Hid Medals ruſt, which being us d grow bright, 

The Day more friendeth Vertue than the Night. _ 
Thou tho? more common, then may ſt ſeem more good, 


6 &. 
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I only wiſh thou may'lt be underſtood. 


1. 


_ Gives a Beauty great and good. 
Let an ancient Stock may bring 


Like rich Mantles ſhadowing ©, 
| Thoſe Deſcents that brought them forth; 


So much ' Breeding, as to fling 


bk ge 
Of the Choice of a Wife: 


I F I were to chuſe a Woman, 

I As who knows but I may marry 7 

I would truſt the Eye of no Man, 

Nor a Tongue that may miſcarry : _ 
For in the way of Love and Glory, 

Each Tongue beſt tells his own Story: 

Firſt, to make my Choice the bolder, 

I would have her Child to ſuch 

Whoſe free Vertues Lives are older 

When Antiquity can touch: 

For tis ſeldom ſeen, that Blood 


Branches, I confeſs, of worth, 


Yet ſuch Hills, though gilded ſhow, 
Sooneſt feel the Age of Snow. 
Therefore to prevent ſuch Care = 
That Repentance ſoon may bring, _ 
Like Merchants I would chuſe my Ware, 
Uſeful, good, not glittering. 
* that weds for State or Face, 
Buys a Horſe to loſe a Race. 
Vet I would have her fair as any, 
But her own not kiſt away: 
I would have her free too many, 
Look on all like equal Day) 
But deſcending to the Sea, 
Make her fet with none but me. 
If ſhe be not tall, tis better; 
For that word, A goodly Woman, 

Prints it ſelf-in fucha Lerter,.... oi fing 
That it leaves unſtudied no Man: JS 
I would have my Miſtreſs grow, AC)», 
Only tall to anſwer NW. 4 
Vet I would nor have her loſe 


Unbecoming Scorn on thoſe 1 
hat muſt worſhip every thing | 7 


(8) 
Let her fear looſe Looks to ſcatter : 
And looſe Men will feat to flatter. 
Children I would have her bear, 
More for Love of Name than Bed: 
So each Child I have his Heir 
To another Maiden- head; 
For ſhe that in the Achs afraid, 
Every Nights another Maid. 
Such a one, as when ſhe's woo'd, 
Bluſhes not for ill Thoughts paſt; 
But ſo innocently good, 
T hat her Dreams are ever chaſte; - 
For that Maid thet thinks a Sin 
| Has betray' d the Fort ſhe's in. 
In my Viſitation ſtill, - © 
I would have her ſcatter Fears; 
How this Man, and that was ill 
After Proteſtations Tears: 

And who vows a conſtant Life, 
Crowns a meritorious Wife. 
When the Prieſt firſt gives our hands, 

1 would have her think but thus ; 
In what high and holy Bands 
Heaven, like Twins, hath planted us, 
That like Aaron's Rod, together 
Both may bud; grow Green, and wither, 


A Statue erected in Memory of Sir Thomas Overbury's Mi.. 


PON a Marble fram'd by th' cunning'ſt band 
In Garments green, and orient to behold, 
Like a moſt lovely Virgin let her ſtand, 
And on her Head a Crown of pureſt Gold. 
Firft, let Religion in her Heart have place, 
As th Ground and Fountain whenceall Vertues ſpring 
So that each Thought being ſanctified by Grace: 
The Puniſhment t' eſcape, that's due to Sin. 
at Beaury ( joyn'd with land L appear 
Love's Ob; in her Face; and Chaſtity 
In her fair Eyes, brighter than Chryſtal. clear, 
Wherein Life moves Affections led thereby. 
In her hands Charity, and at the right 
The holy Angels let protecting be: 
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e e 
And at the left God's Mercies ſhining bright, : 
Diſtributing to each Neceſſity. 

let th Earth his Riches yield to her, and more 

The Heavens their Influence, and by the fame 

Unto the blind their Sight let her reſtore ; 
grengtk'ning the weak, and railing up the lame, 
Under her Feet the Devil and Darkneſs ſet, 

Let Pride faſt bound in Chains behind her lie, 

Baſe Self. Love not appear in place, and let 

Foul Luſt and Envy from her Preſence flie, 

And on her Breaſt in Golden Letters write 

Haven's beſt belov'd, Earth's chicfeft Delight. 

He that (in's Choice) would meet with ſuch a Wife, 
Muſt yow Virginity and ſingle Life. 


— 


The M THOD. 


Firit, of Marriage, and the Effect thereof, Children. Then for 
bis Choice, firſt, his Opinion negatively, what ſhould not be: 
The Firſt, Cauſes of it, that is, neither Beauty, Birth, nor Por- 
tion, Then affirmative, what ſhould be, of which kind there 
are Four: Goodneſs, Knowledge, Diſcretion, and as a ſecond 
thing, Beauty. The firſt only abſolutely good : The other being 
built upon the firſt, likewiſe become ſo. Then the Application of 
that Voman by Love to himſelf, which makes her a Wife. And 
. laſtly, the only Condition of a Wife, Fitneſs. | 


| ACH Woman is a Brief of Womankind, 


And doth in little even as much contain, 
l in one Day and Night all Lite we find, - 
Ut either, More, is but the ſame again: _ 2 
God fram'd her fo, that to her Husband ſhe, 3 7 
As Eve, ſhould all the World of Woman be. 
0 fram'd hc both, that neither Power he gave 
le of themſelves, but by Exchange to make : 
hence in their Face the Fair no Pleaſure have, 
ut by Reflex of what thence other take. 


3 (10) | 
Our Lips in their own Kiſs no Pleaſure find: 
Toward their proper Face our Eyes are blind. 
So God in Eve did perfect Man, begun; 
Till then, in vain much of himſelf he had: 
In Adam, God created only one, 
Eve and the World to come, in Eve he made: 
We are two halfs: whilſt each from other ſtrays; 
Both barren are; join'd, both their Like can raiſe. 
Ar firſt both Sexes were in Man combin'd, 
Man, She-Man did in his Body breed; 
Adam was Eve's, Eve Mother of Mankind, 
Eve from Live-Fleſh, Man did from Duſt proceed. 
One thus made Two, Marriage doth re-unite, 
And makes them both but one Hermaphrodite. 
Man did but the well-being of this Life | 
From Woman take; her Being ſhe from Man: 
And therefore Eve created was a Wife, 
And at the end of all her Sex, began: 
_Mairiage their Object is; their Being then, 
And now Perfection, they receive from Men. 
Marriage; to all whoſe Joys two Parties be, 
And doubled are by being parted ſo, 
Wherein the very Act is Chaſtity, 
W hereby two Souls into one Body go. 


Which makes two One, while here they living be, 
And after Death in their Poſterity. 

God to each Mana private Woman gave, 

That in that Center his deſires might ſtint, 

T'hat he a Comfort like himſelf might have, 

And that on her his Like he might imprint. 
Double is Woman's Uſe, part of their End 
Doth on this Age, part on the next depend. 

Me hll but part of Time, and cannot die 
Till we the World a freſh' Supply have lent. 
Children are Bodies ſole Eternity; 9 85 
Natur eis God's, Art is Man's Inſtrument. 
Now all Man's Art but only dead things makes,” 
But herein Man in things of Life partakes. 

For wand'ring Luft ; I know *tis infinite, 

It ſtill begins, and adds not more to more. 

The Guilt is everlaſting, the delight, f 

Fnis inſtant doth not feel, of that before. 
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be | (11) 
The Taſte of it is only in the Senſe, 
The Operation in the Conſcience 
Woman is not Luſt's Bounds, but Woman-kind ; 
ne is Love's Number: who from that doth fall, 
ach loſt his hold, and no new Reſt ſhall find, 
ice hath no mean, but not to be ar all. 
A Wife is that enough, Luft cannot find, 
For Luſt is ſtill with want, or too much, pid; 
te Luſt the Sin, my Share is ev'n with his 
r not to Luſt, and to Enjoy is one: | 
nd more or leſs paſt, equal Nothing is; 
till have one, Luſt one at once, alone: 
And though the Woman often changed be, 
Yea he's the ſame without Variety. 
arriage our Luſt (as *twere with fuel Fire) 
oth, with a Medicine of the ſame, allay ; 
And not forbid, but rectifie defire. 
My ſelf I cannot chuſe, my Wife I may: 
| And in the Choice of her it much doth lie, 

To mend my ſelf in my Poſterity. 
Dr rather let me Love, than be in love 
do let me chuſe, as Wife and Friend to find, 

et me forget her Sex, when I approve: _ 
Beaſts Likeneſs lies in Shape, but ours ia Mind: 
Our Souls no Sexes have, their Love is clean, 
| No Sex, both in the better part are Men. 
But Phyſick for our Luſt their Bodies be, 
But Matter fit to ſhew our Love upon: 
But only Shells for our Poſterity, 
heir Souls were giv'n leſt Men ſhould be alone: 
For but the Souls; Interpreters, words be, 
Without which Bodies are no Company. 
That goodly Frame we fee of Fleſh and Blood, 
Their Faſhion is not Weight; it is I ſay 
dat their Lay- part; but well digeited Food 5 
This but'twixt Duſt, and Duſt, Life's middle Way: 

The Worth of it is nothing that is ſeen, 
But only that it holds a Soul within. 
indall the carnal Beauty of my Wife, 
but Skin-deep, but to two Senſes known; 
dort even of Pictures, ſhorter liv'd the Life, 

nd yet the Love ſurvives, that's built thereon: 
. 
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( 12 ) 
For our Imagination is too high, 

For Bodies When they meet, to fatishe. 

All Shapes, all Colours, are alike in Night, 

Nor doth our Touch diſtinguiſh foul or fair; 

But Man's Imagination, and his Sight, _ 
And thoſe, but the firſt Week; by Cuſtom are 

Both made alike, which differed at firſt vie w, 
Nor can that difference Abſence much renew. 

Nor can that Beauty, ly ing in the Face, 

But meerly by Imagination be 
Enjoy'd by us, in an inferiour place. 

Nor can that Beauty by enjpying we | 
Make ours become, fo our delire grows tame, 
We changed are, but it remains the fame. 

Birth, leſs than Beauty, ſhall my Reaſon blind, 
Her Birth goes to my Children, not to me : 
Rather had I that active Gentry find, 

Vertue, than paſſive from her Ancaſtry, 

Rather in her alive one Vertue lee, 

Than all the reſt dead in her Pedigree. 

In degrees, high rather, be ſhe plac't, 

Of Nature, then of Art and Policy: 

Gentry is but a Relique of time paſt: 

And J. ove doth only but the preſent ſee, - 5 
Things were firſt made then words: ſhe were the fame 
With, or without, that little or that Name. 

As for (the Odds of Sexes) Portion, Hog 

Nor will ſhun it, nor may aim it make, 

Birth, Beauty, Wealth, nothing worth alone, 

All theſe I would for good Additions take, 
Nor for good Parts, thoſe two are ill combin'd, 

Whom, any third thing from themſelves hath join d 
Rather than theſe the Object of my Love, 

Let it be Good, when theſe with Vertue go, 

They (in themſelves indifferent) Vertues prove, 

For Good (like Fire) turns all things to be ſo, 

God's Image in her Soul, O let me place 
My Love upon! not Adam's in her Face. 

Good, is a fairer Attribute than White, 

Tis the Mind's Beauty keeps the other ſweet, 
That's not ſtill one, nor Mortal with the Light, 

Nor Gloſs, nor Painting can it counterfeit : 


e 
Nor doth it raiſe deſires, which ever tend 
Ar once, to their Perfection and their End. 
560011 would have Holy underſtood, 
God ſhe cannot love, but alſo me, | 
he Law requires our words and deecs be good, 
ligion even the Thoughts doth ſanCtific, 

As ſhe is more a Maid that raviſhr is, 

Then ſhe which only doth but wiſh amilſc. 

at only by Religion is withſtood, 5 

uſt's Object is alive, his Strength within, 

ortality reliſts but in cold Blood; 

pct ot Credit feareth Shame, not Sin. 
But no place dark enough for ſuch. Offence 
She finds, that's watch, by her own Conſcieuce. 
hen may I truſt her Body with her Mird, 

Ind, thereupon ſecure need never know _ 

he Pangs of J-alouſie : and Love doth find 
ore Pain to doubt her falſe, than know her ſo : 
For Patience is, of Evils that are known, 

Tie certain Remedy, but Doubt hath none. 

nd be that thought once ſtirr'd, twill never die: 
or will the Griet more mild by Cuſtom prove, 
lor yet Amendment can it ſatisfie. 
he A:guith more or leſs, is as our Love, 

This Milery doth Jealouſie enfue, . 

That we may prove her falſe, but cannot true. 
ſpicihus may the Will of Luſt reſtrain, 

ut God prevents from having ſuch a Will, 

Wife that's Good, doth Chaſt and more contain, 

or Chaſt is bur an Abſi'nence from ill: ö 
And in a Wile that's Bad, although the beſt 

Of Qalities, yet in a Good the laſt. 

0 bear the mean; is Care, not Jealouſie: 

me lay ful things to be avoide: are, 

hen they occaſion of unlawful be: 

ut &er ic hurts, iz beſt deſcried afar : 

Luſt is a Sin of two, he that is ſure 

Of either part, may be of both ſecure. 

we me next Good, an underſtanding Wife 
Nature wiſe, not Learned by much Art, 

me Knowledge on her ſide, will all my Life 

ore cope of Converſation impart: 
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Not 


Belides her in· born Vertue fortifie. b 
They are moſt firmly good, that beſt know Why. 
A Paſſive Underſtanding to conceive, 
And Judgment to diſcern, I with to find: » 
Beyond that, all as hazardous I leave ; 

Learning and pregnant Wit in Womankind, 
What it Ends malleable, makes frail, 750 
And doth not add more Ballaſt, but more Sail. 

Domeſtick Charge doth beſt that Sex befit, 

Contiguous Buſineſs; fo to fix the Mind, 

That Leiſure ſpace for Fancies not admit: 

Their Leiſure tis corrupteth Womankind: 

_ Elſe, being plac'd from many Vices free, 
They had ro Heav'n a ſhorter cut than we. 

Books area part of Man's Prerogative, 

In formal Ink they Thoughts and Voices hold, 

That we to them our Solitude may give, : 

And make 'T ime preſent travel that of old. 

Our Lite, Fame picceth longer at the end 
And Books it farther backward do extend. 

As good, and knowing let her be diſcreet, 

That, to the others Weight, doth Faſhion bring, 

| Diſcretion doth conſider what is Fit. e 
SGoodneſs but what is lawful, but the Thing, 
Not Circumſtances, Learning is and Wit, 
In Men, but curious Folly without it. 
To keep their Name, when 'cis in others hands, 

Diſcretion asks, their Credit is by far 

More frail than They: On likelihoods it ſtands, 

And hard to be diſprov'd, Luit Standers are. 
Their Carriage, not their Chaſtity alone, 
Muſt keep their Name chaſte frum Suſpicion. 

Woman's Behaviour is a ſurer Bar 

Than is their No: That fairly doth deny, 
Without deny ing, thereby kept they are 

Safe ev'n from Hope, in part to blame is ſhe, 

Which hath without Conſent bcen only try'd, 

He comes too near, that comes to be deny d. 
Now lince a Woman we to marry are, 

A Soul and Body, not a Saul alone, 
When one is Good, then be the other Fair, 

Beauty is Health and Beauty, both in one. 


C13 3 | 

Be ſhe fo fair, as Change can yield no Gainz 

Go fair, as ſhe moſt Woman elle contain. 
6 fair at leaſt let me imagine her, 
That Thought to me is Truth : Qpinion 
Cannot in Matter of Opinion err, 
With no Eyes ſhall I ſee her but mine own. 
And as my Fancy her conceives to be, 

Even ſuch my Senſes both do feel and ſec. 

The Fate we may the Seat of Beauty call, 
[a it the Reliſh of the reſt doth lie, : 
Nay ev'n a Figure of the Mind withal : 

And of the Face, the Life moves in the Eye, 

No things elſe, being two ſo like we ſce, 

80 like, that they, two but in Number be. 
Beauty in decent Shape, and Colours lies. 
Colours the Matter are, and Shape the Soul, 
The Soul, which from no ſingle part doth riſe, 
But from the juſt Proportion of the whole, 

And is a meer Spiritual Harmony, | 
Of every part united in the Eye. 
Love is a kind of Superſtition, 
Which fears the Idol which it ſelf hath fram'd: 
Luſt a Deſire, which rather from his own _ 
emper, than from the Object is inflam'd : 
Beauty is Love's Object; Woman Luſt's to gain: 
Love, Love Deſires ; Luſt, only to obtain. 
lo Circumſtance doth Beauty beautifie, 
ke gracelul Faſhion, Native Comelineſs, 
ay ev'n gets Pardon for Deformity; 
rt cannot beget, but may encreaſe; 

When Nature had fizt Beauty, perfect made, 
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Something ſhe left fer Motion to add. 

ut let that Faſhion more to Modeſt 

end, than Aſſurance: Modeſty doth ſet 

de Face in her juſt place, from Paſſions free, 

both the Mind's, and Body's Beauty met; 
But Modeſty no Vertue can we ſee, 

That is the Face's only Chaſtity. | 

nere Goodneſs fails, t wixt ill and ill that ſtands : 
ence tis, that Women though they weaker be, 
nd their Deſire more ſtrong, yet on their hands 
he Chaſtity of Men doth often lie : : 
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(16) 
Luſt would more common be than any one, 
Cn it as other Sins be done alone, "7. 

All the ſe good Parts a perfe& Woman make: 
Add Love to me, they make a perfect Wife: 
Without her Love, her Beauty thould I take, 

As that of Pictures, dead; That gives it Life: 

Till then her Beauty like the Sun doth ſhine 
Alike to all; That makes it only mine. 0 

And of that Love, let Reaſon Father be, 

And Paſſion Mother; let it from the one 

His Being take, the other his Degree, | 

Self- Love (which ſecond Loves hath built upon) 

Will make me (if not her) her Love reſpect, 
No Man but favours his own Worths effect. 

As Good and Wile; ſo be the Fit for me, 

That is, To will, and Not to will the ſame, 

My Wite is my Adopted ſelf, and ſhe ' 
As Me, ſo what I love, to Love muſt frame. 
| For when by Marriage both in one concur, 

Woman converts to Man, not Man to her. 
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The AuTnor's EPIT APH. 
W ritten by Himſelf. 


4 WP R | 
. H E Span of my Days meaſur d, here I reſt, 
+ That is my Body, but my Soul his Gueft, 
Is hence aſcended : whither, neither Time, 
Nor Faith, nor Hope, but only Love can climb; 
Mere being now enlightned, She doth know 
The Truth of all, Men argue of below; 
Only this Duſt doth here in Pawn remain, 
That, when, the World diſſolves, ſhe come again. 
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Ambray ! whillt of Seraphick Love you write, 

The nobleſt Image in the cleareſt Light: 

Love by no ſelf Intereſt debagd, 

but on th? Almighty's high Perfection plac d. 

Love in which true Piety conſiſts, 

[hat ſoars to Heaven without the help of Priets, 

et partial Rome the great Attempt oppoſe, 

upport the Cheat from which the Income flows; 

er Cenſures may condemn, but not confute, 

| beſt your elevated Notions ſuit. 4 

ith what to Reaſon ſeems the Almighty's due, 

hey have, at leaſt, an Air of being true. 

ind what can animated Clay produce, 

Fond a Gueſs, in Matters fo abſtruſe: | 
| ee" Bur 


But when, deſcending from the Imperial height; 
You ſtoop ot Sublunary Things to treat, 
Minerva ſeems the Moral to diſpence; 
How great the Subject, how ſublime the Senſe. 
Not the Alconian Bard with ſuch a Flame 
Eer ſung of ruling Arts; your lofty Theam 
In your Telemac bas his Hero's Son 5 
We ſee the great Original out- done. 
There is in Vertue, ſure, a hidden Charm, 
To force Eſteem, and Envy to diſarm; 
Elſe in a flatt'ring Court you ne'cr had been deſign'd 
IT ' ivftruQ the future Troublers of Mankind. 
Happy your Native Soil, at leaſt by Nature ſo, 
In none her Treaſures more profuſely flow: 
The Hill adorn'd with Vines, with Flow'r; the Plain 
Without the Sun's too near approach, ſerene : 
But Heaven in vain does on the Vineyards ſmile, 
The Monarch's Glory mocks the Labourer's Toil. 
What tho? elaborate Braſs with Nature ſtrive, 
And proud Equeſtrian Figures ſcem alive, 
With various Terrors on their Baſis wrought, 
With yielding Citadels, ſurpriz'd or bought; 
And here there Ruins of a taken Town, 
There a Bombarded Steeple tumbling down: 
Such Prodigies of Art and coſtly Pains 
Serve but to gild th unthinking Rabbles Chains. 
Oh! abject State of ſuch as tamely groan 
Under a blind Dependency on One! 
How far inferior to the Herds that range; 
With native Freedom oer the Woods and Plains: 
Viich them no Fallacy of Schools prevail, 
Nor of a Right Divine the nauſeous Tale 
Can give to one amongſt themſelves a Power, 
Without controul, his Fellows to devour. 
To Reaſoning Human Kind alone belong 
The Arts to hurt themſelves by reaſoning wrong. 


. 

Howeer the fooliſh Notion firſt began, 

Of truſting Abſolute to lawleſs Man : 

Howe'er a Tyrant may by Force ſubſiſt; 

For who would be a Slave that can refiſt 2 
hoſe ſer the Caſuiſt ſafeſt on the Throne, 
ho make the People's Intreſt their own , 
1nd chuſing rather to be lov'd than fear d, 
te Kings of Men not of a ſet vile Herd. 

0h Liberty! too late deſir'd, when loſt, 


n Regions where no Property is known, 


and change for Liberty their Wine and Oil. 


night of Italy's deligntful Shoar, 
delect on their unhappy Fate the more. 


Df Cotbick Kingdom, happy Albzow's bleſt. 


Ind ſervilely of their Subjection boaſt. | 
[hy better Fate the vain Attemprs reſiſts 

Vf faithleſs Monarchs, and deſigning Prieſts, 
nſhaken yet the Government ſubſiſts. | 


ed'ning the Maeſe, the Danube, and the Po, 


ocruſh thy Foes, and to relieve her Friends. 
y Muſe, ſince no ſurprize, or foreign ſtroak, 
at hurt her, guarded by her Walls of Oak; 
ice wholſome Laws her Liberty transfer 
0 future Ages, what can Albion fear ? 


ye Univerſities fo great a ſway ? 


OW. A ; 


Thro' which the Garone runs and rapid Rhone, 
Vhere Peaſants toil for Harveſt not their own, 
Ow 2 would they quit their Native Soil, 5 


As Wretches chain d and labouring at the Oar. _ 


Thy Laws have ſtill their Force above the reſt 


ong fince their ancient Freedom they have loft, 


Vhile Streams of Blood the Continent o'crflow, 


hy Thames, auſpicious Iſle, her Thunder ſends 


ke Health, when wanted, thou art valued moſt. 


» 
« 
> 


an ſhe the dear-bought Treaſures throw away? 


The 


5 (6) 
The Muſe is ſilent, cautious to reflec = 
On Manſions where the Muſes keep their Seat. 
Barren of Thought, and niggardly of Rhime, 
My creeping Numhers are forbid to climb; 
Vent'ring too far, my weary Genius fails, 
And o'er my drooping Sdenſes Sleep prevails. 
An antick Pile near, Thames ſilver Stream 5 
Was the firſt Objett of my airy Dream; 
lu ancient times a Conſecrated Fanc, 
But ſince apply'd to Utes more Prophane : 
Eilb'd with 2 popular debating Throng, 
Ott in the, KNight, and oſt'ner in the Wrong: 
Of Good and Bad, the variable Teſt, 
V here the Religion that is voted belt 
Is ſtill inclin'd to perſecute the reſt. ” 
On the high Fabrick ſtood a Monſter fe'l, 
Oft hideous Form, Second to none in Hell: 
Fhe Fury, to be more ablior'd and feard, _ 
Her Teeph and Jaws wich clods of Goar beſmeard, 
Her parti-coloud Robe obſcenely ſtaind 
Wich pipes Murthers, Freemen Wrack d and chain'd, 
With the implacahle andi brutiſh Rage 393 | 
Of fierce Dragoons, 4paryng/no Sex nor Age. 
Wirth all the horrid laitruments af Death, 


Vf corturing Ianocents to improve their Faith, 
Clouding the Roof with their infectious Breath. 
Thus ſhe began, Are then my Labours vain, 
That rg.the Powers of France have added Spain? 
Vain my Attempts to make that Empire great; 
And ſhall a Woman by Deligns defeat, 

Baffle th' Infernal Projects I've begun, 41 { 
And break the Meaſures of my favourite Son? © 
_ Tho' far unlike the Heroes of her Race, q 
T hat made their Humours of their Laws take place, 
And flighting Coronation Oath's, diſdaind 
Their high Prerogative ſhould be reſtrain'd. 


I 
* = 


Tho 


[ 


1 
Tho! her own Iſle is bleſt with Liberty, 
15 ſhe a Right to ſet all Europe free? 
nder this Roof, with Management, I may 
The Progreſs of her Arms at leaſt delay, 
rom a contagious Vapour I ſhall blow; 
thin thoſe Walls Breaches may wider grow. 
ere let imaginary Fears be ſhown 
F Danger to the Church, when there fs none. 
rom trivial Bills let warm Debates ariſe, 
oment Sedition, and retard Supplies. | 
F once my treacherous Arts, and watchful Care, 
reak the Confed'racy, and end the War, 
dor'd, in Hell I may in Triumph fit, 
nd Europe to one Potentate ſubmit. 
| Waking at ſo deteſtable a Sound, ; 
hich would all Order and all Peace confound, 
ryd, Infernal Hag! be ever dumb; # 
le, with her Arms, let Anna overcome; = 
„bo here reigns Queen, by Heavens on us beftow'd, 
o right the Injur'd, and ſubdue the Proud. 
Rome of old gave Liberty to Greece, 
"4 th invaded ſinking Empire frees. 
he Allies her Faith, her Power the Freuch proclaim, 
er Piety th? Oppreſt, the World her Fame. 
t Aanas Name, dejected, pale, aud ſcar d, 


14 


he execrable Fantom diſappcar d. 1 85 


gf" 


— 1 — — 


in Epigram of Flaminius, 20 bis. Drinking 
Miſtreſs. 


Hioe, you write to me for Coin, 3 
And in return I ſend you Wine, 
Like Wealth, its Power is equally Divine. 
1 tick to that, *twill make you merry, 
r mine, or others abſence chear ye; 

| 55 A 4 That 


— 


* (8) 

That ſoftens every Nymph that's cruel, 

For mellow Venus is a jewel. 
So Ariadne, when her Wanderer, Tm 

Falſe Theſexs, left her, waſh'd off Grief and Care, 
Enjoy'd God Bacchw, and became a Star. 


* 


E K-&M:M 
9 Mpubis nupſi valido, nunc firmior annis 
q Ex ſucco and tremulo ſum ſociata viro. 
. Ille fatigavit teneram, his ætate valentem 
lntactam tota noe jacere Sinet. TN: 
Dum nollem licuit, nunc dum volo non licet uti, 
O Hymen aut annos, aut mihi redde vitum. 


Tranſlated thus By Mr. Tho. Brown. 
Sy a tender Girl from School, 


Marrying, I met a Thundring Fool ; ( 
Bur fit for Love's Embraces grown, 
Pve got a thing that's next to none. 1 ſ 
The firſt with Youth's roo vigorous wean 
3 1 . Up Bu 
With Love's untaſted Joys my Weakneſs tird: Mo, 
My ſecond grunting Spark, cold to Love's Charm), 
He fills my Bed, tis true, but not my Arms. 0 
When I'd no Appetite Love cloy'd me, * 
Now I've a mind tot 'tis deny d me. Ti 
O Hymen, Hymen! for my Quiet, . Ti 
Contract my Stomach, or enlarge my Dict. Bo 
- - a Ar 


On the Power of Gold. By Mr. Burniby Abu 
Beginning, Quiſquis habet nummos, Oc. Wi, 
989 has Money may ſecurely Sail 

VV Onall things with all mighty Gold prev 


93 
May Danae Wed, or rival Amorous Jove. 

And make her Father Pandar to his Love. 

May be a Poet, Preacher, Lawyer too: 

and bawling, win the Cauſe he does not know: 
And up to Cato's Fame for Wiſdom grow. 
Wealth without Law will gain at Bar renown, 5 
Howe'er the Caſe appears, the Cauſe is won, 0 
Every rich Lawyer is a Littleton. 9 

In ſhort, of all you wiſh you are poſſe 

All things prevent the wealthy Man's Aqueſt, 

for Fove himſelf's the Treaſure of his Cheſt. 


—_—_—— 


na WIFE 
By the Author of the London Spy ; Beginning 
Uxor, legitimus debet quaſi Cenſus amari,&c. 


2» 
8 —— 


Wife, who as our own by Law we hold, 
We ought to value, as we do our Gold; 
But even that, which few delight to pay, | 
On ſome Accounts, we ought to throw away. 

Wiving, like Coining, for our Eaſe began; 
goth were intended for the Good of Man; 
The Coin the Image of the Prince ſhou'd wear, 
The Woman ſhould her Hus band's Image bear, 
Both from the pow'r of others ſhould be freed, 
And both ſhould ſerve us at a time of need ; 
but if by keeping either Wife or Coin, | 
We find that neither anſwers our Deſign, 
bath ſhou'd be parted with whene're we pleaſe, 
and not be kept to interrupt our Eaſe ; 


For 


80 long as they add Comfort to our Lives; 


And as each Plant their Fruits when rotten ſhed, 
o both ſhonld be divorc'd from Bag and Bed; 
For Coin that's bad's a ſcandal to the Purſe, 


And ſtint the growth of Man's prolifick Seed. 


The faulty Mould, that would deform his Clay, 
What upright Mortal would not then diſlain 
The W. mb, t at mould degrade the Shape of Min, 


(10) 

For when the End propos d is once deſtroy d, Ar 
The Vows that make us wretched muſt be void. Ti 
True, we ſhould prize our Money and out 
Wives, 


But if the Metal, or the Dame proves baſe, 
And bears the Stamp of an adult'rous Face, 
As worthleſs Droſs and Counterfeits they ought, 
To be deſpis d, whencer we find em naught ; 


And a falſe Woman is a matchleſs Curſe. 


. 


— "CE 


Concerning our Choice in Marriage. 
By the ſame; beginning, Morbus & Vultu My: 
| lier quaratur habenda, Sc. 


E that for Money weds prepoſterous Shapes, 
Is brib'd to get a brood of monſtrous Apes; 
Such ds may fright their Nurles, ſhame the Earth, 
And be hereafter bound to curſe their Birth; 
For Female Pigmies muſt infect their breed, 


The wary Farmer ſcorns to ſpend his Toil 


Upon a hungry and unfruitful Soil. 
The prudent, Potter breaks and throws away 


AT, 


Cu) | 
and, by its ſtrange diſtorted Cells, debaſe 
The heavenly Image of the God-like Race? 
Which adds molt comfort to the Hus bands wa ; 
full Bags with a prepoſterous homely Wite, 
hole plenteous Fortune he may ſoon exhauſt 
0n ſome kind Harlot, who has Charms to boaſt; 
Or the, whoſe lovely Form is fo divine, 

Tat 'tis © -nough to bleſs race that ſhe's thine ? 

What tho' her Fortune's ſmall ? her Beaaty's great, 
und will delight thee more than an Eſtate; 

Fell make thee! happy in a ſprightly brood 

Of infant Angels cloarh'd in Fleth and Blood; 

uct u haſe ue et Charms will picaſe you more 
{chan Gold, 
$00 -auſe you to be reverenc'd when old: 
But the crook'd, armful of diſtorted Bones, £ 
Fill turn your Nuptial Fays to Sighs and Groans, © 
in) curſe you with a Race of Monkey Sas. 


—— 


T.. ͤ apy ch, 7. 2hG 7 oh 


That the Dog of Hel Was 4 Taper. 


le ane; beginning, Cerberus, foreafis erat 


15  Caulidirus, Se. 


UR E Cerberus a Laws er fir maſt. by, 2 
) Whoſe clan! nous Haouth would open for a Fre; 
ut, ſince whene er he wrapgltd, ſtill he had 
[hree ſpeciqus Reaſons far tie Noiſo he made, 
o pleaſe his Client, to inform the Court, 
ind to gain Riches for his own ſupport;; bear, 
ierefore he's doom'd in Hell three: Eh to 
N. in his Mouth lee howling, Tongues to wear; 


That 
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(13). 
That the loud Eloquence he once could boaſt 
To his own Int'reſt, but his Client's Coſt, 


Might now be turn d to dreadtul Howls and 


CVelps, 
The ſnarling Language of ileterate Whelps : 


And tho' on Earth, no other Bribe but Gold 


Would make the Pleader for his Client Scold, 


Vet now in Hell a greaſie Sop mult be. 


Inſtead of Cl the growling Puppy's Fee. 


On a NEW Life s Fre irg i in Virne. 


4 Fragment; beginning, Non eſt falieris 05 
By Mr. Tho. Brown. 


You mightily deceiv'd, I ſwear, 
And mightily, my Friend, you err; 


Wretched's the State, in which you gueſs 


Conſiſts our Life's chief Happineſs. 
Tis not your Fingers to behold, 


Loaded with Rubies ſet in Gold ; 


Nor, like a Royal Miſs, to wear 
A Nations value in your Ear ; 


Nor all the Trities to receive, 
That the Exchange or Mint can pive; 


With all the ſhining Toys and Coſt, 
The Strand or Lombard-ſtreet can boaſt. | 


Nor is't, like Popes, our ſelves to pleaſe, = 
With holy Luxury and Eaſe: 
Nor yet on Purple Beds to ſleep, 

Whilſt Centinels your Palace keep, 


(13). 
Nor yet in mighty Pomp to feaſt, 
0: ſmell the Odours of the Eaſt, 
Nor is't to have our glittering Board, 
Uncommon Rarities afford: 
Tall Pyramids of Fowl and Fiſh, 
For which even Epicures might wiſh ; 
nd whatſoe'er the coſtlieſt Feaſt 
an boaſt of when by Locke? dreſt. 
or to poſſeſs the Spicy ſtore, | 
ſhich our Eaſt-India. Fleet brings o'er : 
ut tis to have a Conſcience, 
uarded with ſpotleſs Innocence 
nd with a Courage to advance, 5 
bainſt all the Shocks of Time and Chance; 
\nd not as Monmouth did, to go 
mongſt the ſcoundril Mob and Bow, 
Wn both ſides populary low. _ 
or yet to be with Fears poſſeſt, 
Wo naked Swords inſult your Breaſt. 
he happy Man that thus can be, 
om all theſe anxious Sorrows free, 
ay giddy Fortune make his Sport, TY ? 
id ſmile at both the Camp and Court. 
Mind ſo ſteddy, unconcern'd and brave, 
ay force th Imperious Jilt to be his Slave. 


—— — - — — _ ** IR . 2 
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F FRAGMENT. | i” 
on the Levity of Woman, Beginning, Crede 
TG 3 Jan 
Ommit your Ship to Sea and Wind ; 

But not your Thoughts to Womankind. 


The 


rm... 


Ol 


, 


The veering Wind, and faithleſs Sea, 


I know not how ſhe &er ſhould be 
Made conſtant by N e 


Tryphænas Speech wi pęlce, on PF, the 8 90 


And midſt the Waves who is the raging he 


On the "Miſe | of Mankind beginning, hc 


Therefore let's live merrily while we can. 


(80 


Have much more Faith, than any She. 39 $9900] / 
All Maids are treacherous | in their Love, 
And if, by Chance, One conſtant prove, 


1 — . 


of Lycas; beginning, Quis furor” Fel 
Pacem convertit, gc. | 


Hat Fury did theſe ſudden Brolle eng⸗ge ar 
How have theſe guiltleſs' Hands de 
[ ketv'd the Rage 


No Yo 1 ſtoln Dame to Troy conveys, 
No Witch Medea here her Brother ſlays': $7; 


But ſlighted Love muſt needs reſenting be: 


Now robb'd of Arms, that can attempt my Fate oe 


By whom is ſimple Death fo little thought ? et 
Let not your murderous Rage out- ſtorm the Seas, Pucl 
And bm of r angry Waves encreaſe. an 


eu, nos Miſcros, Sc. 
F. 
d: 
Ju 


I Nhappy Mortals, on how fine a Thread 
Oer. Lives e how like this Pup 


| [pet Mi 
Shall we, alas, be all ben we are Fey 


(HY 


ſtri&a ſpectatis fronte, Sc. 


Hy do the ſtrict - liv 4 cato's of the Age (2s 
At my familiar Lines ſo gravely rage? 


In meaſures looſely plain, blunt Satyr flows, 
8 Vhich all the People ſo ſincerely ſhows. 


bor who's a Stranger to the Joys of Love? 


move? 2 
duch Ppicurns own'd the chiefeſt Bliſs f 


And ſuch Lives the Gods themſelves poſſeſs . 
e1— 3 Loos yp 


Inter aquas, S c. 


"I Nhappy Tantalus, amidſt the kal 


Where floating Apples on the uns 

Ever purſud them with a longing Eye, bade 
et could not Thirſt nor Hunger ſatisſp. 

duch is the Miſer's Fate, who curſt with Wealth, 

n midſt of endleſs Treaſures ſtarves himſelf. 


WY 
— 


The ORACLE 


e! 


35 


dern Times ; beginning, Linque tuas ſedes 
Juvenis, Sc. 


Aſte generous To, explore 
L And quit this cruel, this ungrateful Shore; 
The 


In defence of Satyr; beginning, Quid me con · 


Who cant the OE" of ſuch ſoft Plciities'* 0 


40 Epigram on Tantalus ; begining, Nec bibir 


Fragment, Paraphraſed and adapted to the Mo- 


1 
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Ipres our Troops, our Arms ſhall Life ſubdue, 
And Storm Namur, when reinforc'd by you. 


O'er unknown ways your daring Fleet ſhall go, 
Far to the South of burning Mexico; 


His adverſe Fate did but his worth approve, 
And ſighing Goddeſſes purſu'd his Love. 


( 16 ) | 
The rapid Rhine, and Iſters foaming Wave, 
Expect a Chief ſo reſolute and Brave: 


Upon their Banks you ſhall the War decide, 


And routed Troops ſhall ſwell the Purple Tide, 
In vain the French uncertain Saints invoke, 
Dunkirk once more ſhall feel the Britiſp Y oke. 


But prudently of future Wrongs afraid, 
If you deny, ungrateful Squadrons aid, 


Charge with the Pruſſian Foot, or Daniſh Horſe, 


And Lines defended by the Houſhold Force. 
Or if your thoughts on bolder hazards run, 
Fir'd by the Rays of a Meſt. Indian Sun, 


No more in Gems their Pagan Gods ſhall ſhine, 
But all the Treaſures of rhe Weſt be thine. 
iyſſes buried in his barren Ifle 
Illuſtrious Greece, by Baniſhment and Toil, 
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ON 


OETRy/ 


By the Right Honourable the 


Farl of MUR LGRAVE, 


* 0 LOND O N. 


nted and Sold by H. Hills, in Black- -fryars, near 
the e Waterſide, 1709, 
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F things in which Mankind does moſt excel, 
Nature's chief Maſter-piece is Writing wed; 
od of all forts of Writing none there are 
hat can the leaſt with Poetry compare: 
o kind of Work require ſo nice a touch, 
ind if well finiſh'd, nothing ſhines ſo much; 
ut Heav'n forbid we ſhould be fo profane, 
To grace the Vulgar with that Sacred Name; 
Tis not a flaſh of Fancy which ſometimes 
Dizling our minds, ſets off the ſlighteſt Rhimes ; 
right as a Blaze, but in a Moment done; 
ue Wit i everlaſting, like the Sun; 
nich tho ſometimes behind a C ond retir d, 
reals out again, and is by all admiz'd. 
0 | | A =. 3 


Contribute to the Structure of the whole 


As that of Nature moves the World about; 
A {Zeat which glows in every word that's writ, 


O where dot chou retire 2 and why doſt thou'retur 


As allis Dalneſs, when the Fancy's bad, 
So without Judgment Fancy is but mad, 


(4) 


Number, and Rhime, and that harmonious Sound 
Whieh never does the Ear with Har ſhaefs wound, 
Are neceſſary, vet but vu/gar Arts, 

For all in vain theſe ſuperficial parts 


Without a Genius too, for that's the Soul; 
A Spirit whch inſpires the Work throughout, 


Tis ſomething of Divine, and more than Wit; 
It ſeit unſeen, yet all things by it chown, 
Deſcribing all Men, but deſcribd by none. 
Wherc doſt thou dwell? What Caverns of t the Brat 
Can ſuch a vait, and mighty thing contain? 
Wen J, at idle Hours, in vain thy abſcence mourn 


Sometimes with powerful charms to hurry me au 


From Plcaſures of the Night, and Buſmneſs of the Da 
Ev'n now to far tranſported, I am fain 
To check thy Courſe, and uſe the needſul Rein, 


And Judgment has a bouneleſs Influence, 
Not only in the choice of Words or Senſe, 
But on the World, on Manner, and on Men; 
Fancy is but the Feather of the Pen; 

Fei 


) 


US), 

" (EE that ſubſtantial uſeful part, 
lich gains the Hud, while tother wins the Hearg 

Here I ſhould all the various ſorts of Verſe, 
1nd the whole' Art of Poetry rehearſe, wo ; 
ut who that task can after Horace do? 
[he beſt of MAaſters and Examples too . | 
echoes at bytt/all we can ſay is vain, "= 
Dull the Deſign, and truitlefs were the pain; 

Iss true, the Ancients we may rob with eale, 

ut who with that ſad ſhift himſelf can pleaſe; | 

Vithout an Actors pride? A Player's Art 

above his, Who writes a borrowed part. 

et modern Laws are made for later Faults, 

Ind new 4b/urdities inſpire nes Thoughts; 

hat need has Satyr then to live on Theft 
un hen ſo much freſh occaſion ſtill is left? 
wanertile our Soil, and full of rankeſt Weeds, 
a Monſters worſe than ever Ni breeds. 
i hold, the Fools ſhall have no cauſe to fear, 
Is Wit add Senſe that is the ſubject here 
ſelects of witty Men -e/erve a Cure, | 

M thote who are ſo, will cv'n 14s endure. 

Firlt then of Songs, which now ſo much abounds 


Ithourt His Song no Fop 15 to be ſound, Songs. 


moſt offenfive Weapon winch he draws 
10 all he meets againſt Appoligs Laws: 
ho noching ſeems more eafie, yet no part 


rail 


| x 


{ 
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18 vetry requires a wcer Aft; For 


(6). 
For as in rows of richeſt Pearl there lies 


Many a Blemiſh that eſcapes our Eyes, 
The leaſt of which Defects is plainly ſhewn 

In ſome ſmall Ring and brings the value down: 
So Songs ſhould be to juſt Perfection wrought; ) 
Yet where can we ſee one without a fault; 
Exact Propriety of Words and Thought ? 
Expreſſicn eaſie, and the Fancy high, 
Vet that not ſeem to creep, nor thy toy; 
No Words trauſpos'd, but in ſuch order all, 
As, tho' hard wrought, may ſeem by chance to fall 
Here, as in all things elſe, is moſt unfit 
Bare Ribaldry, that poor Pretence to Wit; 
Such nauſeous Songs by a late Author made 
Call an unwilling Cenſure on his Shade, 
Not that warm Thoughts of the fran{porting Joy * 
Can ſhock the cheſt, or the nice} cloy; Ti 
But ob/cexe Words, too groſs to move Deſire, 
Like Heaps of Fewel do but chat the Fire. 
On other Themes he well deſerves our Praiſe, 
But palls that Appetite he meant to raiſe. 

Next, Elegy, of ſwcer but ſolemn Voice, Eg 
And of a Subje# grave exacts the Choice, 


The Praiſe of Beauty, Palor, Vit contains, Th 
And there too oft deſpairing Love complains ; Wi 
In vain alas, for who by Wit is moved, A 


That Phæni x- ſbe deſerves to be beloved; 


But #0zſy Nonſence, and ſuch Fops as vex 
Mankind, take moſt with that Faxtaſtich Sex, 
This to the Praiſe of thoſe who better knew „ N 
The Many raiſe the value of the . 
But here, as all our Sex to oft have try d, 
Women have drawn my wandring T ade WSK 
Their greateſt Fault who in this kind have writ, 
þ not defect in words, nor want of Wit; 
But ſhould this Muſe harmonious Nanben yield, 
And every Couplet be with Fancy fill'd, 
[yet a juſt Coherence be not made 
Between each Though, and the whole Mod: lad, 
So right, chat every /tep may higher riſe, 
Like goodly Mountains, till they reach the Skies} 2 
Trifles like ſuch perhaps of late have paſt, 5 
And may be lik'd a while, but never laſt ; 
'Tis Epigram, tis Point, tis what you will, 
but nor an Eleg , nor Writ with Skill, - 
No * Panegyrick, nor a f Coopers. Hil. 
A higher Flight, and of a happier Force 
ire *Op es, the Mules moſt unruly Horſe; 
That bounds ſo fierce, the Rider has no reſt, 
But foams at Mouth, and moves like oue poſſeſt. 
The Poet here muſt be indeed inſpired, 
With Fury too, as well as Fancy fired, 
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Malers 4 Denham's * pindarick Odes: 3 
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Cowley might beats performed this ben, 
Had he with Nature joy nd the Rules of Arr 90 { 
But ill; Expreſſion gives ſometimes A/lay 

To that rich Fancy, which can neler decay: 


Tho all appear in eat and fury done, 


The Language ſtillmuſt ſof# and eaſe run. 


Theſe Laws may ſeem a little too ſevere, 


But Judgment yields, and Fancy governs there; „ 


ae 


Which, tho extravagant, this Muſe allows, 00 


And makes the Work müch eafler tlian it Wen 


Ol all the Ways that wiſeſt Men could find Say 


To mend the Age, and mortifie Mankind, 
Satyr well, writ has moſt ſucceſsful p poo 4 
And cures, 'becauſe the Remedy i is hood. 


'Tis is hard to, write on ſuch a abject. more, 


144 


Some valger Ecrors only we remove, 


That ſtain a Beauty, which ſo much we 3 
Of well choſe Words ſoine take not care enough, 
And think they ſhould. be as the Subject rough; 


This great work muſt be more exactly made, 


And ſbarpeſt Thoughts in moor heſt words conveydi 
Some think, if ſlarp enough, they cannot ful, 
As if their only Buſineſs: was ta ra; 

But human Frailty nicely to unfold, 
Diſtinguiſhes a Satyr ſrom a Scold. 


Rag 


Rage you mult hige, and PAjudice lay down, 
4 Satyr's Smile i ſharper than his Fromm; 

69, while you ſeera to fight ſome Rival Youth, 
Malice it ſelf may paſs ſometimes for Trurh, 
The * Laureat here may juſtly claim our Praiſe, * 


Tho'-prats d and paniſh'd for another's ? *Rhimes, 
His own deſerve. as great Applauſe ſometimes , 
But once his Pegaſus has born dead weight, 

Rid by ſome lumpiſb Miniſter of State. 

Here reſt, my Mefe, ſuſpend my Cares a U hile, 
A preater Enterpriſe attends thy toil; 

And as ſome Eagle that deſigns to fly 

A long «nwonted Journey through thc Sky. 
Confiders all the dangerous way before, 

Over what Lands and Seas ſhe is to ſoar, 

Doubts her own ſtrength ſo far, and juſtly 2 4274 
That lofty Raad of Airy Travellars; 

But yet incited by ſome fair Deſign, 

That does her Hopes beyond her Fears incline, 
[Prunes every Feather, views her ſelf with Care, 
At laſt reſolved, ſhe cleaves the yielding Air. 
Away the flies, ſo ſtrong, ſo high, ſo faſt, 


She © leſſons to us, and is bo at lat. 
NM. Mr. D 1. 8 — TEE, 
+ \ famous Satyrical Poem of his, 


*A Libel, for which he has bot! applauded and wounded, tho intire- 
pl innocent of the whole marcer, 8 


Crown 'd by . Mac- Flecſus With immortal. Bays; 11 


So 
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From Lovers in deſpair ne things to d force, 


(10) 
So (but too weak for ſuch a weighty thing) 


The Muſe inſpires a ſharper Note to ſing ; 
And why ſhould Truth offend when only told 
To guide the /znorant, and warn the Bold; 


Oa then my Muſe, adventrouſly engage, 
To give Iaſtructions that concern the Stage. 
The Unities of Action, Time and Place, Plr 


Which if obſer ved, give Plays ſo great a Grace, 


Are, tho but little prais'd, too well known 


To be taught here, where we pretend alone 


From xicer Faults to purge the preſent Age, 


Leſs obvious Errors of the Engliſh Stage. 
Firſt then, Soliloques had we be few, 


Extremely ſort, and ſpoke in paſſion too _ | 


Oar Lovers talking to themſelves for want, 


Of others, make the Pit their Confdant; 


Nor is the matter mended yet, if thus 

They truſt a Friend, only to tell it us; 

Th' occaſion ſhould as naturally fall, 

As when“ Bellario confeſſes all. | 
Figures of Speech, which Poets chink ſo Gow, 

Art's b Varaiſh to make Nature ſhine, 

Are all but Paint upon a beauteous Face, 

And in Deſcription only claim a place. 

But ro make Rage declaim, and Grief Diſcourſe, 


< ——— 


* | Phulaer, "A Play of Eeaa men: ard Me:cher, 


| Muſt 


(-11,)) | 
Muſt needs ſucceed, tor who can chuſe but pity 


A dying Hero miſerably wirt)? 

But oh, the Dialogues, where jeſt, and mock 
5 held up like a Reſt at Shittle-cock / | | ; 
Or elſe like Bells, eternally they chime, 1 
They /igh in Simile, end die in Rhime. A 

Phat Things are theſe who would be, Poets thought, 

By Natare not inſpir'd, nor Learning taught? 

Some Wit they have, and therefore may deſerve 

a better Courſe than this by which they ſtarve ; 

But to write Plays! why tis a bold pretence 

To Judgment, Breeding, Wit and Elogquence; 

[Nay more; for they muſt Look wir hin to find 

Thoſe reve Turns of Nature in the Mind ; 

Nithout this part in vain would be the whole, 

And but a Body all without a Soul : 

all this together yer is but a part 

Of Dialogue, that great and powerful Art, 

Now aimoſt loſt, which the old Greczans knew, 

from whence the Romans Fainter Copies drew, 

Pearce comprehended ſince but by a few: 

Plato and Lucian are the beſt Remains 

Of all the Wonders which this Art contains; 

Yet to our ſelves, we Juſtice muſt allow, 

hakeſpear and Fletcher are the Wonders now: 

Conſider them, and read them o'er and Ger . 


iſ Go ſee them play'd, then read them as belore, 


For 


Their Beauties imitate, avoid their Faults; 


There's no ſuch thing in Nature, and you'll draw 


Some Faults mult be, that his Misfortunes drew, Y 


Each moving Scence mult be a P lot a part: 


Contrive each little turn, mark every place, 
As Painters firſt chalk out the furure Face: 


Yet be not fondly your own Slave for this, 


And tho cis Drudgery to ſtoop ſo low, 
To him you muſt your utmoſt meaning ſhow. 


(0 
For tho in many things they groſſy fall, 
Over our paiſions {till they ſo prevail, 
That our own Griet by theirs is rock d aſleep, 
The Du are fore 'd to feel, the wiſe to weep. 


Firſt on a Plot employ thy careful Thoughts :/ 
Turn it with time a thouſand ſeveral ways, 
This oft alone has given ſucceſs to Plays: 
Reject that valgay Error which appears 
So fair, of making perfect Characters; 


A faultleſs Monſter, which the VVorld net ſaw: | 


But ſuch as may deſerve. Compaſlion too. 
Beſides the main Deſign compoſcd u ith Art, 105 


But change hercafter What appears amiſs, 

Think not ſo much where u thoughts ; to place 
As what a Man would ſay in 1 ach a Caſe. ; 
Neither in Comedy will this ſaffice, 

The Player too mult be before your Eyes, 


* AR 
Expoſe no ſizg/e Fop, but lay the Load — 
More equally, and ſpread the Folly broad: | 
The other way 15 valgar oft we lee | 
A Fool derided by as bad as be , 
Hawks fly at nobler Game; 1n this low way, | 
A very Owl may prove a Bird of Prey: 
I Poets ſo will one poor Fop devour, 
Put to collect, like Bees from every Flower, 
Ingredients to compoſe that precious Juice 
Which ſerves the V Vorld for Pleaſure and for ufe, 
In ſpight of Faction this would Favour get: 
But * Fa/taff ſeems unimitable yet. 
Another Fault which often does befal, 
k when the V Vit of ſome great Poet thall * 
o ove/ ow, that is, be none at all, 
bat all his Fools ſpeak Seuce, as if roſelt, 
And each by Inſpiration breaks his Feſt , 
If once the Juſtneſs of each part be loſt, 
VVell we may laugh, but at the Poets Coſt. 
That ſuly thing, Men call Sheer wit, avoid, 
Vith which our age fo nauceouſly | is cloy d; 
Humour is all, Vit ſhould be only brought 
To turn agreeably ſome proper Thought. 
But ſince the Poet we of late have known, 
Hine in no Dreſs {0 much as in their owa, 
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ce, 


The 


Where every Reaſon is exactly weigh'd ; 
Which once perform'd, moſt opportunely comes 


And all in Metaphor his paſſion proves; 
But ſome fad accident, tho yet unknown, 
Parting this Pair, to leave the Swain alone, 


And to olige his Piva, needs will dye 3 


To that dear Rival whom he does not know, 
Who ſtreight appears (but who can Fate withſtand!) 


That juſt haſt giv'n himſelf the cruel Stroke, 
At which this very Strangers Heart is broke; 


To Love, and living in a Lady's Arms. 


n ) 
The better by Example to convince, 
Caſt but a view on this wrong /7 fide of Sence. 


Firſt a Soliloquy is ca/mly made, 


A Hero frighted at the Noiſe of Drums 
For her ſweet ſake, whom ar firſt fight he loves, 


He ſtreight grows jealous, yet we know not why 


But firſt he makes a Speech, wherein he tells 
The aZ/cent Ny mph how much his Flame excels, 
Aud yet bequeaths her generouſly now 


Too late alas to hold his haſty Hand, 


He more to his ae Friend than Miſtreſs kind, 
Moſt ſadly mourns at being left behid, 
Of ſuch a Death prefers the pleaſing Charms 


How ſhameful, and what monſtrous Sow. q * 
| (the 


And then they rail at thole they cannot 2 
* f 
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conclude us only 00 for the Dead, 

And grudge the Sign of old Bey. Jobnſow $ Head J 

When the intr in/ick Value of the Stage; ; 

an ſcarce be judg'd but by a fofowing Ages: 

for Dances, Flutes, Italian Songs, and Rhime 

May keep up in ling Nonſenſe for a tige. 

Zut that may fail, which now ſo much Or- rules, 

And Sence no longer will ſubmit to Fools. 

By painful Steps we are at laſt got up Fpick Po. 

Parnaſſus Hill on whoſe bright Airy Top et. 

he Epics Poets fo divinely ſhow, - 


ind with ju/t Pride behold the reſt below. 
WHroick Poems have a juſt pretence 


lo be the utmoſt reach of human Sence, 

A Work of ſuch ineſtimable Worth, 

here are but wo the World has yet brought forth, 
er and Virgil: with what awful ſound 

Do thoſe meer Words the Ears of Poets wound! 

Juſt as a Changeling ſeems below the reſt 
Vf Men, or rather is a two-legg'd Beaſt, 

o theſe Giganticſ Souls amaz d we find 
is much above the reſt of human kind. 

ature's whole ſtræength united! endleſs Fame, 
nd univerſal Shouts attend their Name. 
Nead Homer once, and you can read no more, 


0 er all things elſe appear ſo dull and poor. 


Cor - a | | Perſe | 


Sure from ſome Angel he tlie Secret kaew, 


The way is ſhewn, but who has 3 tn 80 
Who can all Sciences exactly know?2W2W i 
Whoſe Fancy flies bey ond weak Re auer. s Sight, 


Perſe will = Proſe yer often on him look, 
And you will hardly need pile Book. | 
Had“ Beſſa never writ, the VVor Id had fin, 

Like Indians, view'd this wondrous | piece © of Skill, 5 
As ſomething of Divine the VVork admired, 
Not hoped to be Inſtructed, but Inſpired), 


* 
1 
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But he diſcloſing ſacred Mypeeries, 


Has ſhown where all the mighty Magick joe 
De ſerib d the Seeds, and in what order ſown, 


That have to ſuch a vaſt proportion grown; 


I 


VVho through this Lal yr inth has given the Clue! 
But what alas, avails it poor Mankind 
To fee this promiſed Land, yet ſtay behind? 


And yet has Judgment to direct it right? 
Whoſe jaſt Diſcernment, Virgil like, is ſuch, 
Never to ſay too little, or too much? © [= 
Let ſuch a man begin without delay, 1 


But he muſt do much more than I can ſay, 


Muſt above Cowley, nay and Milton too prevail, 


Succeed where great 7orgaato, a, our greater we 
3 JA (leer fa 
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topia was ſituated; but we need not go to the Antipude 


Ido not rival the inimitable Hudibras : But I hope 


— 


5 
To the Free-born Reader. 


Hoever hath already read, or will yet giy 
himſelf the Trouble of reading Sir Thoma 
More's Utopia, may at once eaſily underſtand both the ( 
Motive to the Writing of this Canto, and the Meaning 
or Drift of what is written, in Imitation of ſo Great: 
Man, at 5 of Affairs. . 

The main Burden of his Book indeed ſeems to be for 


taking away all Property, and levelling or laying Thing 


in common, upon an imeginary Regulation of Goven- 
ment: But our Birds here ſing of another Eſtabliſhmen 
in Utopia, as ſtrange and wonderful; which has ſome-M 
thing more of Reality in it, than mere Fancy, Fictio 
or Romance. . 

He has not told us in what Part of the World his U. 


to find whereabouts, and in what Latitude ours lies, tho 
not to be found in the Map; not far from the Srreigh 


Mouth, we may imagine, or between Seyla and Charybii | 
'Tis natural both for Man and Beaſt to love his owl , 
natiye Country beſt. Ought not I to prefer my on 
Acquaintance, my old Friends, or even my old Shoe + 
(that King James the Iſt ſaid were eaſieſt for his Fea n 
before Strangers, Sharpers, and Intruders ; HoghenW'"! 
Moghens, Hugonots, and Wooden Shoe-makers ? ; 
Word, can any one of Senſe and Reaſon, be ſo barbaſiſh, 
Tous to his own Bowels, as to undervalue, undcrming} C 
and undo his natural- fellow- free-born Subjects, for an. * 
interloping Canary-Birds, or naturaliz'd Foreigners?! h 
ſo, the wiſe Vtopians then mult degenerate. 


However, this is a Kind of Doggrel Poem; and 5 


may paſs for Burleſque, Traveſty, or jingling Rhin 
at leaſt, among our native People. And lo fare it we 
Good Night Count!y-men. _ oh b 
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Romantick C A N T O. 


ARE Birds aſſembl d in Utopia, upen a grand Ser, ; 

II. Whether Canary-Birds ought to naturalie'd there? | 

Il; The Robin, the Sparrow, che Linnet, he Lark, and the Nightingale, 

make Speeches againſt it; but a great Cat had like to hawe fpoibd 
all RS I 

IV, The Turtle-Dove went a little too far in the Matter ; but a noble 
anonymous Bird brought him off from having his Feathers pluckd, 

V. Several Country Birds, and all the City Biras, y” 'd the Naturs- 
lization of thoſe Canaries, 

VI. Debates aroſe ; upon which, the Bullfinch made a long Herr angue in 
Commendation of Canary Birds ; ; but ſome Crow: were offended at it. 
However, the Magpies ( moſt of em) were for paſſing the Bill, though 
the Jackdaws aiſlik'd the Proceeding. 

VII, The Buſtards laid the Law to em, how neceſſary it wat to natura- 
lize thoſe Canaries ; but the e, ſprung preſently, and would 
not hear ont. | | 

VIII, All the wild Fowl were for em ; but the Inland Birds protefteſt a- 
gainſt it. However, being mightily ganas by Numbers, they 
gave up the Cauſe, 

I, The Redſtarts, Water-wagtails, and Solan Geeſe, all favour'd the 

Canary. Birds; and ſo they 8 'd their Point at laſt, by being made 

* free as the Air in Utopia 
J. The Eagle then put an Bud to all Diſputes for Peace Sake, and ſatis- 

fd ber loving Subjects, that ſhe was advis d tot for the beſt, as 4 

Thing that would be the making of their native Country, 

il. The Conſequence, 


I 


CANARY- 


i Naturaliz'd, 


N our unhappy Days of Vre, 
When foreign Birds, from German Shore. 
Came flocking to Utopia's Coaſt, 85 
And oer the Country rułd the Roaſt; 
Of our good People, did two Thirds 
So much admire Canary- Bird, ö 
For outward Show, or finer Feathers, 
Far more regarded than all others. 
We bought em dear, and fed em well, 
Till they began for to rebel. 
Unſarisfy'd, they did reſort, 
For greater Liberty, to Court, 
And equal Privilege would claim, 
Or with the Natives much the ſame; 
As if no Birth-· right had been given 
To our own Birds from unkind Heaven. 
A loud Canary then did ſing, 2 


And make a Noiſe like any King, 
Or ſome uſurping vainer Thing; 
And {till the 9. of its Song, 
Was, to be Nat'ral d, right ot wrong. 

The reſt, at this, ſet up their Throats 
As ſhrill with Nat'ralixing Notes. 

So num'rous were their fond Allies, 
They pierc'd the high and mighty Skies, 

Till with the Force of ecchoing Bill, 
They did our feather'd Nation fill. 
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Here they grew fat, and liv'd at Eaſe, 
And bigger look d than Refugees; 
8 Kindly protected from the Stroke 
Of ſwift perſuing Gallick Hawk. 

Them we ſo well did entertain, 
They would not chooſe go Home again, 
But now at laſt ſo ſawcy grew, 
That to aſpiring Heights they flew : 
They muſt be ropping Maſters made, 
And, as our free-born Subjects, trade, 

On this Account, aſſembld were 
The native Birds of all the Air; 
And having laid their Heads together, 
Adviſing and debating, whether 
Thoſe bold Canary-Birds ſhould ſtay, 
And natralized be this Day 5 
Through all diſturb'd Uropia, 
dome common Birds, of lower Rank, 
And far lefs pow'rful than the Bank, 
Both Men and Money ſtill ingroffing, 
Or all our pop' lar Welfare croffing, 
Twixt Hawk and Buzzard wound'riug ſtood 
How this could be a publick Good ! 
Then honeſt Robin Silence brake, 
und tothe Matter boldly ſpake ; 
b not our Property ſo dear, 
That we theſe Foreigners may fear? 
Or ſhall ſuch Interlopers come, 
And turn me out of Houſe and Home: 
Belides, they're not of our Religion, 
No more than any Holland Widgeon. 
They never go to Church, as I, 
Anthems to hear or ſing; for why? 1 
They hate our decent Liturgy. | 
e ſhall be reckon'd very fickle, 
110 Thus to encreaſe the Conventicſe; 

Where there are no harmonious Lays, 
Tranſported with our * Praife. 
4a 3 


12 
So loyal Red-breaft did conclude 
Their deep Deſign was nothing good ; 
Not Peace, Diviſion underſtood. 
Ihe chirping Sparrow next began 1 
Theſe proud Intruders ſure neer can 
Expect ſo great a Liberty, 
To live as nat'ral Subjects, free! 
This Condſcenſion is too much 
To gratify or French or Dutch, 
For ſuch Canary- Birds, my Fear's, 
Will ſers together by the Ears, 
Or in our Nation breed ill Blood 
| Againſt the People's gen'ral Good. 
Perhaps in Time they'll take, forſooth, 
* The Bread out of our Natives Mouth. 
© So long as I am Major Dome, 
© Char'ty ſhall ſtill begin at Home. 
Jo nat'ralize em, is a Jeſt, 
Let's not defile our own dear Neſt, 
© And fo become worſe Birds than they, 
* That would us to their Lure betray. 
I The charming Linnet then beſought 
His Brother Birds to weigh this Thought. 
He wiſely ſaid, and ſweetly ſung, 
And with a pop'lar Air it rung: 
© Whether they could believe it Reaſon, 
© Tonat'ralize them at this Seaſon, 
When our own Traders hardly live, 
And ſcarce induſtrious Workers thrive ? 
© For tho they ſing a merry Note, 
* They are perhaps not worth a Groat. 
* And why ſhould we infranchiſe thoſe 


b 
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* That Strangers come, and whence God knows ? 


Or give luch Rights to foreign Breaſts, 
till we have feather'd our own Neſts? 
They'll underlive and ſell us too, pe: 
And thus the native Poor undo, 5 
Or bring us to their Wooden Shoe. 
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so that in naked Truth, I fear, 
© They'll do our Trade no Kindneſs here; 
Or elſe perhaps they'll make our State 
That's noble now, degenerate, - 
© And mixing their ungen'rous Blood, 
Like Cucko's, bring a ſpurious Brood 
As luſty Danes did heretofore, | 
© And moſt of Women red Heads bore. 
so thus *ris ſure Years hundred hence, 
We ſhall be all converted French, 

The ſoaring Lark now pouring down, 
Came in the Nick of Time to Town; 
As if from lofty Heaven ſent, | | 
The Country's Grievance to preſent, 5 
Among Birds met to this Intent; 
* Canaries of all Colours, 
As well their Fautors; as their Follow'rs; 
And, Angel like, in ſeeteſt Strain, 
He did our natral Rights maintain: 
* Shall thoſe Exoticks then, with me, 
Have equal Pow'r and Liberty? 
Or traverſe oer our pleaſant Fields, 
And taſte what Crop of Corn each yields 
Or living here in greateſt Plenty, 
Ingroſs from you the Fruits God ſent ye? 
Now with Delight I ſoar and ſing, 
* To chear the Husband-man in Spring; 
' $0 promote my Country's Good, 
In helping on our daily Food. 
gut theſe Canaries, who can ſhow 
Diverting here the weary'd Plough ? 
Or hov'ring oer the lab'ring Plain, 
For to refreſh the ſweaty Swain? 
Such lazy Birds will take no Pains, 


— 


5 


And yet expect our growing Gains. 


| They'll neither graze,nor plough,nor fow, 
: To Drudg ry leave, nor drive, nor draw. 


A4 


Aud 
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In Heat of Blood, at leaſt I thought, 
For baſe intruding Sons of Whores. 


nn 8 

F And ſhall they this Advantage reap, | 1 
© As free- born Larks ſecurely ſleep, + 

© Or take ſtill from another's Heap? 


© You know, Sirs, all Utopia's Lan 14 
© Requires a cultivating Hand: 4 
And will theſe Foreigners be found TS 2 
© Totill your waſte and barren Ground? 1 
No; from your Tillage they'll be free, 1 
And thrive in better Company ; 1 
© In good Mechanicks their Trades follow, 1 
© And let your fruitful Fields lie fallow. $ 
© By Husbandry, and ſuch hard Fates, 1 
© They do not love to get Eſtates: „ 
5 For who would purchaſe any Land 1 
He cannot on all Toros command? l 
But Money is the ſafeſt Store, 3 7 
© Ready as Wind to waft it o'er 5 1 
© Todogger Banks, or Gallick Shore; P 
© And Joſepb Money muſt provide, ( 
© As Corn for his own Country's Side. F 
To greater Length the Lark had drill'd, ( 
But now with Noiſe Convention fill'd ; T 
Some Country- Birds did ſo admire 'Þ 
The Motion made, were ſet on Fire, E 
To burn Canary-Bird. Petition, 2 
Or ſacrifice them to Deriſion, F. 
And wich their Bill to walk about 
The Streets of our deſpiſing Rout, ( 
With Bell recanting, or a Rope 4 

A round their Necks through all Hope. Le 
To that Degree the Paſſion wrought, 0 


They would have turn d 'em out of Doors, 


The peerleſs Nightingale moy'd next, 
Wich melancholy Cares perplext: 


© You know the ſweeter far ] ſing, 
i The more the f Haye-thorn docs me ſting; i Holy. Wt! 


WE | 
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And lifting up her languid Eyes, . 
fer watbling Plaints ſent to the Skies. 5 
© What ! theſe Canaries nat'ralize? 
Let me for ever droop and die, 
ef I can fee the Reaſon why? 
If you ſhould cer invaded be 
By Belgick Force or Tyranny ; 
© Or if the Gallick Stork ſhould come, 
© And for Eis Footing here find Room; 
will not theſe Birds of the ſame Feather, 
Still lock and rendezvous together ?2 
l chey on you ſhould thus turn Tails ; 
And ſuch Things Treach'ry never fails 
For is not Peoples nar'ral Temper, 

In all Rebellions idem ſemper ? 

They would the native Birds betray, 
And make em to the Gaul. a Prey, 

By cunning Snares, and falſer Calls; 

Our Life then to Deſtructioa falls. 

For Fowlers, when they've caught one Bird . 
Or two, their Nets are never ſtirr'd; 1 

They'll eaſily decoy a third. 
perhaps they may, upon Occaſion, 
Help on the Hawk's delign'd Iavaſion ; 
Or will aſſiſt him, underhand, 
For to enſlave this eaſy Land. 
With Caution then let's give our Votes, 
Gainſt cutting our own Subjects Throaths. 
At this, an over- grown great Pſs, 
[hat either preys on Bird or Mouſe, 
o whoſe Chaps greedy falls ſo pat, 
Putch Sooter kin and Engliſb Rat; 
\Boar one, monſt'rous as prevails, 
Vith two huge Heads, and nine long Tails; 
ping among the Birds appear'd, 
ad like the feather'd Senate ſcar'd. 
ſpoil their Singing he reſolv'd, 
j. MW have their Meeting quite diſſolvd; 


. 1 
But ſpy d ſtreight by a Britiſn Cur, 
He made the Cat- a- Mountain ſcour; 
And ſo the fearleſs Birds proceed, 
To finiſh that Affair in Deed, 
Then murm'ring, ſaid the Turtle-Dovt, 
That does his native Country love, 
© How long ſhall I in Woods bemoan 
© My deareſt loving Mates are gone: 
© And mult I lead a widow'd Life, 
© Or marry a Canary- Wife? 
* How ſhould I cer in Conſcience pair 
* With ſuch ſchiſmatick Birds as they're, 5 
© In ſeclar Dealing, or in Pray r? 3. 
© How can we rightly nat'ral thoſe, 
© Bur fooliſhly give up our Laws, 
© Our Lives ond Liberties endanger, 
© Ar Mercy of each unknown Stranger? 
For who in common Senſe can think, 
That Monſiour's Jean, or n Heer's Blink, 
Will ever to us prove ſo civil, 25 
© As hold the Candle to the Devil? 
© Unlike Canaries grateful be, 
For all our high-flown Charity? 
No, ſure they'll ne'er oblige us long, 
© Bur ſing us quite a diff rent Song, 
For neither this, nor by paſt Age, 
* Fer knew 'em faithful out of Cage: 
ro fer*cim up, and make 'em free, 
© They'll ſoon enrich themſelves, you'ell ſee : 
© By your own Act impov'riſh others, 


© And make the free-born curſe their Mothers. An 
* Then thank your ſelves for what Diſaſters n | 
May happen, when you've made em Maſters! g. 
* All human Reaſon this decry, P 
The bringing up with natral Ties „ 
* Such Birds to pick out our own Eyes, if 


© When ye have laid your Birth-Rizbrs common, 
| Of Foreigners excepted no Man; ; 
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Or ſold yout Tradcs, your Fields and Forage; 
old Eſau like, for Meſs of Porridge; | 
For Fanfarons or ſuch {light Things, 

Trifles, as ancient Story ſings; 

Then thoſe Canaries will o' er- run 

Your Country quite, and yere undone 
From lev'ral Parts they'll interlope, \ 
Except the Devil and the Pope, j 
To puniſh poor oppreſsd Urope, . 
They'll grow here plenty as Cucumbers, 
Or Locuſts in prodigious Numbers, 

Like Shoals of Herrings, or like Swarms 

Of Flies, foreboding tatal Harms, 

$0 that if I ſhould give Advice 

Theſe Birds in Flocks to nat'ralize, 

In mournful Numbers might I coo, 

And thus my willing Ruin woo. 

The harmleſs Dove ſaid little more, 
ut all the Rouſe was in Uproar, 
Ind to the Tow'r had like to've gone, 
dy the major Part of forty one. 2 
but being brought up to the Bar, 

imſelf more plainly to declare, 
inother fierce like furious Dracon, 
boldly ſtood up, and ſav'd his Bacon. 

he liſPning Flocks now all were mute, 
lo hear how charming he'd diſpute 5 
Cainſt nat'r'ling Birds of bad Repute. 
A lordly Bird of noble Fame, 
But I've forgot his well-known Name) 
n honeſt Native, and no Minion, 

2 lofty Notes gave his Opinion, 5 
gainſt endang'ring our Dominion, 
making Foreigners as free 
any nat'ral Subjects be: 

If 1 leave have to give my Sentence, 

Twill bring us to a ſwift Repentance. 

hence did theſe Hedge- Birds hither come, 
01d to contriye Uropia's Doom | LP 


0 
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If not content with their Condition, 
© Which here they've had with long Permiſſion, 
Protected kindly, and nr: o 8 
© [hall their Handy- crafts that flouriſh'd, 

© Home let 'em go agaia in Peace, 

Hunger enjoy, and their dear Eaſe, , 
Among their Vineyards, Herbs, and Roots, 

© Themlelyes ſolace with empty Guts; 
Wich Soups beloved chuſe to ſtarve, 

© And not here at own Pleaſure carve; 

So take freſh Air about Montpellier, 

Till we Uropians may grow fillier; 

© Orlive here ſtill in Statu quo, 

© And ſerve our Country as they do, 

© Free from the perſecuting Hand, 

Or mortal Graſp of Lewa Grand, 

© Canaries with his low Bells catching, OTH 
© Intheir warm Neſts ſome Miſchief hatching ; o 


© Free from Inſults of his Dragooning, Fo 
© But not above our juſt Lampooning, a { 
For their Religious good rebelling, Li 
Or flying out a Colonelling,—_ = | 
To fave their Church from Popiſh Fear, ( 
© And make their Chriſt turn Cavalier, W 
© Now let 'em take their freeſt Choice, 
© And that determines my laſt Voice. = 
© But we're not ſure ſuch blinded Owls 1 
To nab ralize uſurping Tools, 5 | 
And look our ſelves like nat'ral Fools. 


Ot bers there were that held it Tack, 1 
And thus their Arguments did back : W 
They tightly ſtood againſt the bringing W 
A foreign Bill to ſpoil their Singing. j 
© When free born Subjects are mad Slaves \ 
* To cunning Rooks, Canary Knaves ; ( 
To Camiſars our Country given, 

* Were ht to fly away to Heaven; 

Or baild our Hopes in kinder Skies, 

* {han thoſe our Neſts do ſacrifice, hes 


Theſe are, we think, ſuch dang'rous Flights, 
Gainſt all our nat ral civil Rights, 

As will our common Trades betray 

To baſe expecting Birds of Prey. 

This would be making Magna Charta 

An uſeleſs Jeſt of Magna Fart-a, | 
Where's Daniel Foe, that grand Canary, 
With's vaunted Property, to ſcare ye 
from giving now away your Goods, 

Your Liberties and Livelyhoods, 

Your daily Bread, and eke your Butter ? 
Twould make a Briton bold to ſplutter! 
Lately it was his dear Opinion, 
That Property was fore Dominion; 
Aſacred Thing no Pow'r could alter, 
And Kings that did, deſerv'd a Halter. 
But now the contradictious Rover 

b turn'd Canary-Bird all-over ; 

And what was proper then to do, 

knot in Politicks ſo now; 

For Unity, if you'd ſecure, 

You muſt Community endure ; 


Like Plato's hotch-potch Common wealth, 
As Beggars live by looſer Stealth. 5 

o Foreigners ye ought be civil, „ 
With native Subjects on a Level, j 
et em in Triumph o'er ye revel 

And ſtill believe this Myſtery, 5 
he more y' are bound, the more y'are free. 
hus Dan with Shams did but deceive ye, 
\nd now like Fools in Lurch he'll leave ye, 
The City- Birds all with one Voice, 

0 hear a vaſt unnat'ral Noiſe, 

maz'd, began to look about em, 

marie ſcorn'd, and ſore did flout em: 

e do not uſe in common Barter 

lo part fo easily with our Carter. 


Our 


"wel 


© Our Franchiſes, we hope, are ſafe 785 
* From foreign Beaſt, that ſtrays as Waif, 5 
© From wild Boars French, or Hoghen Ralph, J. 
© Or Bird intruding on our City, 

© To ling his natralized Ditty ; 
© Free from Encroachments,they would fain, 
© By hook or Crook, with Fraud obtain. 

© To ſee ſuch Aliens thus aſpire, 85 
© Would ſet Uropia all on Fire, 5 
© And our Great Monument raiſe high'r, 

© If we encourage thoſe Canaries, 
© In our own Virons turn Voluntaries, 

© The wond'ring Drago we ſhall wake, 

© And Hopper-Graſs on Change may ſhake. 

© In time we may repent at Leiſure, . 

© In Forgland ſeek for hidden Threaſure; 

© To pull our Feathers they'll be able, 
Or make us bare as Bird in Fable: 
Nor proper 1s this preſent Seaſon 
To each diſcerning Son of Reaſon; 

© Nor is it good for Houſe or Stceple, 
© Thus to diſturb a wanting People. 

| Now there aroſe a mighty Buſtle, 
And diffrent Members ſeem'd to juſtle, 
,T wixt Negs and Affs, or Yea's and No's, 
Some free-born Friends, ſome free- horn Foes. 
Each Party their Diviſions ſung, 

With Noiſe the feather'd Senate rung ; 
Till ſome diſſenting Birds did flutter 
With hot Debates, and made a Sputter 
For thoſe Intruders nat'ral Freedom, 

As if it was by Fate decreed 'em; 
And all now join'd Confederates, 
Thus to oblige ſome foreign States. 

The Bullfinch firſt was Frenchify'd, 

And on the pert Canaries Side; 
'Twas urg'd {treightway they came from far, 
For Refuge here in Peace, not War: Tex 
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They re charming Creatures, each a Saint is; 
Dear-bought, far-featch'd, they bring us Dainties ; 
Beſt pleaſe the Lady's flaunting Air; 
Nought can but French oblige the Fair : 
And ſhall our Wives want finer Dreſſes, 
Than Country Girls, or common Beſſes ? 
Our native Birds in Song are duller, 
And foreign Harmony is fuller, 
To leaſe ber Ear, and with Charms rape her, 
To make Sir Tawdry-Fopling caper. 
Nought of our own beſt Clowniſh Make, 
With flutt' ring Beaux will ever take, 
Nor Ribbons, Gloves, nor Wigs of Faſhion, 
Nor poliſh'd Gems t adorn our Nation, 
Nor {lender Shoes to dance Courant, 
Nor ſweet Perſumes, nor falſeſt Paint 
Nor yet ſilk Stockings, ſo genteel. 
To ſhew the Calf above the Heel. 
Our own Meckanicks Work 1s clumſy, : 
And tight as Drum, to Shape ne'er hums ye; 
To Body gives no graceful Figure, 
Nor makes its Majeſty look bigger. 
Natives do nought that's a-la-mode, 
That charming airy looks Abroad ; 
Nor to Perfection pleaſe the Gentry. 
Nor have they don't ne'er half a Centry. 
Our Youths ſo pretty, gay, and fickle, 
They can't, Begar, their Fancies tickle; 
Commodes and Kickſhaws © our Vagary, 
are ſuited beſt by Birds Canary. 
belides, their Language we admire, 
Fram Court-Fop, to the Country Squire; 
and Mother. Tongue, young Sparks don't fancy 
Jo ſweet, ſo Belle, ſo five as Franc-e. 
dow complaiſant are their Addreſſes 
To Lady Great, or Lord's Careſſes, 
ho their ſad Grievances redrefles ? 


* 
© So gay their Mein, and court ous Haviour 
To mortal Man, as well as Saviour. 
© On us they fawn like grateful Spaniel, 
© And far more cringe than de Foe Daniel. 
© We take em for the civ'leſt Fellows, 
That eer the Groans eſcap'd of Gallows; 
© So that in Fam lies it is fitting 
We ſhould ſuch rare Birds be admitting, 
© As free-born Subjects, to Great Houſes, 
And recommend 'em to our Spouſes ; 

© Togratify their luſnious Palates, RR, 
To cock their Victuals, pick their Salats, 5 
Or make em wanton Chamber Valets; 
© With niceſt Dreſs, and rich Ragou, 
© To pleaſe their Out and Inſides too; 
© For butlers, Foot men, Tutors fit 
Jo teach our nat'ral Children Wit, 
© Or at their Levees how to prattle, 
And bold as Gaſcoigns Jargon-Rattle; 
Or ſhew our Servants better Breeding. 
© To let their Properties lie bleeding; 

© Anr not repine with ſour Grimaces, 


© When for the French they loſe their Places; 


© Nor ſing of Liberty Trangdillo's, 
But hang their ſilent Haps on Willows. 
© 'Thefe wiſer Birds, in teaching School, 
© Make little Maſter pretty'ſt Fool-— ! 
© How earn ly ignorant; you'd wonder, 
They do with Air inſpire his Under- 
"Standing, and make him talk like Parrot 
Potato calling, or for Carrot. 

He can ſo jabber ev'ry Word, 
© And Latin knows Cen for a T — rd? 
But then for Manners, and his Carriage, 


 ©Yawd think the Boy was fit for Marriage. 


© He dances well, or bravely fences, 
And French learns more than all Sciences. 
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In ſhort, do what we Free born can, 
They breed the fineſt Gentleman. 

What need our Ox- Cam- Academics? 

Their Boarding far a better Gem is. 

Now as for Trades they will improve em; 
Of all Mankind, ye ought to love em, 
Let them as Maſter Workmen live, 
And to their Arts Precedence give; 
Then to inferior Labours turn ye, 
Let poorer Natives but work Journe 
Or to theſe Refugees abandon = 

* Your Shops and Tools, or Ground you ſtan 
At this ſome Crows were much offended, 
Did plead to have the Buſineſs mended : 

Let no raſh Reſolution taken, 5 
Our Country-folks with Anger waken; 
Nor prejudice our tender Young, 
Scarce fledg'd till out of Neſts they're flu 
Let's well deliberate what we do, 
Poſterity the Fact mayn't rue. 
With that ſome Magpies gan to chatter, 
\well appriz'd of this great Matter : 
Old Story tells they love all Rangers, 

Ind with their Clack do welcome Strangers. 
Hark ye, conſider theſe Canaries 

Are great and good Religionaries; 
They ought ſome Sanctuary find 

In new Utopia's gen'rous Mind, 
Can wetranſgreſs th' unſtinted Limits 
Of Chriſtian Love, that moſt Sins remits? 
Tho we're by diſſ rent Seas ſurrounded, 
Our Charity isnot ſo bounded; 

Oer the vaſt ſurface of the Globe, 

We muſt relieve the poor as 
Receive them for ſound Fait 
F wed be reckon'd among the Bleſſed. 
and ſo good ground Sirs, 
ele — Monſieurs, 


h diſtreſſed, 


uſtice we have 
Nat'ralize t 


d on. 


Baniſh'd 
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© Baniſh'd from Native Country flying; 

* And hither come for Refuge crying, 

© Becauſe by Arbitrary Birch, _ 

© They'd not be flogg'd to Popiſh Church. 


: 


Among the reſt a famous Mag 
His loudeſt double Tongue let wag : 
© By ſwarthy Looks ye may diſcover 
© Theſe Birds arc Proteſtants all over; 
© So true, ſo harmlels in Religion, 
4s any pious free: born Pigeon; 
A A ſpotleſs Tribe in holier Strain, 
| © Of Godlineſs they make no Gain: 
© True Blue (you know) will never ſtain. J 
© Our mortl'd Church, on juſt Occaſion, 
© They'll ſerve 'twixt high and low damnation ; 
© So civil keep our Rablith'd Union, 
Conform to this and that Communion : 
* From ſuch Trim Birds, obliging Strangers, 
| © Our Neſtlingsneed not fear great Dangers; 
| The more the merrier ; for our Work is, 
© To love Jews, Infidels, and Turkeys, 


Ihe Fackdows yet were not cer aw d, 
But for their Chriſtian Rights ſtill kaw'd, 
: On Property they moy'd their Wings, 

: a 


Which to a Point the Conſcience brings: 
i * How long have we in Peace poſſeſt, 7 
On Pinaclesof Temple bleſt! 
; And will ye now diſturb our Reſt ? 
Who can ſuch Doings tolerate, 
Confound Wepia s facred State, 
, And mix thoſe Hypocrites in Flocks, 
Diſſenters with our Otherdox ? 

f Not one in ten of them's reformed, 
f As we our Rites deſire performed, 
; But of Religion make a Trade, 
| And Romiſh are in Maſquerade, _ 
Caan ve ſuch Snakes in Graſs admit, 

And not expect our Boſoms bit? 
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Under the faireſt Flow'r in Shade, 
gehold a ſtinging Serpent laid. 
This would be] fatal Birdlime making 
© For our own nat'ral Bodies taking; 
© $ rather let ſuch falſe Canaries, 
Keep to their formet Aviaries. 
Great Buſtards then moy'd flow and ſure, 
Theſe Heart-burns did propoſe to cure; 
With Sal vo's brave they made long Speeches, 
Io ſtop our Mouths, and heal our Breaches: 
© Canaries are induſtrious People. 
© Weought not them again back repel, 
gut make them all here freeſt Denixons, 
With our own Birth- rights juſter Beniſons. 


Th Improvement of our Manufactures, 


uuſt needs of Law allow ſuch Fractures; 
Of State there is a vaſt Neceſſe, . 

Io make them Nat'ral Subjects bleſs ye 

eich better Faſhions and Fallals, 

Than feather'd Muffs t adorn our Malls. 
They'll make Utopia's Land grow richer, 

Or with French Charms to Wealth bewitch her, 


Already here Eſtates they've gotten, 


and here ſhall ſpend em till they're rotten : 

But then in beſt Communities, I 

They muſt enjoy Immunities; 

For who'd among you Traders live, 

And not as freely take as give? 

When Dealing thus in common ſtretches? 
To theſe ingenious working Wretches, C 
The cheapelt way you'll find to Riches, 

On this the Partridges did Spring, 
ind in whole Coveys took the Wing, 
gon a Setting-Dog's firſt Sight, 

r of ſome Snares diſturbing Fright. . 
Ince others for French Rakes ran Riot, 
hey were reſoly d to back in Quiet; 6 
Not ſtay to hear the fatal oY ; 
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Not caught like Fools, nor made what worſe is, 
To their own Ruin ſtalking Horſes ; 
But ſafe from ſuch incroaching Rants, 
Secure their old beloved Haunts. 
The Birds ma ine, that came from Sea, 
To nar'ral them did ſoon agree; ;; 

Didappers, Mild. Ducks, Curlews \wimming, 
Spake in Canaries Favour trimming: 
Our Foreign Traffick they'll advance, 
And may in time tranſport here France; 

E Encreaſe our Commerce to the Indies, 

And to the South-Seas, when fair Wind is, 
Or when th unnat'ral Devil blind is. 

King fiſhers, Gulls, and Cormorants, 

Their Voices gave in ruder Cant; 
Devouring look'd as if they'd ſwallow 
Each Native Bird that did not allow 
Their favorite Canaries made, 

With Cits of equal Leave for Trade. 

From Ships now all the Feather'd Crew 
Together for their Merchants flew. 

The Halhcon ſung of happy Days, | 
And tun'd with calm ſerener Lays, : 
Eccho'd the grand Canaries Praiſe: 

But hardeſt Rocks did ſtill reſound, 

_ Asifintruth*twas hollow Ground. 
Some Inland-birds, freſł-water Fowl, 
To hear ſuch Notes, were griev'd at Soul; 
But found it was in vain to ſtrive 
Againſt the rapid Stream did drive. 

The Cbaffinch tir'd, with eaſy Chough, 
Did but proteſt, and fo went off, 

Perceiving *twas a foreign Wile 

Might over-ſtock or ſlave this Iſle. | 
Then Redſtarts of the Field of Mars, 

Lately arriv'd from proſp'rous Wars, 

With Talons long, or Beaks or Claws, 
Ready to fight for good new Cauſe, 
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vod up for thoſe Canary. birds, 

their Defence almoſt drew Swords: 

We mult our juſt Alliance ſtrengthen.” 

This tedious War while longer lengthen, 

Before With Honour we procure 
\ laſting Peace, that will endure, 5 
And Gallick Hawk bring to our Lurc. 

No theſe Canaries here no Harm is, 
They'll breed and ſtill recruit our Armies. 

Belides, by granting this Priv'lege, 

We ſhall ſome mighty States 2 54 

And gratify great Potentates, 

To help wich Conqueſt on our Fates: 

We ſhall no doubt by doing rhus,. 5 

APleafnre do to Royal Preſs, 5 

Or make a Friend of pow'rful Ruſs : 

Nor Soldiers want, nor ſtout Commanders, 

That will Victor ious make's in Flanders, 

Or force th” aſpiring Vultur truckle, 

And to our peaceful Temper buckle. 

When Sax, Dane, Dutch Birds, all come Oer, 

Ve ſhall Canaries have good Store. 

| A Wagtail dabbling near to Pump, 

eem'd for em too by bluiſh Rump; 

And as he duck'd his Head, did flatter 

Their Friends at Court*twixt VVind and MVater; 

o wav ring thus, for ought was free, 

ut that of regal Tyranny. 
Now buſy grumbling Toms did cutter, 

\nd of their Conntry's Hardſhip mutter; 

Bluckbirds divine, and ſtately Tbruſhes, 

ottly complain'd in ſecret Buſhes 3 

The chetty Wrens too, and the Rails, 

Did thoughtful bite their itching Nails: 

but greatly over-powr'd with Numbers, 

ew off to rooſt in careleſs Slumbers; 

he boil rous Tempeſt blew fo ſtrong, 

hey could not ling a calmer Song. 
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The Solan Geeſe ſtood gabbling by, 
5 But never ask d the Reaſon why 
1 They'd nat ralize ſuch foreign Scum, 
? Such Fug'tives of cxotick Plume: 
{' VVhen weſhow better Birds than theſe, 
| Oa all our ſhady vocal Trees, 
And ey'ry V Vood or Hedge affords 
Natives compar'd to them as Lords: 
But they admire Cain's wand'ring Sced, 
Of Coulin Germans love the Breed; 
Or like our Taverns now call'd Rummers, 
New Faces Court, and ptize new Comets. 
In fine, it went for thoſe Canaries, 
As Time and Fortune moſt Men varies; 
For not opposd by one in Twenty, 
It paſgd like Nem'ne no dicente. 
Then down the touring Eagle came, 
That did an awful Silence claim; 
A Bird of Majeſty ſo lofty, N 
| By Looks ye'd think Interiors ſcoft ye; 
VVith healing VVings of Royal Favour, 
[ And good beyond a I hought; Peace ſave her ! 
| Gracious in Love her ſelf ſhe prided, 
And paſt Diſputes at once decided. 
Ve need not fear a laſting Fever, 
| © Canaries here can't live for ever: 
© By Pow'r reſerv'd we may repeal, 
For Benefit of Common-weal, 
Or ſton a further Inundation 
Of Forcigncrs to drown this Nation; 
Todamnuys up, or make us no Land, 
Like wat'ry Quagmire now call'd Holland,; 
Not tink our Fortunes in the Flood 
Of French to come, who'il nCer be good. 
* Behold ! your noble Patriots 
© Have for it given their wiſe Votes! 
* And ſince fo far th Aﬀair's tranſacted, 
* ſt malt by Law be now Euadted. 
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wades, ye know "twill ſcare fierce Kites, 
Keep off invading Perkinites 

Tyill make as Pirates bold Dunkirkers, 
Xot dare to peep from Port, like Lurkers. 
On ſuch Emergencies of State, 

prerogative and Scepter wait, 

To write Uropia fate, good, great. 
Canary-Birds thus won the Day, 

re natral'd here by abs'lute Sway; 

; ſoon as Cages were ſet ope, 

liberty they took vaſt Scope; 

1d, 1ampant, and imperious grew, 

ich pow'r thro* this wrong'd I{land flew ; 
ke Hectors with inſulting Humph, 

er poor Utopians did triumph; 

U ative Birds ſuch Havock made, 

Thcy did depreciate all their Trade; 

Id on our CH or chous'd Goldfrncher, 

Jo Ells encroach'd from granted Inches, 
They throve by under-hand ſly Tricks, 

nd play'd the Devil on Two Sticks; 
Handy- crafts they did excel, 

ot for their Work, but cheating well; 
Tiling our Houſes o cr our Heads, 

The Free-born turning out of Beds; 

ttaſy Rates their Vockets filling, 

or {mall Expence of one poor Shilling; 
ubbing the native Cockſcombs Right, 

i Bankrupt's Squire, or Errant's Knight: 
id thus Sir John may ſoon go fight-a, 
or for his Birth-right chuſe to ſh——t-a] 


They did in direful Numbers go forth; 
at as good Quails in Mercy given, 

or Manna {ent from gracious Heaven, 
[ic hungry Iſraelites to feed, 

yr help our Contry- mens great Need; 
but rather make us feel morc ſmart, 
ſtarve on by Pharaoh's harden'd Heart: 
or thoſe Canaries not contented, - 

iz Natives farther circumvented ; 

is Ile o*cr-ſpreading by Command, 
ny much as Egypt plagu'd the Land. 
Kow our Uropaa without Fable, 

he grown ſo very Charitable, 


ke Frogs, or Flies, or Lice, and ſo forth, 


 Canarie! 


| Canrzes Palatine gi flock, 


Was quickly ſet to Rights again, 


Made the teſt Feather in his pinion. 
For preſently the higher Powers 


ln their wiſe interloping Freak, 


Not here their Standards fix nor faſten. 


(24) 


With Neſts and all, t* encreaſe our Stock; 


| Vither three thouſand came, and more 
Diſtreſſed till are coming oer; | 
| Reform'd Bꝛrds of all Sorts and Sizes, ou 5 


Who famous Fohn or Martin prizes; 
Tho? each not half ſo learn'dly wiſe is. 

* Gainſt Pow'r of Tyrant. Hewk proteſting, 
Their Peace and Queet ſtill moleſting ; 
Thus perſecuted hither come, 


For Shelter from their popiſh Doom. 


Theſe Palatines ſo being cunning, 


For fear of French them Over running, 
(As we good Chriſtian Birds do ſtile ( um) 
Made kind Utopia their AMhlam. 


Native, was highly nettl'd whether 
We'd nat'ral ſuch vaſt Flocks together ; 
Or how we'd of em ſo diſpoſe, 

As not to make inteſtine Woes ; 

But on the Wing his Rufll'd Pen 


At this, a quaking Bird o'th* Feather 5 5 


And by advancing his Dominion, 


Prevail'd, by plying the next Oars ; 

To {top his Mouth they found a Way, 

And ſent them to Sylvania. 

Subjects as nat'ral as live there: 

But ſtill the Natives qua k'd for fer. 
Well! quo? the leſſer Free- born Birds 

Through all Urcpia's Flocks or Herds ; 

* Let theſe good pious Palat xates, 

And all ſuch ſtrange we know not-whats. 


©* Goto the Devil's Arſe a- peak? 
* Or to Plantations farther haſten, 


* We've poor enough among our ſelves; 

Need no encroaching foreign Elves, 

Nor ſuch Contrivers for Stock- Jobbing, 

T' enhance the Miſeries of poor Robin. 

* Muſt we Cararies all bid welcome, 

© That hither do from France or Hell come? 30 

* If this Uropia's kind Intend is, 5 | 
* Of thoſ: Incruders there no End. 1 I | 
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Canto J. 


Aſh Author, tis a vain preſumptuous Crime 
To undertake the Sacred Art of Rhyme; 
[fat thy Birth the Stars that rul'd thy Sence = 
None not with a Poetic Influence: 

thy ſtrait Genius thou wilt ſtill be bound, 

Find Phæbus deaf, and Pegaſus unſound, 
You then, that burn with the defire to try 
The dangerous Courſe of charming Poetry; 
Fabear in frutleſs Verſe to loſe your time, 

Ir take for Genius the deſire of Rhyme : 

ar the allurements of a ſpecious Bait, 

ud well conſider your own Force and Weight. 
Nature abounds in Wits of every kind, 

nd for each Author can a Talent find: 

Ihe may in Verſe deſcribe an Amorous Flame, 
other ſharpen a ſhort Epigram : 

der a Hero's mighty Adds extol; 

encer Sing Roſalind in Paſtoral: 

it Authors that themſelves too much eſteem, : 
ſe their own Genius, and miſtake their Theme; 
dus in times paſt * Dabartas vainly Writ, 

laying Sacred Truth with trifling Wit, 
ertinently, and without delight, : 
(cib'd the Iſraelites Triumphant Flight, 


— 


y ' Dubarras Tranſlated by Sylveſter, 
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47 
And following Moſes o'er the Sandy Plain, 


Periſh'd with Pharaoh in thi Arabian Main, 
What-e're you write of Pleaſant or Sublime, 
Always let ſenſe accompany your Rhyme: 

Falſely they ſeem each other to oppoſe; 


Rhyme muſt be made with Reaſon's Laws to cloſe : 
And when to conquer her you bend your force, 


The Mind will Triumph in the Noble Courſe ; 
To Reaſon's yoke ſhe quickly will incline, 
Which, far from hurting, renders her Divine: 
Bur, if neglected, will as eafily ſtray, 

And maſter Reaſon, which ſhe ſhould obey. 
Love Reaſon then: and let whate'er you Write 
Borrow from her its Beauty, Force, and Light. 
Moſt Writers, mounted on a refty Muſe, 
Extravagant, and Senceleſs Objects chuſe; 
They Think they err, if in their Verſe they fall 
On any thought that's Plain, or Natural: 

Fly this exceſs; and let Italians be 

Vain Authors of falſe glitt ring Poetry. 

All ought to aim at Sence ; but moſt in vain 
Sirive the hard Paſs, and ſlipp'cy Path to gain + 
You drown, if to the right or left you flray; 
Reaſon to go has o ten but one way. 

Sometimes an Author, fond of his own Though. 
Purſues his Object till it's over-wrovght : 

If he deſcribes a Houle, he ſhews the Face, 
And after walks you round from place to place; 
Here is a Viſta, there the Doors unfold, 
Baicone's here are balluſtred with Gold; 
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The Feſtoons, Freezes, and the A 1 a 
Tird with his tedious Pomp, away I run, 

And skip*d o'er twenty Pages to be gone. = 
Or ſuch Deſcriptions the vain Folly lee, 

And ſhun their barren Superflaity. 

All that 15 needleſs carefully avoid, 

The Mind once ſatisfi d, is quickly cloy' d: 

He cannot Write, who knows not to give o'er ; 
To mend one Fault, he makes a hundred more: 

h Verſe was weak, you turn it much too ſtrong, 
And grow Obſcure, for fear you ſhould be Long. 
dme are not Gaudy, but are Flat and Dry; 

Not to be low, another ſoars too high. 

Would you G every one deſerve the Praiſe? 

Io Writing, vary your Diſcourſe and Phraſe, 
frozen Style, that neither Ebs or Flows, 

Inſtead of pleaſing, makes us gape and doze. 

ole tedious Authors are cſtcem'd by none 

bo tire us, Humming the ſame heavy Tone. 
py, who in his Verſe can gently ſteer, 

om Grave, to Light; from pleaſant, to Severe : 
5 Works will be admir'd where-ever found, 

ind oft with Buyers will be compaſs'd round. 

dall you Write, be neither Low nor Vile: 

e meaneſt Theme may have a proper Style. 

The dull Burleſque appear'd with impudence, 
d pleas'd by Novelty, in Spite of Senſe. 

p except trivial points, grew out of date; © 
Wmſus ſpoke the Cant of Billing ſgate 8 
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(6) 
| Boundleſs and Mad, diforderd Rhyme was ſeen : 
Diſguis d Apollo chang'd to Harlequin. 
This Plague, which firſt in Country Towns began; 
Cities and Kingdoms quickly over-ran; 
The dulleſt Scriblers ſome Admirers found, 

And the * Mock-Tempeſt was a while renown'd : 
But this low ſtuff the rown at leaſt deſpis'd, 
And Scorn'd the Folly that they once had priz d; 

' Diſtinguiſh'd Dull, from Natural and Plain, 

And left the Villages to Fleckno's Reign: 

Let not ſo mean a Style your muſe debaſe 

But learn from f Butler the Buffooning grace: 

And let Burleſque in Ballads be employ d; 

Vet noiſy Bumbaſt carefully avoid, 

Nor think to raiſe (tho on Pharſalia's Plain) 

Millions of mourning Mountains of the Slain: 
| + Nor, with Dubartas, bridle up the Floods, 

And Perriwig with Wool the bald-pate Woods, 

Chuſe a juſt Style; be Grave without conſtraint, 

Great without Pride, and Lovely without Paint: 

Write what your Reader may be pleas'd to hear: 

And, for the Meaſure, have a careful Ear, 

-On eaſy Numbers fix your happy choice 

Of jarring Sounds avoid the odious noiſe : 

The fulleſt Verſe and the moſt labour'd Senſe, 
| Diſpleaſe us, if the Ear once take offence. 
Our ancient Verſe, (as homely as the Times,) 

Was rude, unmeaſur'd, ds Tagg'd with Rhimes: 


— 
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*The Mock-Tempel a play, written by Mr, Duſſet. 
Hugebr af * Verſe of Preberf, Verſe of Dubar ta. 
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To thoſe — Writers were unknown. 
Fairfax was He, who, in that Darker Age, 
BY his juſt Rules reſtrain d Poetic Rage: 

Spencer did next in Paſtorals excel, 

And taught the Noble art of Writing well: 

To ſtricter Rules the Stanza did reſtrain, 

And Found for Poetry a richer Vein. 

Then D* Avenant came; who, with a new found Art; 
Chang'd all, ſpoil'd all, and had bis way apart: 
His haughty Muſe all others did deſpiſe, 

And thought in Triumph, to bear off the Prize, 
Till the Sharp-fighted Critics of the Times 

la their Mock-Gondibert expos'd his Rhimes ; 
The Laurels he pretended did refuſe, 

And daſh'd the hopes of his aſpiring Muſe. 


| This head-ſtrong Writer, falling from on high, 


Made following Authors take leſs Liberty. 

Waller came at laſt, but was the firſt whoſe Art 
jut Weight and Meaſure did to Verſe impart; 
That of a well-plac'd Word could teach the force; 
And ſhew'd for Poetry a nobler Courſe : 

His happy Genius did our Tongue Refine, 

And eaſy Wards with pleaſing Numbers joyn : 
His Verſes to good method did apply, 

And chang'd harſh Diſcord to Soft Harmony. 


All own'd his Laws; which, long approv'd and uyd, | 


To preſent Authors now may be a Guida. 
Tread boldly in his Steps, ſecure from Fear, 


And be, like him, i in your Expreſſions n = 0 
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if in your Verſe you drag, and Senſe delay; 
My Patience tires, my Fancy goes aſtray, 
And from your yain Difcourſe I turn my mind, 
Nor ſearch an Author troubleſome to find. 
There is a kind of Writer pleas'd with Sound, 
Whoſe Fuſtian head with clouds is compaſs'd round, 
No Reaſon can diſperſe 'em with its Light: 
Learn then to Think, Cer you pretend to Write, 
As your Idea's clear, or elſe obſcure, 
Th' Expreſſion follows perfect, or impure : 
What we conceive, with eaſe we can expreſs; 
Words to the Notions flow with teadineſs. 
Obſerve the Language well in all you write, 
And ſwerve not from it in your loftieſt flight. 
The ſmootheſt Verſe, and the exacteſt Senſe 
Diſpleaſe us, if ill Engliſh give offence: 
A A barb'rous Phraſe no Reader can approve; 
Nor Bombaſt, Noiſe, or Affectation Love. 
In ſhort, widow pure Language, what you Write, 
Can never yield us profit, or Delight. 
Take time for thinking ; never work in haſt; 
And value not your ſelf for writing faſt. 
A rapid Poem, with ſuch fury writ, 
Shews want of Judgment, not abounding Wit. 
More pleas'd we are to ſee a River lead 
His gentle Streams along a flow ry Mead, 
Than from high Banks to hear loud Torrents roar 
Wich toamy Waters on a Muddy Shore. 
Gently make haſt, of Labour not afraid; Kc 
A hungged times conſider what you've ſaid; * 
= | Polith 
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liſh, repoliſh, every Colour lay, 

1rd ſometimes add; but oft'ner take away. 

Tj; not enough, when ſwarming Faults are writ; 
That here and there are ſcatter'd Sparks of Wit ; 
:< Object mult be fix d in the due place, 

nd diff ring parts have Correſponding Grace: 
[ill by a curious Art diſpos'd we find 

Ire perfect whole, of all the pieces joyn'd. 

ep to your Subject cloſe, in all you ſay; 

r for a ſounding Sentence ever ſtray, 

ſhe publick Cenſure for your Writings fear, 

Ind to your ſelf be Critic moſt ſevere, 

ataſtic Wits their darling Follies love; 

u fnd You faithful Friends that will reprove, 
bat on your Works may look with careful Eyes, 
Ind of your Faults be zealous Enemies: 

y by an Author's Pride and Vanity, 

id from a Friend a Flatterer deſcry, 

ho ſeems to like, but means not what he ſays : 
mbrace true Counſel, but ſuſpect falſe Praife. 
Sycophant will every thing admire; 

ich Verſe, each Sentence ſets his Soul on Fire: 

ls Divine ! there? s not a Word amiſs! - 
elhakes with Joy, and weeps with Tenderne(; ; 
over-pow'rs you with his mighty Praiſe. 

uh never moves in thoſe | impetuous ways: 
Faithful F riend is careſul of your Fame, 

d freely will your heedleſs Errors blame; 
cannot pardon a neglected Line, 

Verſe ro Rule and Order will confine, 


Reproves 


(1) 
Reproves of words the too affected noiſe; 


Here the Senſe flags and repetition cloys: 

Your Fancy tires and your Diſcourſe grows yain, 
Your Terms improper ; make them juſt and plain. 
Thus 'tis a faithful Friend will freedom uſe ; 
But Authors, (partial to their Darliog Muſe,) 
Think to protect it they haye juſt pretence, 

And at your Friendly Counſel take offence. 
Said you of this, that the Expreſſion's flat? 
Your Servant, Sir; you muſt excuſe me that, 
He anſwers you. This word has here no grace, 
Pray leave it out: That, Sir, 's the proper'ſt Place. 
This Turn I like not : Tis approv'd by all. 
Thus, reſolute not from a fault to fall, 

If there's a Syllable of which you doubt, 

Tis a ſure Reaſon not to blot it ou. 
Yet ſtill he ſays you may his Faults confute, 
And over him your pow'r is abſolute: 

But of his feign'd Humility take heed ; 

"Tis a Bait lay'd, to make you hear him read. 
And when he leaves you, happy in his Muſe, 
Reſtleſs he runs ſome other to abuſe. 

And often finds; for in our ſcribling times 
No Fool can want a Sot to praiſe his Rhymes 
The flatteſt work as ever, in the Court, 
Met with ſome Zealous Aſs for its ſupport : 

Ad in all times a forward, Scribling Fop 

Has found ſome greater Fool to cry him up. 


Canto 


Paſtoral. 

A a fair Nymph, when Riſing from her bed, 
With ſparkling Diamonds dreſſes not her head; 

but, without Gold, or Pearl, or coſtly Scents, 

Gathers from neighb'ring Fields her Orgaments : 

uch, lovely in its dreſs, but plain withal, 

Nught to appear a perfect Paſtoral : 

I: humble method nothing has of fierce, 

But hates the ratling of a lofty Verſe: 

here, Native beauty pleaſes, and excites, 

ay never with harſh Sounds. the Ear affcigbts. 

tin this ſtile a Poet often ſpent, 

n rage throws by his * Rural Inſtrument, 

ind vainly, (when diſorder'd thoughts abound,) 

midſt the Eclogue make the Trumpet Sound: 

Fan flies, Alarm'd, into the Neigb'ring Woods, 

ind frighted Naiad's dive into the Floods. 

Vppog'd to this another, low in Stile, 

akes Shepherds ſpeak a Language baſe and vile? 

s Writings, flat and heavy, without Sound, 

ling the Earth, and creeping on the ground; 
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You'd ſwear that Randal, in his Ruſtick Strains; 

Again was quav'ring to the Country Swains, 

And changing, without care of Sound or Dreſs, 

Strephon and Phillis, into Tom and Beſs. | 

*T wixt theſe extreams *tis hard to keep the right; 

For Guides take Virgil, and read Theocrite : 

Be their juſt Writings, by the Gods inſpir'd, 

Your conſtant Pattern, practisd and admir'd. 

By them alone you'l eas'ly comprehend. 

How Poets, without ſhame, may condeſcend 

To fing of Gardens, Fields, of Flow'rs, and Fruit, 
To ſtir up Shepherds, and to tune the Flute; 

Of Love's reward to tell the happy hour, 

Daphne a Tree, Narciſſus made a Flow'r, 

And by what means the Eclogue yet has pow'r 

To make the Woods worthy a Conqueror: 
This of their Writings is the grace and flight; 
Their riſings lofty, yet not out of Sight. 


Elegy. 


* The Elegy, that loves a mournful ſtile, 

With unbound hair weeps at a Funeral Pile, 
It paints the Lovers Torments, and Delights, 

A Miſtreſs Flattere, Threatens, and Invites : 

But well theſe Raptures if you'll make us ſee, 
Lou muſt know Love, as well as Poetry. | 
I hate thoſe Lukewarm Authors, whoſe forc'd Fire 
In a cold ſtyle deſcribes a hot Defire, 


— 
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That 400 by Rule, and raging in cold blood TI 
Their luggiſh Muſe whip to an Amorous mood: 
Their feign'd Tranſports appear but flat and vain : 
They always ſigh, and always hug their Chain, 
Adore their Priſon, and their SufPcings bleſs, 
Make Senſe and Reaſon quarrel as they pleaſe. 
Twas not of old in this affected Tone 
That Smooth Tibullus made his Amorous moan ; 
Nor Ovid, when, Inftructed from above, 
y Nature's Rules he taught the Art of Love. 
The Heart in Elegics forms the Diſcourſe. 


Ode. 
The Ode is bolder, and has greater force. 
Mounting to Heav'n in her Ambitious flight, 
imongſt the Gods and Heroes takes delight; 
ff Pifa's Wreſtlers tells the Sin'ewy force, 
Ind fings the duſty Conqueror's glorious Courſe : 
lo Simo ſtreams does fierce Achilles bring, 
Ind makes the Ganges bow to Britain's King. 
metimes ſhe flies, like an Induſtcious Bee, 
nd robs the Flow'rs by Nature's Chymiſtry, 
[cribes the Shepherds Dances, Feaſts, and Bliſs, 
ad boaſts from Phyllis to ſurprize a Kiſs, 
hen gently ſhe reſiſts with feign'd remorſe, 
hat what ſhe grants may ſeem to be by force: 
er generous ſtile at random oft will part, 
id by a brave diſorder ſhows her Art, 
ke thoſe fearful Poets, whoſe cold Rhyme 
Tha ill their Raptures keep exacteſt time, 


That 


(14) 
That ſing th' Illuſtrious Hero's mighty praife 
(Learn Writers!) by the terms of Weeks and Days; 
And dare not from leaſt Circumſtances part, 
But take all Towns by ſtricteſt Rules of Art: 
Apollo drives thoſe Fops from his abode; 
And ſome have ſaid, that once the humorous God 
Reſolving all ſuch Scriblers to confound 
For the ſhort Sonnet order'd this ſtrict bound: 
Set Rules for the juſt Meaſure, ard the Time, 
The eaſy running, and alternate Rhyme; 
But, above all, thoſe Licences deny'd 
Which in cheſs. Writings the lame Senſe Supply'd; 
Forbad an uſeleſs Line ſhould find a place, 
Or a repeated Word appear with grace. 
A faultleſs Sonner, finiſh'd thus, would be 
Worth tedious Volumes of loofe Poetry. 
A hundred Scribling Authors, without ground 
Believe they have this only Pheenix found : 
When yet th? exacteſt ſcarce have two or three 
Amongſt whole Tomes, From Faults and Cenſure free. 
The reſt, but little read, regarded leſs, 
Are ſhovel'd to the Paſtry from the Preſs. 
Cloſing the Senſe within the meaſur'd time, 
Tis hard to fit the Reaſon to the Rhyme. 


Eprgram, 
The Epagram, with little art compos'd, 
Is one good ſentence in a Diſtich clos d. 


Theſe points, that by Italian, firſt were prix d, 
Our ancient Authors knew not, or deſpis'd: 
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The volgit, dazled with their glaring Light, 


Io their falſe pleaſures quickly they invite; 
kit publick Favour fo increas'd their tide, 


They over-Wwhelm'd Parnaſſus with their Tide. 
The Madrigal at firſt was overcome, 


And the proud Sonnet fell by the fame Doom; ; 

With theſe grave Tragedy adorn'd ber flights, 

And mournful Elegy her Funeral Rites : 

A Hero never fail'd 'em on the Stage, 

Without his point a Lover durſt not rage; 

he Amorous Shepherds took more care to prove 
True to their Point, than Faithful to their Love. 
Exch word, like Janus, had a double face: 

ud Proſe, as well as Verſe allow'd it place: 

he Lawyer with Conceit, adorn'd his Speech, 

[he Parſon without Quibling could not Preach, 

ft laſt affronted Reaſon look d about, 

nd from all ſerious matters ſhut em out: 

clar'd that none ſhould uſe em without Shame, 
xcept a ſcattering in the Epig ram; 

ſtovided that, by Art, and in due time 

hey turn d upon the Thought, and not the Rhyme. 
dus in all parts diſorders did abate; 

ſet Quiblers in the Court had leave to prate : 
lipid Teſters, and unpleaſant Fools, 
Corporation of dull Punning Drolls. 

not, but that ſometimes a dextrous Muſe 
with advantage a turn'd Senſe abuſe, 

d, on a word, may trifle with addreſs ; 
above all ayoid the fond exceſs, 


(16) 
And think not, when your Verſe and Senfe i are lame, 
With a dull point to tag your Epigram. 
Each Poem his Perfection has a part ; 
The Britiſ Round in plainneſs ſhows his Art; 
The Ballad, tho” the pride of Ancient time, 
Has often nothing but his humorous Rhyme; 
The f Madrigal may ſofter Paſſions move, 
And breath the tender Ecſtaſies of Love: 


Satyr. 


Deſire to ſhow it ſelf, and not to wrong 

Arm' d Virtue firſt wich Satyr in its Tongue, 
Lucilius was the Man who bravely bold, 

To Roman Vices did this Mirror hold, 

Protected humble Goodneſs from rears, 

| Show'd Worth on foot and Raſcals in the Coach: 

Horace his pleaſing Wit to this did add, 

And none uncenſur'd could be Fool or "ads 

Unhappy was that Wretch, whoſe name be 

Squar'd to the Rules of 1 Sharp Poetry. 

Perſius, obſcure, but full of Senſe and Wit, 

Affected brevity in all he writ! 

And Juvenal, Learn'd as thoſe times could be, 

Too far did ſtretch his ſharp Hyperbole; 

Tho horrid Truths through all his Labours ſhine, 

In what he writes there's ſomething of Divine: 

Whether he blames the Caprean Debauch, 

Or of Sejanus Fall tells the approach. 

Or that he makes the trembling Senate come 

To the ſtern Tyrant, to receive their Doom; 


— — 


An 0's way of Writing, which beg an and ended with the ſon _ 


od 
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et {; 
Have 
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i Roman Vice in courſeſt Habit ſhews; 

nd paints an Empreſs recking from the Stews : 

i all he writes appears a noble Fire; 

o follow ſuch a Maſter then deſire. 

haucer alone, (fix'd on this ſolid Baſe,) 

1 his old Stile, confetyes a modern Grace: 

oo happy, if the Freedom of his Rhymes 

ended not the Method of eur Times. 

The Latin Writers, Decency neglect; 

gut modern Readers challenge our Reſpe&, 

nd at immodeſt Writings take Offence, 

{clean Expreſſion cover not the Sence, 

bye ſharp Satyr, from Obſceneneſs free; 

ot Impudence, that preaches Modeſty : 

Jr Engliſh, who in Malice never fail, 

nce, in Lampoons and Libels, learnt to Rail; 

aſant Detraction, that by Singing goes 

rom Mouth to Mouth, and as it marches grows | 

ur Freedom in our Poetry we fee, 

hat Child of Joy, begot by Liberty. 

ut, vain Blaſphemer, tremble, when you chuſe 

od for the Subject of your Impious Mofe : 

It aſt, thoſe Jeſts which Libertines invent 

ring the lewd Author to juſt Puniſhment, 

Vn in a Song there muſt be Art, and Sence; 
ſometimes we have ſeen, that Wine, or Chance: 
ve warm'd cold Brains, and * dull W. Mettlez 
ad furniſh'd out a Scene tor Mr. S | 
ut for one lucky Hit, that made thee . 
t not thy Folly grow to a Diſeaſe, 


ne Mt 


B | Nor 
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Nor think thy ſelf a Wit; for in our Age 
If a warm Fancy does ſome Fop ingage; 
He neither eats or ſleeps, till he has Writ, 
But plagues the World with his Adulrerate Wit,” 
Nay, 'tis a wonder, if, in his dire Rage, 
He Prints not his dull Follies for the Stage 
And, in the Front of all his Senceleſs Plays, 
Makes & David Logan Crown his Head with Bays. 


— 


* D. Logan, a Graver, 


n 


Canto III. 


Tragedy. 


T Here's not a Monſter bred beneath the Sk 7 
: But, well diſpos'd by Art, may pleaſe the Eye: 
A curious Workman, by his Skill Divine, 
From an ill Object makes a good Deſign. 
Thus, to delight us, Tragedy, in Tears 

For f Ocdipzs, provokes our Hopes, and Fears: 
For Parricide Oreſtes asks relief; 

And, to encreaſe our pleaſure, cauſes grief. 
You then, that in this noble Arc would riſe, | 
Come; and in lofty Verſe diſpute the Prize. 
Would you upon the Stage acquire Renown, 
And for your Judges ſummon all the Town? 

Would you your Works for ever ſhould remain, 
And, after Ages paſt, be ſought again? 


———— U— ä — 
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+ Writ by Mr, Dryden. 
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120 you Write, obſerve with Care and Art Win: n 


o move the Paſſions, and incline the Heart. 


, in a labour'd Act, the pleaſing Rage t „ 0 81 
mot our Hopes and Fears by turns ingage, % ode 


Nor in our mind a feeling Pity raiſe; e ie 
brain with Learned Scenes you fill your Plays 10 | 
wr cold Diſcourſe can never move the Mind 84 0 
a ſtern Critic, narrally unkinſgdngn Ek Xx 
bo, juſtly tir'd with your Pedntck fight; 1 50 100 


— 


Or falls aſleep, or cenſures all you WAR. my ELL SAS 
n 28 bares 20 } 
The Secret is, Attention firſt to —_ 


[omove our minds, and then to enteftainn:n: 
Thar, from the very op'ning of the Scens 
The firſt may ſhow us what the Author means.” 7 8 ; 
m til d to ſee an Actor on the Stage OS. 


That knows not whether he's to Laugh, or Rage; | 
bo, an latrigue unravelling i in vain, 
iſtead of pleaſing, keeps my mind in pain: 
rather much the nauſeous Dunce ſhould ſay. 
ownright, my Name is Hector in the Play; "Y 
ban with a Maſs of Miracles, ill Joyn'd, 
onfound my Ears, and not inſtruct my Mind, 
he Subjects never ſoon enough expreſt; | 

vur place of Action muſt be fix d, and reſt 

| Spaniſh Poet may, with good event, 

one day's ſpace whole Ages repreſent; 

here oft the Hero of 'a wandring Srage 

fgins a Child, and ends the Play of Age; 

it we, that are by Reaſon's Rules confin'd, 

ll, that with Art the Poem be deſign 4d, 


B That 


(200 
That Unity of Action, Time, and Place 


Keep the Stage full, and all our Labours grace. 

Write not what cannot be with caſe conceiv'd; 
Some Truths may be too ſtrong to be believ'd. a 

A fooliſh Wonder cannot entertain: | 

My mind's not mov'd, if your Diſcourſe be vain; 4 

You may relate, whet would offend the Eye: 1 


Seeing, indeed, would better ſatisfy; 
But there are Objects, that a curious Art 

Hides from the Eyes, yet offers to the Heart. 
The mind is moſt agreeably ſurpriz d, 
When a well-woven Subject, long diſguis'd, 
You on a ſudden artfully unfold, 
And pive the whole another face, and mould. 
At firſt the Tragedy was void of Art; 

A Song; where each Man Danc'd, and Sung his Part, 
And of God Bacchus roaring out the praiſe 

Sought a good Vintage for their Jolly days: 
Then Wine, and Joy, were ſeen in each Man's Eyes, 
And a fat Goat was the belt Singer's prize, 

_ Theſpis was firſt, who, all beſmear'd with Lee, 

| Began this * LA for Poſterity : 

And, with his Carted Actors, and a Song, 
Amus'd the People as he paſs'd along. 
Next, Aſcbylus the diffrent Perſons plac'd, 

And with a better Maſque his Players grac'd: 
Upon a Theatre his Verſe expreſs'd, 

And ſhow'd his Hero with a Buskin dreſs'd. 

Then Sopbocles, the Genius of his Age, 
Increas'd the Pomp, and Beauty of the Stage, 


—.— 


* The Beginning and Progreſs of Tragedies. 
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gig d the Chorus Song in every part, 
And poliſh'd rugged Verſe by Rules of Art : 
He, in the Greek, did thoſe perfections gain 
Which the weak Latin never could attain. 
Our pious Fathers, in their Prieſt-rid Age, 
k Impious, and Prophane, abhorr'd the Stage: 
a Troop of filly Pilgrims, as tis ſaid, 
Fooliſhly zealous, ſcandalouſly play d 
(lnſtead of Heroes, and of Love's complaints) 
The Angels, God, the Virgin, and the Saints. 
laſt, right Reaſon did his Laws reveal, 
Ard ſhow'd the Folly of their ill-plac'd Zeal, 
vilnc'd thoſe Nonconformiſts of the Age, 
And rais'd the lawful Heroes of the Stage: 
Only th? Athenian Maſque was lay'd aſide, 
ind Chorus by the Muſick was ſupply*d, 
Ingenious Love, inventive in new Arts, 
ingled in Plays, and quickly touch'd our Hearts : 
bis Paſſion never could reſiſtance find, 
ut knows the ſhorteſt paſſage to the wad. 
ant then, I'm pleas'd my Hero be in Love; 
u let him not like a tame Shepherd move: 
* not Achilles be like Thyrſis ſeen, 
Ur for a Cyrus ſhow an * Artamen ; 
bat, ſtrugling oft, his Paſſions we may find, 
be Frailty, not the Virtue of his mind, 
Romance Heroes ſhun the low Deſign; 
& to great Hearts ſome Human frailties j joyn: 
lebiles muſt with Homer”s heat ingage ; 
Por an n affront Pm pleas'd to ſee him rage, 


2 


—. ——ß—— — 


— — 


logs 


0 Artamen, the Name of Cyrus in Scuderics Romance, 
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Thoſe little Failings in your Hero's Heart 
Show that of Man and Nature he has part: 
To leave known Rules you cannot be allow'd ; 
Make Agamemnon covetous, and proud, 
Z-neas in Religious Rites auſtere, 
Keep to each Man his proper Character. 
Of Countries and of Times the Humours know ; 
From diff rent Climates, diff ring Cuſtoms grow : 
And ftrive to ſhun their fault, who vainly dreſs 
An Antique Hero like ſome modern Af; 
Who make old Romans like our Engliſh move, 
Show Cato Sparkiſh, or make Bratus Love. 
In a Romance thoſe Errors are excus'd: 
There tis enough that, Reading, we're amus d, 
Rules too ſevere would then be uſeleſs found; 
But the ſtrict Scene muſt have a juſter bound: 
Exact Decorum we mult always find. 
If then you form ſome Hero in your mind, 
Be fare your Image with it ſelf agree; 
For what he firſt appears, he ſtill muſt be. 
Affected Wits will natrally incline 
To paint their Figures by their own deſign; 
Your Bully Poets, Bully Heroes write ; 
Chapman, in Buſh D' Ambois took delight, 
And thought perfection was to Huff, and Fight. 
Wiſe Nature by Variety does pleaſe; 
_ Cloath diff*ring Paſſions in a diff'ring Dreſs: 
Bold Anger, in rough haughty words appears, 
Sorrow is humble, and diſſolves in Tears. 


023) 

lake not your * Hecuba with Fury rage, 

ind ſhow a Ranting Grief upon the Stage; 
tell in vain how the rough Tanazs bore 

b ſeyen-fold Waters to the Euxine Shore : 
Theſe ſwoll'n Expreſſions, this affected Noiſe 
do vs like ſome Pedant, that declaims to Boys. 
I ſortow, you muſt ſofter Methods keep; 

wa, to excite our Tears, your ſelf muſt weep : 
boſe noiſy words with which ill Plays abound, 
ome not from Hearts that are in Sadneſs drown'd, 
The Theare for a young Poet's ii hymes 

ba bold venture in our knowing Times: 

n Author cannot eas'ly purchaſe Fame; 

tics are always apt to hiſs, and blame: 

ou may be Judg'd by every Ass in Town, 

be Privilege is bought for half a Crown. 

o pleaſe, you muſt a hundred Changes try; 
Smetimes be humble, then muſt ſoar on high: 
n noble Thoughts muſt every where abound, 
de eaſy, pleaſant, ſolid, and profound: 

o theſe you muſt ſurpriſing Touches joyn, 
Ind ſhow us a new Wonder in each Line; 

Phat in a juſt Method well deſiga'd, 

ay leave a ſtrong Impreſſion in the Mind, 
beſe are the Arts that Tragedy maintain ; 


The Epic. 


ut the Heroic claims a Loftier Strain, 
the Narration of ſome great Deſign, 
wention, Art, and Fable all muſt joyn: 


— — — — — — — 


M. 5 | . Seneca Trag. 
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Here Fiction muſt employ its utmoſt Grace; 
All muſt aſſume a Body, Mind, and Face: 
Each Virtue a Divinity is ſeen; 
Prudence is Pallas, Beauty Paphos Queen. 

Tis not a Cloud from whence ſwift Lightning fly , 
But Jupiter, that thunders from the Sky: 
| Nora rough Storm, that gives the Sailor pain; 

But angry Neptune, ploughing up the Main: 

Echos no more an empty Airy Sound; 

But a fair Nymph that weeps, ber Lover drown'd, 

Thus in the endleſs Treaſure of his mind, 

The Poet does a thouſand Figures find, 

Around the Work his Ornaments he pours, 

And ſtrows with laviſh hand his op'ning Flow! IS 
Tis not a Wonder if a Tempeſt bore 

The Trojan Fleet gainſt the Libyan Shore; 

From faithleſs Fortune this is no Surpriſe, 

For every day tis common to our Eyes; 

Bur angry Juno, ihat ſhe might deſtroy, 

And overwhelm the reſt of ruin'd Troy: 

Tpat Æolus with the fierce Goddeſs joyn'd, 

O-9'ned the hollow Priſons of the Wind, 

Till angry Neptune, looking o'er the Main, 
Rebukes the Tempeſt, calms the Waves again, 
Their Veſſels from the dang'rous Quick-ſands ſleers; 

Theſe are the Springs that move our Hopes and Fears 

Without theſe Ornaments before our Eyes, 

"Thi unſinew'd Poem languifhes, and dyes; 

Lour Poet in his Art will always fail, 

And tell you but a dull inſipid Tale. 


rs 


* 

[ vain bave our miſtaken Authors try'd | 
Theſe ancient Ornaments to lay aſide, 
Thinking our God, and Prophets that he ſent, 
Might act like thoſe the Poets did invent, 
To fright poor Readers in each Line with Hell, 
And talk of Satan, Aſhtaroth, and Bel; 

The Mylteries which Chriſtians muſt believe, 
DiſJain ſuch ſhittiog Pageants to receive: 
The Goſpel offers nothing to our Thoughts 

But Penitence, or Puniſhment for Faults ; 

And mingling Falſhoods with thoſe Myſteries, 
Would make our Sacred Truths appear like Lyes. 
Belides, what pleaſure can it be to hear, 

The Howlings of repining Lucifer, 
Whoſe Rage at your imagin'd Hero flyes, 

And oft with God himſelf diſputes the Prize? 
aſſo, you'll ſay, has done it with applauſe ; 
It is not here I mean to Judge his Cauſe : 

let, tho? our Age has ſo extoll'd his Name, 
His Works had never gain'd immortal F ame, 
If holy Godfrey in his Ecſtaſies 

Had only conquer'd Satan on his Rnees ; 

If Tancred, and Armida's pleaſing Form, 

Did not his melancholy Theme adorn. 

Tis not, that Chriſtian Poems ought to be 

ld with the Fictions of Idolatry; 

but in a common Subject to reject 

The Gods, and Heathen Ornaments neglect ; 
Lo baniſh Tritons who the Seas invade, 
orake Pan's While, or the Fates degrade, 


(29) 


To hinder Charon in his leaky Boat 3 2 
Tolpaſs the Shepherd with the Man of N ate, T 
Is with vain Scruples to diſturb your mind, 4 
And ſearch Perfection you can never find: At 
As well they may forbid us to preſent | . 
Prudence or Juſtice for an Ornament, 0 
To paint old Janis with his Front of Braſs, my 4 
And take from Time his Scythe, hu Wings and Glaſs 4 
And every where, as 't were Idolatry, : 
Baniſnh Deſcriptions from our Poetry. 4 
Leave em their pious Follies to purſue ; n 
And let our Reaſon ſuch vain Fears ſubdue: 0 
And let us not, amongſt our Vanities, b 
Of the true God create a God of Lyes. 4 
In Fable we a thouſand pleaſures ſee, * 
And the ſmeoth Names ſeem made * Poetry, 5 
As Hector, Alexander, Helen, Phillis, _ 3 

_ Ulyſſes, Agamemnon, and Achilles: V. 
In ſuch a Crowd, the Poet were to blame {7 
To chuſe King Chilperic for his Hero's Name. I 
Sometimes, the Name being well or ill apply'd, 1 
Will the whole Fortune of your Work decide. My 
Would you your Reader never ſhould be tir'd ? Wi 
Chuſe ſome great Hero, fit to be admir'd, 19 
In Courage ſignal, and in Virtue bright, oF 
Let ev'n his very Failings give delight; _ = 
Let his great Actions our Attention bind, | 
Like Cæſar, or like Scipio, frame his mind, = 9 
And not like Oedipas his perjur'd Race; * 

A4 common Conqueror is a Theme too baſe. *W 
| | r. 


Chul 


(27) 
Chuſe 1 not Four Tale of Accidents too full; N | 
Too much Variety may make it dull : . = 
{chilles Rage alone, when wrought with Skill, 
abundantly does a whole lliad a. -- 
Be your Narrations lively, ſhort, and ſmart; 
In your Deſcriptions ſhow your nobleſt Art: 
There tis your Poetry may be employ'd 
Yet you mult trivial Accidents avoid. 
Nor imicate that * Foul, who, to deſcribe 
The wondrous Marches of the Choſen Tribe, 
Plac'd on the ſides, to ſee their Armies paſs, 
The Fiſhes ſtaring through the liquid Glaſs; 
Deſcrib'd a Child, who with his little band, 
Pick'd up the ſhining Pebbles from the Sand. 
ſuch Objects are too mean to tay our ſight; 
Allow your Work a juſt and nobler flight, 
he your beginning plain; and take good hecd 
Too ſoon you mount not on the Airy Steed: 
Nor tell your Reader, in a T hund'ring Verſe, 
ling the Conqueror of the Univerſe, 
What can an Author after this produce? 
The lab'ring Mountain muſt bring forth a Mouſe, 
Much better are we pleas'd with his * Addreſs 
Who, without making ſuch vaſt Promiſes, 
Gays, in an eaſier Stile and plainer Sence, 
W* | ing the Combats of that pious Prince 
Who from the Phrygian Coaſt his Armies bore, 
© And landed firſt on the Livinian Shore. 
His op'ning Muſe ſets not the World on hre, 


And yet performs more than we can require: 
1 


——— 2 —U—ñ—àäb — — 


"St, Amant. þ The firſt Line of Scuderies Alaric, * Virgils Eneids.. 


Chul Quickly 
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Quickly you'll hear him celebrate the Fam, 
And future Glory of the Roman Name; 
Of Styx and Acheron deſcribe the Floods, 
And Cæſars wandring in th' Elyſan Woods: 
With Figures numberleſs his Story grace, 
And every thing in beauteous Colours trace. 
At once you may be pleaſing, and ſublime ;_ 
I hate a heavy melancholy Rhyme ; 
Id rather read Orlando's Comic Tale, 
Than a dull Author always ſtiff and ſtale, 
Who thinks bimſelf diſhonour'd in his Stile, 
If on his Works the Graces do but ſmile, 
Tis faid, that Homer, Matchleſs in his Art. 
Stole Venus Girdle, to ingage the Heart : 
His Works indeed vaſt Treaſures do unfold, 
And whatſo'er he touches, turns to Gold: 
All in his hands new Beauty does acquire; 
He always pleaſes, and can never tire. 
A happy Warmth he every where may boaſt ; 
Nor is he in too long Digreſſions loft : 
His Verſes without Rule a Method find, 
And of themſelves appear in order joyn'd 
All without trouble anſwers his Intent; 
Each Syllable is tending to ti Event. 
Let his Example your Endeavours raiſe ; 
To love his Writings, is a kind of praiſe. 
A Poem, where we all perfetions find, 
Is not the Work of a Fantaſtick Mind : 
There muſt be Care, and Time, and Skill, and Pains; 
No: the h:it Heat of unexperienc d Brains. 


(29) 
et ſometimes Artleſs Poets, when the rage 
of a warm Fancy does their Minds ingage, 


Puff'd with vain pride, preſume they underſtand, 


ind boldly take the Trumpet in their hand; 
Their Fuſtian Muſe each Accident confounds 
bor can ſhe fly, but riſe by leaps and bounds, 
Til cheir ſmall Stock of Learning quickly ſpent, 
Their Poem dies for want of Nouriſhment : 
hvain Mankind the hot-brain'd Fools decryes, 
No branding Cenſures can unveil his Eyes; 
With Impudence the Laurel they invade, 
Reſolv'd to like the Monſters they have made. 
gil, compar'd to them, is flat and dry; 
uad Homer underſtood not Poetry; 
W/gzinſt their merit if this Age Rebel, 
Lo future times for Juſtice they appeal. 
lut waiting till Mankind ſhall do 'em right, 
ind bring their Works Triumphantly to ligt; 
NegleRed heaps we in by- corners lay, 
Where they become to Worms and Moths a Prey; 
forgot, in Duſt and Cobwebs ler 'em reſt, 
hilt we return from whence we firſt ln. 
The great Succeſs which Tragic Writers tound, 
| Atheys firſt the Comedy renown'd, 
It abuſive Grecian there, by haben ways, 
Vſper?d his nat'ral Malice in his Plays: 


dom, and Virtue, Honour, Wit, and Sence; 


ere ſubject to Buffooning Inſolence : 
lets were publickly approv'd, and ſought, 
tat Vice extof d, and Virtue ſer at _ 


At 


* 
15 
0 
171 
5 
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And Socrates himſelf, in that looſe Age, 
Was made the Paſtime of a ſcoffiag Stage. 
At laſt the Pablick took in hand the Cauſe, 
And cur'd this Madneſs by the Pow'r of Laws; 
Forbad at any time, or-any place, 
To name the Perſon, or deſcribe the Face. 
The Stage its ancient Fury thus let fall, 
And Comedy diverted without Gall: 
By mild Reproofs, recover'd minds diſcas' d, 
And, ſparing Perſons, innocently pleas'd. 
Each one was nicely ſhown in this new Glaſs, 
And ſmil'd to think He was not meant the Aſs, 
A Miſer oft would laugh the firſt, to find 
A faithful Draught of his own ſordid mind; 
And Fops were with ſuch Care and Canniag writ, 
They lik'd the Piece for which themſelves did fir. 
You then, that would the Comic Laurels wear, 
To ſtudy Nature be your only Care: 
Who &er knows Man, and by a curious Art 
Diſcerns the hidden Secrets of the Heart; 
He who obſerves, and naturally can paint 
The jealous Fool, the fawning Sycophant, 
A ſober Wit, an enterpriſing Als, 
A humorous Otter, or a Hudibras; 
May fafely in theſe noble Liſts ingage, 
And make dem Act and Speak upon the Stage: 
Strive to be natural in all you write, 
And paint with Colours that may pleaſe the Sight 
Nature in various Figures does abound ; 
And in each mind are diff'rent Humors found: 


(31) 

\ Glance; a Touch, diſcovers to the wiſe} d 5 ET 
But every Man has not diſcerning Eyes. ö. ta * I 
al-changing Time does alſo change the mind 
And diff'rent Ages, diff*rent Pleaſures find: e 
Youth, hot and furious, cannot brook delay, e 
by Hattering Vice ib em led 40 7 
Van in Diſcourſe, inconſtant in Deſire, A OT 
InCenſure, raſh; in Pleaſures," all on Ren 890 
The manly Age does ſteadier T houghts enjoy; 5 1 ; 
Powr, and Ambition do bis Soul employ: ; e 
Igainſt the turns of Fate he ſets his mind, a en 
and by the paſt the future Hopes to find. 8 pas 
Decrepit Age, ſtill adding to his Stores, ; : 
For others heaps the Treaſure he adores. . 
hall his actions keeps a frozen pace; R 
Palt Times extols, the preſent to debaſ : 
neapable of pleaſures Youth abuſe, 955 
h others blames, What age does him refuſe, | 

Your Actors mult by Reaſon be control d ; 

Lat young Mea ſpeak like young, old Men liks old: 
Nſerve the Town, and ſtudy well the Court; | 
For thither various Characters reſort z; | 

bus 'twas great Jobnſon purchas'd his Renown, 1 
nd in his Art had born away the Crown; _.., 
leſs defirous of the Peoples praiſe, n 
bad not with low Farce debas'd his 85 
King dull Buffoonry with Wit refin'd, 

ind Harlequin with noble Terence 2 

ben in the Fox I ſee the Tortois hiſt, 

ble the Author of the Alchymiſt. 


The 


(32) 
The Comic Wit, born with a ſmiling Air; 79 „85 
Muſt Tragic Grief, and pompous Verſe forbeat ; 
Yet may he not, as on a Market- place, #1 
With Baudy Jeſts amuſe the Populace:: 
With well-bred Converſation you mult pleaſe, 
And your Intrigue unravel'd be with eaſe : 
Your Action ſtill ſhould Reaſon's Rules obey, 
Nor in an empty Scene may loſe its way. 1 
Your humble Stile muſt ſometimes gently riſe; 
And your Diſcourſe Sententious be, and Wiſe: 
The Paſſions muſt to Nature be confin'd, 
And Scenes to Scenes with artful weaving joyn'd : 
Your Wit muſt not unſeaſonably play ; 
But follow Bus'nefs, never lead the way. 
Obſerve how Terence does this Error ſhun ; 
A careful Father chides his am'rous Son: 
| Then ſee that Son, whom no advice can move; 
Forget thoſe Orders, and purſue his Love: 
Tis not a well-drawn Picture we diſcover; 
'Tis a true Son, a Father, and a Lover, 
I like an Author that reforms the Age; 
And keeps the right Decorum of the Stage, 
That always pleaſes by juſt Reaſon's Rule: 
But for a tedious Droll, a Quibling Fool, 
Who with low nauſcous Baudry fills his Plays; 
Let bim begon and on two Treſſels raiſe 


Some Smithfield Stage, where he may act his Pranks, 
And make Jack Puddings ſpeak to Mountebanks. 


Canto 


62250 
"Canto IV. 


* F len dwelt a Doctor of N ä 
The Scourge of God, and Terror of the Town, 
Who all the Cant of Pbyfick had by heart, 

ind never murder'd but by Rules of Art. 

The public Miſchief was his private Gain ; 
Children their ſlaughter'd Parents ſought in vain: 
A Brother here his poyſon'd Brother wept; 

Kome bloodleſs dy*d, and ſome by Opium ſlept. 
olds, at his Preſence, would to Frenzies turn; 
\nd Agues, like malignant Fevers, burn. 

Hated, at laſt, his Practice gives bim Oer: 

Dre Friend, unkilld by Drugs, of all his Store, 
u his new Country-houſe affords him place, 

was a rich Abbot, and a Building Afs : 

tre firſt the Doctor's Talent came in play, 

eſeems inſpir'd, and talks like * Wren or May : 
If this new Portico condemns the Face, 

Ind turns the Entrance to a better place; 

eligns the Stair-caſe at the other end. 

8 Friend approves, does for his Maſon ſend, 

e comes; the Doctor's Arguments prevail. 

0 ſhort, to finiſh this our hum'rous Tale, 

e Galerts dang'rous Science does reject, 

ad from ill Doctor turn good Architect. 

la this Example we may have our part: 

aher be Maſon, Ctis an uſeful Art!) 


—_ c_—_— 


— 


IV * The King's Archite#r, | 3 


(44) 
Than i a dull Poet ; for that Trade accurſt, 


Admits no mean betwixt the Beſt and Worſt. 
In other Sciences, without Diſgrace 
A Candidate may fill a ſecond place; 
But Poetry no medium can admit, 
No Readet ſuffers an indiff tent Wit: 
The ruin'd Stationers againſt him baul, 
And Herringman degrades him from his Stall. 


Burleſque, at leaſt our Laughter may excite ; 
But a cold Writer never can delight. 


The Counter-Scuſſie has more Wit and Art, 
Than the fliff formal Stile of Gendibert. 

Be not effected with that empty praiſe 
Which your vain Flarterers will ſometimes raiſe, 
And when you read, with Eeſtaſie will ſay, 
Tbe finiſh'd Piece! The admirable Play! 
Which when expos'd to Cenſure and to Light, 
Cannot indure a Critic's piercing fight. 

A hundred Authors Fates have been foretold, 
And Sb ies Works are printed, but not ſold. 
Hear all the World; conſider every Thought; 
A Fool by chance may ſtumble on a Fault: 

Yet, when Apollo does your Muſe inſpire, 

Be not imparienit to expoſe your Fire; 

Nor imitate the Serthes of our Times, 


Thoſe Tuneful Readers of their own dull Abe 


Who ſeize on all th' Acquaintance they can meet, 
And ſtop the Paſſengers that walk the Street; 
There is no Sanctuary you can chuſe 

For a Defence from their purſuing Muſe, 

Y've ſaid before, Be patient when they blame; 
To alter for the better is no Shams, 


cy) 


ur yield not to a Fool's Impertinence : 

Gmetimes conceited Sceptics void of Sence, _ 

bj their falſe Taſte condemn ſome finiſh'd part, 
Ard blame the nobleſt flights of Wit and Art. 
la vain their fond Opinions you deride, 
With their lov'd Follies they are ſatisfy'd ; 
And their weak Judgment, void of Sence and W : 
Thinks nothing can eſcape their feeble ſight: _ 

Their dang'rous Counſels do not cure, but 5. "2 


Non HH 


Fro thun the Storm, they run your Verſe aground, 
ud thinking to eſcape a Rock, are drown'd. 
Chuſe a ſure Judge to Cenſure what you write, 
Whoſe Reafon leads, and Knowledge gives you light, 5 | 
Whoſe ſteady hand will prove your faithful Guide, 
ud touch the darling Follies you would hide: 
He, in your doubts, will carefully adviſe, 
nd clear the Miſt before your feeble Eyes. 
Tis he will tell you, to what noble height 
i generous Muſe may ſometimes take her flight; 
hen, too much fetter'd with the Rules of Art, 
yy from her ſtricter Bounds and Limits part: 
ut ſuch a perfect Judge is hard to ſee, -- 
nd every Rhymer knows not Poetry, 
y ſome there are, for writing Verſe extol'd, 
ho know not Lucan's Droſs from Virgil's Gold. 
Would you in this great Art acquire Renown : 
hors, obſerve the Rules I here lay down. 


prudent Leſſons every where abound; 
uh pleaſant, joyn the uſeful and the ſound: 


ober Reader, a vain Tale will ſlight; 
Lecks as well Inſtruction, as Delight. 
-Wop IE 7 SL Let 


(36) 
Let all your Thoughts to Virtue be confin'd, 
Still off ring noble Figures to our Mind: 
1 Hike not thoſe looſe Writers, who employ 
Their guilty Muſe, good Manners to deſtroy; 
Who with falſe Colours ſlill deceive our Eyes, 
And ſhow us Vice dreſs'd in a fair Diſguiſe. 
Yet do I not their ſullen Muſe approve 
| Who from all modeſt Writings baniſh Love; 
That ſtrip the Play- houſe of its chief kinks: 
Aud makę a Murderer of Roderigue : * 
Te lightef Love, if decently expreſt, 
Will raiſe no Vicious Motions in our Breſt 
Dido in vain may weep, and ask relief; 
i blame her Folly, whilſt I ſhare her Grief. 
A Virtuous Author, in his Charming Art, 
To pleaſe the Senſe needs not corrupt the Heart ; ; | 
His hear will never cauſe a guilty Fire: 
To follow Virtue then be your deſi _, 
In vain your Art and Vigor are expreſt; 
T' obſcene Expreſſion ſhows th inſected breaſ. 
But above all, baſe Jealouſies avoid, 
In which detracting Poets are employ d. 
A noble Wit dares lib'rally commend ; 
And ſcorns to grudge at his deſerving Ta” 
Baſe Rivals, who true Wit and Merit bate, 
* Caballing ſtill againſt it with the Grear, 
 Maliciouſly aſpire to gain Renown | 
By ſtanding up, and pulling others down. 
Never debaſe your ſelf by Treacherous ways, 
Nor by ſuch abje& Methods ſeck for praiſe: 


— 


. 2 Cid, Tranſlated into | Coglilhs 


(37) 


Let not your only bus neſs be to write; 
be Virtuous, Juſt; and in your Friends delight, dig 

is not enough your Poems be admit'd; 

But ſtrive your Converſation be defir'd : 

Write for immortal Fame; nor ever chuſe { 

Gold for the Object of a gen'rous Muſe. 

[know a noble Wit may, without Crime, 

Receive a lawful Tribute for his time: 

fer | abhor thoſe Writers, who deſpiſe 

Thar Honor; and alone their Profit prize: 

Who their Apollo baſely will degrade, 

And of a noble Science, make a Trade. 

before kind Reaſon did her Light diſplay, 

And Government taught Mortals ro obey, To 

Men, like wild Beaſts, did Nature's Laws purſue, 

[hey ted on Herbs, and drink from Rivers drew ;"/ 
heir Brutal force, on Luſt and Rapine bent, 

Kommitted Murders without Puniſhment: 

eafon at laſt, by her all conquering Arts, 

duc'd theſe Savages, and tun'd their Hearts; 
Mankind fram Bogs, and Woods, and Caverns eh; 

nd Towns and Cities fortifies with Walls: 

bus fear of Juſtice made proud Rapine ceaſe, 


nd ſhelcer'd Innocence by Laws and Peace, 
Theſe Benefits from Poets we receiv'd, 


om whence are rais'd thoſe Fictions ſin ce believ', 
it Orpbeus, by his foft Harmonious ſtrains 


im'd the fierce Tygers of the Thracian Plains; 
mpbion's Notes, by their melodious pow'rs, 


few Rocks and Woods, and rais d the Theban Tow'rs : 


Theſe 


3) 
Theſe Miracles from Number did ariſe; 
Since which, in Verſe Heav'n taught his Myſteries / 
And by a Prieſt, poſſels'd with Rage Divine, 
Apollo ſpoke from his Prophetick Shrine, 
Soon after Homer the old Heroes prais'd, 
And noble Minds by great Examples rais'd; 
Then Heſiod did his Græcian Swains incline 
To till the Fields, and prune the bounteous Vine. 
Thus uſeful Rules were by the Poets aid, 
In eaſy Numbers, to rude Men eonvey'd, 
And pleaſingly their Precepts did impart ; | 
Firſt charm'd the Ear, and then WN the Heart: : 
The Muſes thus their Reputation raid, 
And with juſt Gratitude in Greece were prais'd. 
With Pleaſure Mortals did their Wonders ſee, 
And facrific'd to their Divinity: 
But Want, at laſt baſe Flatt'ry entertain d, 
And old Parnaſſas with this Vice was ſtain'd 
Deſire of Gain dazling the Poets Eyes, 
Their Works were fill d with fulſome F latteries, 
Thus needy Wits a vile Revenue made, 
And Verſe became a mercenary Trade. 
Debaſe not with ſo mean a Vice thy Art : 
If Gold muſt be the Idol of thy Heart, 
Fly, fly th' unfruitſul Heliconian ſtrand, 
Thoſe Streams are not enrich'd with Golden Sand: 
Great Wits, as well as Warriours, only gain 
Laurels and Honors for their Toil and Pain: 
But, what ? an Author cannot live on Fame, 
Or pay a Reck'niog with a lofty Name: 


(390 


\ Poet to whom Foftune 1 is unkind, rw obs 
Who when he goes to Bed has bardly din'd ; 
WT :kes little pleaſure in Parnaſſus Dreams, 

or reliſhes the Heliconian Streams. as 
race had Eaſe and Plenty when he writ, Hot 4 | 
und free from Cares for Money or for Meat, | | 
Did not expect his Dinner from his Wit. Ts $ ; 
is true; but Verſe is cheriſh'd by the Great, 5 ; 
d now none famiſh who deſerve to eat: 
hat can we fear, whea Virtue, Arts, and Senee, 
lceive the Stars propitious Influence; 
hen a ſharp-fighted Prince, by early Grants 
wards your Merits, and prevents your Wants? 
Ing then his Glory, Celebrate his Fame; 
wr Nobleſt Theme is his immortal Name, 
t mighty Spencer raiſe his reverend Head, 
wy and Denbam ſtart up from the dead; 
aler his Age renew, and Off rings bring, 
ur Monarch's praiſe let bright-ey'd Virgins ſing; 
t Dryden with new Rules our Stage refine, 
id his great Models form by this Deſign : 
t where's a ſecond Virgil, to Rehearſe 
ir Hero's Glories in his Epic Verſe? 
bat Orphec ſing his Triumphs o'er the Main, 
d make the Hills and Foreſts move again; 
oy his bold Fleet on the Batavian Shore, b 
| Holland trembling as his Cannons roar; 5 | 
at Europe's Balance in his ſteady hand, 8 f 
ald the two Worlds in Expectation ſtand = 5 4 
esc or War, that wait on his Command? 


5 
Zut, 


8 N 40 ) | 

"IF as 1 ſpeak, new Glories ſtrike my Eyes; 
Glories, which Heav'n it Self does give, 'and prize, 
Blefngs of Peace; that with their milder Rays | 
Adorn his Reign, and bring Saturnian Days: 

Now let Rebellion, Diſcord, Vice, and Rage, 
That have in Patriots Forms debauch'd our Age, 
Vaniſh, with all the Miniſters of Hell; 

His Raye their poys nous Vapors ſhall ai ſpel : 

Tis he alone our Safety did create, 

His own firm Soul ſecur'd the Nation's Fate, 

Oppos'd to all the boutfeaus of the State. 

Authors, for Him your great indeavours raiſe, 

The loftieſt Numbers will but reach his praiſe, 

For me, whoſe Verſe in Satyr has been bred, 

And never durſt Heroic Meaſures tread z 

Let you ſhall ſee me, in that famous Field | 

With Eyes and Voice, my beſt Aſſiſtance yield; 

Offer you Leſſons, that my Infant Muſe 
Learnt, when ſhe Horace for her Guide did chuſe: 
Second your Zeal with Wiſhes, Heart, and Eyes, 

And afar off hold up the LE Prize. 

But pardon too, if, Lealous for the Right, 

A ſtrict Obſerver of each Noble Flight, 

From the fine Gold [ ſeparate th* Allay, 

And ſhow how haſty Writers ſometimes ſtray: 

Apter to blame, than knowing how to mend; 

A —_ but yet a neceſſay Friend. 

5 80. 
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The forgiving Hat" and the penitent 
9 8 Adulterchs 


Hizband, 22 1 


Y dear Lavinia, once the only Toy 
Of my kind Soul, and Charmer of my Eye, 
[Eaſe of my Cares, and Pleaſure of my Bed, 
Wl: whom alone I once was happy made; 
The Object of my Love, the only She, 
Whoſe Welfare was my chief Felicity; 
But now, alas! thy Beauties are declin'd, 
Which, undefil'd, with ſo much Luftre hind; 
And al thoſe ſweet Angelick Graces loſt, 
ich none but faithful Innocence can boaſt; 
O! how could ſuch a Heav'nly Face and Mein, 
By Human Flattries, be ſeduc'd to {in ! 
And with Man's luſtful Rhetorick be charm” " 
Io fall a Victim, when ſo well fore-arm'd, 
And in one Moment, deſtitute of Grace, 
W tain with Hiſhonour fo divine a Face! 
But, O! by. fad Experience now I find 
Fair Looks ate no true Index of the Mind ; 
And that ſoft Beauty we ſo much adore, 5 


Tho with ſuch tempting Graces varniſh'd oer, 
Does oft, like luſcious Fruits, prove rotten at the Care. 9 
A 2 Mife. 


(4) 
Wife. 


Forgive me, Dear, and eaſe a Wretch's Pain; 
Thou beſt of Husbands, and the beſt of Men: 

O ! let my Tears and Penitence attone 

For the ſad Ill I have fo ralhly done. 

Piry the Sorrows of a ſinful Breaſt, 

Loaded with Grief too great to be expreſt. 

;Tis true, I have been faithleſs and unkind, 


Deaf to good Counſel, to my Duty blind, by 
Perverſe, unruly, to my Ruine prone, | „ 
Forget ful of your Honour, and my own : Ole 
But, could unfeign'd Repentance re-obtain May 
Your Nuptial Love, and waſh away my Stain, on 

From this ſad Hour I would my Life renew, ht Ti 
Abhor my Guilt, in Pray'rs devoutly true, N The 
N the Mercy of good Heay'n and you. | x 

Sand „ : You 


O! that frail Woman ſhould ſuch Charms poſſeſs, 
Unarm'd with Vertue, and uncrown'd with Grace; 
And that ſuch Beauty ſhould be left to ſtray, 

For want of Prudence, to conſult the Way; 

But harder ſtill, that injur'd Man ſhould bear 
Part of the Shame, who'as in the Guilt no Share. 
How then, Lavinia, can your Spouſe forgive, 
Who for your Pleaſures, does ſuch Pains receive? 
Your Crime's too black, and bears to deep a Dye, 
Too bad co ſuffer, worſe to paſs it by. 


J 


A. 


kstrue, the Goodneſs which the Gods extend, 


Nor can our Failings interrupt their Eaſe; 

They're not diſturb'd with our Enormities. 
Therefore, when Mortals do their Crimes repent; 
Heay'n may forgive what Human Nature can't. 


Wife 


Should I capitulate at ſuch a Time, 


May be allow'd to pray, but not to plead. 
Detected Guilt will no Diſputes admit. 

Tis Fayour to be ſuffer'd to entreat. 

Therefore, ſince all Excuſe muſt be forborn; 

| only beg you'll give me Leave to monrn ; 

And that my humble Sighs and Tears may move 
Your Picy, tho Tve forfeited your Love. 


Has band. 


Tis true, the Guilty have no other way 

Jo obtain Mercy, but to weep and pray. 
vorrow's the beſt Return that can be pay'd, 
Where Reſtitution is not to be made: 8 
Yet Showr's of Tears, alas! are but a ſmall 
Attonemient for a Crime ſo capital, 

Whole ad Effects the injur'd Breaſt mult fcel 


£ long as Mem' ry can ſurvive the [1]. 


K *..: Such 


May meet your Pray'rs; their Mercy knows no End: 


Twould ſwell my Guilt, and aggravate my crime: 
oſenders, when they're caſt, and Mercy need, 


1 
wy 
* 


(6) 
Such monſt'rous Crime whole Families torment, 


Beyond Forgiveneſs of the Penitent. 
Who then can pardon an Offence ſo orcat, | 


Which Time cannot repair, or Man forget? 
An ignominious Blot, that ſtains ſo home, 

'T will blacken Generations ſtill to come; 
Make your own Children, when they chance to heat 
Their Mothers Failings grate upon their Ear 
Diſſolve their Duty, doubt their lawful Birth, 
And curſe the vicious Womb that brought em forth; 
What Husband then can ſmother an Offence 
Attended with ſuch dreadful Conſequence ? 


Wife. 


O! baſe and wretched Woman, that I am 
Moſt juſtly doom'd to Miſery and Shame ; . 
Nor can I call you cruel or unkind, 
Since Tve deſery'd worſe Uſage than I find. 
O! that I could but reach ſome lonely Place, 
Where ] might ever hide my bluſhing Face; 
Or to ſome unfrequented Deſart run, 
Uatrod by Man, ungilded by the Sun; 
There be compelld for ever to refide 
With Brutes leſs ſavage than a faithleſs Bride. 
For what baſe Wife, who has defid her Charms, 
Can bear Excluſion from her Husband's Arms, 
And live unpity'd, lighted, and contemn'd, 
By her beſt Lover, and her ſureſt Friend? 


120 


O! lend your Sword, that I may caſe my Breaſt, 
ind ſend my poor diltracted Soul to reſt, 

That at one Thraſt I may my Grief remove, 

nd pierce that Heart which has betray'd your Love. 
(ho my own Ills my Happineſs have croſt, 

« throvin from you, I am entirely loft. 

V! who can live a poor diſcarded Wife? 

death is leſs Terror, than ſo baſe a Life. 

Hus band. 


What Pow'r has faithleſs Beauty in her Tears > 

ow Guilt withdraws, when Penitence appears: 

lon know, Lavinia, once I loy'd you well; 

Nor has your Crimes yet chang d my Heart to Stecl. 

annor hear you ſo much Grief expreſs, 

u ſtill muſt pity your Unhappineſs. 

Wn, Lavinia, Tm a little moy'd 

0 caſe that Heart I once ſo dearly loy'd. 

aud I forget, methinks I could forgive; 

u Crimes like yours, will ſtill unbury'd live; 

the moſt patient Boſom knawing lie, 

Id, like the Worm of Conſcience, never die. 
„„ 5 

My deareſt Husband, O! thou God-like Man, 

ud you one Thought of Pardon entertain, 

Love, Obedience, and my pious Life, 

ould ſhew I was become ſo good a Wife, 

ut by my future Penicence, Id blaſt 

ON odious Mem'ry of my Follics palt ; PD 

1 Perform 


(8) 
Perform my Duty with ſuch humble Care, 
That not one Action of my Life ſhould err; 
So that we both ſhould bleſs the happy Time 
Your Goodneſs pardon'd, Of my hated Crime; 
My chaſt Deportment, ſhould in Time perſwade 
Your peaceful Breaſt, that I have never ftray'd, 
Thus the deep Senſe of my Misfortunes paſt, 
Shall make me always kind, and always chaſt. 
But if your Heart be barderd, and your Ears 
Are deaf to my repenting Cries and Tears; 1 
If fo ſevere, O! miſerable me 
Tm loft, and muſt for ever wretched be. 
us band. 
Such Heav'nly Promiſes, and ſuch a Flood 

Of falling Tears, are not to be withſtood : 

Such penitential Drops of liquid Jems, 
More rich thaa Pearl on Princes Diadems, 

Muſt bribe a Soul fo lenetive as mine, 

And make my Heart more ſorrowful than thine. 
My dear Levinia, you have charm'd my Breaſt, 


rorc'd me to yield to ev'ry ſoft Requeſt, Thi 
The Vows that ow from your melodious Tongue, Ma 
Compel me to forgive the greateſt Wrong. Th: 
Who can ſuch kind and mournful Accents heart Aly 
67” From ſo much Beauty, and be ſtill ſevere? anc 
What dire 15 venge upon the worſt Offence, Tha 
Is able to withſtand ſuch Penitence? And 

| Tho! ty alt 2 * me) rve awd _ * 


9 


| 


(9) 

| muſt forgive thee . From the Ground ariſe. 
Comfort thy. Breaſt, and dry thy flowing Eyes; 
And let the future Conduct of thy Life 

fhew thee a thankful and obedient Wiſe: 

for Crimes repeated after Pardon given, 

Deſerve from Man no Mercy, or from Heav'n. 


* 


Wik 


O beſt of Husbands, be for ever bleſt. 
May my paſt Folly ne'er diſturb your Breaſt ; 
But from this Time remain a cancel'd Blot, 
Untought of as the Child that's unbegot. 
0! how ſhall I reward your gen'rous Mind, 
To Patience, Love, and Mercy, thus inclin'd > 
By what kind Meaſures ſhall I ſtrive to ſhew 
The Gratitude to ſo much Goodneſs due? 
0! help me, Heaven to improve my Charms, 
That I each Night may doubly bleſs his Arms, 
And yield him ſuch Enjoyments, when embrac'd, 
That Human Nature ne'cr before could taſte. 


May I that kind and lovely Creature be, 


That with his Wiſhes may the beſt agree; 
Always obliging, diligent, and meek; 
ind may my Words be Muſick when I ſpeak, 
That I may charm his Soul with new Delights, 
And make his Days as happy as his Nights. 

My deareſt Husband, you ſhall find me prove 
A faithful Bleſſing to your future Love; 


(10) 

An Lend Wife, whoſe Vertues ſhall attone 
For all the Wrongs my fooliſh Youth has done: 
No Pow'r on Earth ſhall rempt one Thought awry ; 
The Wiles of Men and Devils Il defy, 
And on your Love for evermore rely. 


Husband. 


Like your ſweet Looks your Promiſes are fair: 
But ſtill ſuch Charms as your muſt have a Care; 
Depend not on your Strength, tis Grace alone 
Muſt guard you, if attack'd, from being won. 


Woman, by Nature, abject i is to change, 
Too eas ly tempted, and inclin'd to range; 
Ther efore, by humble Pray rs, make Heay'n your Friend 
Without, no Vertue can it ſelf defend. 
The Gods alone mult guard you from the Fate 
That does ſo oft on female Beauty wait: 
Implore their Aid, your Follies paſt lament, 
And il forgive and love, tho' I repent : 
For how can Man, that ſeeks Revenge below, 
Of Heav'n ask Mercy, if he none will ſhow 2 


Wife 


O pious Man ! how greatly am I bieſsd, 
To hear ſuch Love and Lenity expreſsd, 
When the baſe Wrongs, which now J truly mourn, 
Deſerve no leſs than Infamy and Scorn ? 
Had your Reſentments your Com paſſion ſour a. 
And your F.eycuge your Vertues over-power'd, 
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How wretched had I been, involy'd in all 


The Mis'ries that could curſe a Woman's Fall! 


Bur ſince, O ger rous Suff rer, thou ha'ſt ſay'd 
A ſinful Wife, polluted and depray'd, 


With all Abhorrence I my Crimes abjure, 
And date my happy Life from this good Hour ; 
Will, foz the future, Vertue's Paths purſue, 
had prove for ever juſt to Heaven and you. 


| Huchand. 


Tho your unhappy Crimes my Love have Croft, 
Tis pity ſo much Beauty ſhould be loſt. 

mut be kind to thy repenting Charms, 

And hug my dear Lavinia in my Arms. 

ll that I now can ask, is, that you'll prove 
Iturely faithful, to reward my Love; 

herefore be . and juſt, that I may ſee 

ivenels mends beyond Severity, 


Wife. 


The gen'rous Pity you have thus beſtow'd, 
bires my humble Soul with all thats good. 

ter ſuch Mercy, I can necr offend 
kind a Husband, and fo true a Friend; 

thhall my Thoughts and Actions, ſtrictiy bind 


d Vertue's happy Rules, that you ſhall find 
ur Pardon, to the Comfort of our Lives, 


s made a wortheleſs Wretch, t the beſt of Wiy es. 
Moral 
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Moral RETYLEXIONS on the foregoing Dialogus 


— 


LI happy is that God. lite Man, 
Who can forgive Offences, 


And wink at ſuch and odious Stain, 
That ſtartles human Senſes 2 


The nuptial Treach' ry of the Fair, 

Tho nothing grows more common; 

Tet is it hard for Man to bear 
Such Uſage from a Woman. 


Adultery, the very Name 

Is hateful to the Guilty; 
The wanton Dame is ftabb'd with Shams; 
When Cer ſhe's * ſo filthy. 


When once detected in a Wife, 

It proves the Baue of Wedlock ; 

And ſhe that loves it, ought for Life 
To wear a publick Padlock 


But if 2 turns from Bad to Good, 

And mends her ill Behaviour, 

Tu hard repenting Beauty ſhou * 
Be caſt away for ever. 


7 herefore, when Wives their Weakneſs ſhew, 
Paſs not too harſh a Sentence, 
But pardon Wrongs upon their due 
Submiſſion and Re entance. | 
5 JA Tinte 
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CATO MAJOR 


OLD AGE. 


P O E M. 


By the 8 


Sir JOHN DENHAM,. 
| Knight of the Bath. 
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Moral F REFLEXIONS on the toregoing Dialogue 


TL JOW happy i that God. lite Man, 
Who can forgive Offences, 


And wink at ſuch and odious n 
That Hartles human Senſes 2 


The nuptial Treach' ry of the Fair, 
Ibo nothing grows more common; 
Tet is it hard for Man to bear 

Such Uſage from a Woman: 


Adultery, the very Name 

Is hateful to the Guilty; 
The wanton Dame is ſtabl d with Shame; 
When e er ſhe's thought ſo filthy. 


; When once detected in a Wife, = 7 
It proves the Bane of Medlock; ( 
And ſhe that loves it, ought for Life 
To wear a publick Padlock - 


But if ſhe turns from Bad to Good, 
And mends her ill Behaviour, 

Tis hard fepenting Beauty ſhoud 
Be caſt away for ever. | 


7 herefore, when Wives their Weakneſs ſhen, 
Paſs not too harſh a Sentence, 
Bat pardon Wrongs upon their due 


þ | | 
Su wille ang RepenCance. * 
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By the Honourable 


Sir TOAN DENHAM, 
. of the Bath. 
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To the READER. 


Can neither call this Piece of Tallys nor my 
| own being much altered from the Original, 

not only by the change of the Style, but by 
addition and Subſtraction. I believe you will be 
ketter pleas'd, to receive it, as I did, at the ſirſt 
ſpht; for to me Cicero did not fo much appear to 
rte, as Cato to ſpeak ; and to do right to my Au- 
thor, I believe no Character of any Perſon was 
yer better drawn to the Life than this. Therefore 
xither conſider Cicero, nor Me, but Cato himſelt, 
{ho being then rais'd from the Dead to ſpeak the 


lance of Place or Time makes it leſs poſſible to 
aſe him now to ſpeak ours. 


Though I dare not compare my Copy with the 
Original, yet you will find it mention'd here, how 
much Fruits are improv'd by Grafting ; and here, 
ly grafting Verſe upon Proſe, ſome of theſe ſeverer 
—_—_ may receive a more mild and pleaſing 
Ss 
Cato ſays (in another Place) of himfelf, that he 
kan d to ſpeak Greek between the Seventieth and 
lightieth Year of his Age, beginning that ſo late, 
e may not yet be too old to learn Exgliſb, be- 
nz now between his Seventeenth and Eighteenth 
Hundred Year. For theſe Reaſons I ſhall leave to 
lis Piece no other Name than what the Author 
ave it of | a 


Cato Major. 
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Language of that Age and Place; neither the di- 


| Eonſequences, as neither to talk, nor live as if tit 


ſlate this Piece into Proſe, (where Tranſlation oug 


mity, and Death may give them. The laſt part 
think neceſſary for the Conviction of thoſe many, v 


7s to interpret it, ſuppoſing they do it only for ti: 


The PREFACE. 


HAT Learned Critick, the younger Scaligg 
comparing the two great Orators, ſays, thi 
nothing can be taken from Demoſthenes, nor added 
Tully ; and if there be any Fault in the laſt, it 
the Reſumption, or dwelling too long upon his Arp 
ments: For which reaſon having intended to Tra 


to be ſtrict) finding the Matter very proper for Verſ 
T took the Liberty, to leave out what was only nece 
ſary to that Age, and Place, and to take, or 4 
what was proper to this preſent Age, and Occaſion; | 
laying his Senſe cloſer, and in fewer words, accord, 
to the Style and Far of theſe Times. The Three fy 
Parts I dedicate to my old Priends, to take off thi 
melancholy Neflections, which the Senſe of Age, Inf 


believe not, or at leaſt mind not the Immortality 
the Soul, of which the Scripture ſpeaks only poſitin 
ly, as a Lawgiver, with an Ipſe dixit ; but it may iſ 
they neither believe that (from which they eit 
make Doubts, or Sport) nor thoſe, whoſe Buſineſs he 


own Ends: But If a Heathen Philoſopher bring ſu 
Arguments from Reaſon, Nature, and Second Cai 
which none of our Atheiſtical Sophiſters can conſul 
if they may ftand convinced, that there is an 
mortality of the Soul, I hope they will ſo weigh t [ef 


were no ſuch Thing. 


Cato, Scipio, Lælius. 


1 Scipio to A... 3 
HOUGH all the Actions of your Life are 


fr 
ho TT 
af With Wiſdom, nothing makes them more 


renown'd, ME 
tan that thoſe Years, which others think extream, 
or to your ſelf, nor us uneaſy feem ; 

ider which Weight, moſt like th'old Giants groan, 
hen AÆAtna on their Backs by Fove was thrown. 


y C0. What you urge (Scipio) from right Reaſon flows, 
parts of Age ſeem burthenſome to thoſe, 
bo Virtue's, and true Wiſdom's Happineſs 
not diſcern, but they who thoſe poſſeſs, 


what's impogd by Nature, find no Grief, 
which our Age is (next our Death) the chief; 
Mich tho all equally deſire to obtain, _ 

t when they have obtain d it, they complain: 

ih our Inconſtancies, and Follies are, 

e ſay it ſteals upon us unaware. 

ur want of reaſ'ning theſe fale Meaſures makes, 
wth runs to Age, as Childhood Yourh O'ertakes; 
W much more grievous would our Lives appear, 


dreach th Eight hundredth, than the Eightieth Lear? 
A 3 Of 


0 


£6] 
Of what, in that long ſpace of Time hath paſt; | 
To fooliſh Age will no Remembrance laſt : 
My Age's Coduct when you ſeem Cadmire, 
(Which that it may deſerve, I much defire) 
*Tis my firſt Rule, on Nature, as my Guide, 
Appointed by the Gods, I have rely'd; 
And Nature (which all Acts of Life deſigns) 
Not like ill Poets, in the laſt declines; 
But ſome one part muſt be the laſt of all, 
Which like ripe Fruits, muſt either rot, or fall; 
And this from Nature muſt be gently born, 
Elie her (as Giants did the Gods) we ſcorn. 
Lzl. But, Sir, 'tis Scipio's, and my Deſire, 
Since too long Life we Racy would Aſpire, 
That from your grave Inſtructions we might hear, 
How we, like you, might this great Burthen bear. 
Cato. This I refoly'd before, but now ſhall do, 
With great delight, ſince'tis requir'd by you. 
Læl. If to your ſelf it will not tedious prove, 
Nothing in us a greater Joy can move; 
That as old Travellers the young luſtruct, 5 
Your long, our ſhort Experience may Conduct. 
Cato. Tis true, (as the old Proverb doth relate) 
Equals with Equals oſten congregate. 
Two * Confuls (who in Years my Equals were) 
When Senators, lamenting I did hear, 
That Age from them had all their Pleaſures torn, 
And them their former Suppliants now ſcorn; 
They, what is not to be accuèd, accuſe. 
Not others, but themſelves their Age abuſe, 
Elſe this might me concern, and all my Friends, 
Whoſe cheerful Age, with Honour, Youth attends; 
Toy'd that from Pleaſure's Slavery they are free, 
And ail Reſpects due to their Age they ſee, 
In its true Colours, this Complaint appears, 
The ill effect of Manners, not of Years ; 


* Czirgs Salinator, Spurius Albin ur. 
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tor on their Life no grievous Burthen lies, 

Iyho are well-natur'd, temperate, and wiſe: 

ut an inhuman, and ill-temper'd Mind 

Not any eaſy part in Life can find. | 

Lel. This I believe, yet others may diſpute, 
heir Age (as yours) can never bear ſuch Fruit, 
Honour, Wealth, and Power, to make them fweer, 
Nat every one ſuch Happineſs can meet. 
(to. Some weight your Argument (my Lelizs) bears, 
. not ſo much, as at firſt ſight appears; 3 

his Anſwer by Themiſtocles was made, | 
When a Serapbian thus did him upbraid, 

qu thoſe great Honours to your Country owe, 
Not to your ſelf) had I at * Seripho 1 
ken born, ſuch Honour I had never ſcen, 

Nor you, if an Athenian you had been: 

Y Age, cloath'd in undecent Poverty, 

othe moſt Prudent cannot eaſy be; 

it to a Fool, the greater his Eſtate, 

ſhe more uneaſy is his Ages Weight = 
ves chief Arts, and Arms, are to grow wiſe, 
Irtue ro know, and known to exerciſe, 

il juſt Returns to Age then Virtue makes, 
or her in her Extremity forſakes ; 9 8 
lhe ſweeteſt Cordial we receive at laſt, 
Conſcience of our Virtuous Actions paſt. 
(when a Youth) with Reverence did look 
In Quintives Fabius, who Tarentum took; 

let in his Age ſuch cheerfulneſs was ſcen, 

$1f his Years and mine had equal been: 

5 Gravity was mix'd with Gentleneſs, 

or had his Age made his good Humour leſs; 
ben was he well in Years (the ſame that he 
fas Conſul, that of my Nativity) ; 

\ Stripling then) in his Fourth Conſulate | 


n him at Caps I in Arms did wait; 


a 


* An Ifle to which condemn 'd Men were Baaith'd, 


o 
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I five Years after at Tarentum wan 

The Quzſtorſhip, and then our Love began; 

And four Years after, when I Prætor was 
He Pleaded, and the * Cincian Law did paſs. 1 

With youthful Diligence he us'd to ingage, F 

Vet with the temperate Arts of patient Age, ; 

He breaks fierce Hannibal's inſulting Heats , 

Of which Exploit, thus our Friend Exnius Treats, 

He by Delay reſtor'd the Common-wealth, 

Nor preferr'd Rumour before Publick Health. 


* Againft Bribes. 
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The ArxGuUMENT. 
hen I refle# on Age, I find there are 

Four Cauſes, which its Miſery declare. 
1. Becauſe our Bodies Strength it much impairs ;, 
2. That it takes off our Minds from great Affairs; 
3. Next, That our Senſe of Pleaſures it deprives; 
4. Laſt, That approaching Death attends our Lives. 


Of all theſe ſeveral Cauſes TIl Diſcourſe, 
And then. of each, in Order, weigh the Force. 


— 


K — 


The FIRST PART. 


THE Old from ſuch Affairs is only freed, 
which 1 Youth, and Strength of Body 
It to more high Affairs our Age is lent, (need. 
t properly when Heats of Youth are ſpent. 
Wd Fabius, and your Father Scipio LE 
hoſe Daughter my Son married) nothing do? 
tricii, Coruncani, Curii, 5 
ſboſe Courage, Counſel, and Authority, _ 
e Roman Commonawealth reſtor'd, did boaſt, 
For Appia, with whoſe Strength his Sight was loſt, 
ſho when the Senate was to Peace inclin'd 
th Prrbas, ſhew'd his Reaſon was not blind. 
ſither's our Courage and our Wiſdom come: 
hen Rome it ſelf conſpires the Fate of Rome. 
te reſt with ancient Gravity and Skill 
tſpake (for his Oration's extant ſtill) 
ls Seventeen Years ſince he had Conſul been 
lie ſecond time, and there were Ten between; 
erefore their Argument's of little Force. 
ho Age from great Imployments would Divorce. 
bin a Ship ſome climb the Shrouds, runtold 
le Sails, fore ſweep the Deck, ſome pump = 12 0 5 
c | 'Y NL 
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Whilſt he that guides the Helm, imploys his Skill, 
And gives the Law to them by fitting ſtill. 


Great Actions leſs from Courage, Strength, and Spec 


8 5 from hy Counfels and wr omg 1 f 
hoſe Arts, Age wants not, which to ] 
Not hear, but cold Expericnce makes us — 
A Conſul; Tribune, General, I have been, 
All forts of War 1 have paſt through and ſeen; 
And now grown Old, I ſeem rabondon As 
Yet to the Senate I preſcribe what's fit. 
I every day 'gainſt Carthage War proclaim, 
(For Rome's Deſtruction hath been long her Aim) 
Nor ſhall I ceaſe till I her Ruin fee, 
Which Triumph may the Gods deſign for thee; 
That Scipio may revenge his Grand ſire's Ghoſt, 
Whoſe Life at Canne with great Honour loſt, 
Is on Record, nor had he wearied been 
With Age, if he an Hundred Years had ſeen, 
He had not usd Excurſions, Spears, or Darts, 
But Counſel, Order, and ſuch aged Arts; 
W hich, if our Anceſtors had not retain'd, LE 
The Senate's Name, our Council had not gain'd. | 
The Spartans to their higheſt Magiſtrate, ; 
The Name of Elder did appropriate: 
Therefore his Fame for eyer ſhall remain, 
_ How gallantly Tarentum he did gain, 
With vigilant Conduct, when that arp Reply 
He gave to Salinator, I ſtood by; 20. 
Who to the Caſtle fled, the Town being loſt, 
Vet he to Maximus did vainly boaſt, 
*I'was by my means Tarentum you obtain d; 
 *Tis true, had you not loſt, ] had not gain'd; 
And as much Honour on his Gown did wait, 
As on his Arms, in his Fifth Conſulate, 
When his Colleague, Carvilim ſtept aſide, 
The Tribune of the People would divide, 
To them the Gallick, and the Picene Field, 
Againſt the Senare's Will, he will not yield; 


(he! 


hoſ 
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„ Witen being Angry, boldly he declares 
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roſe things were acted under happy Stars, 
om which, the Common- wealth found good Effects, 
t other wife, they came from bad Aſpectss. 
my great things of Fabius I could tell, 
u his Son's Death did all the reſt excel 1 

s Gallant Son, tho young, had Conſul been) 
Funeral Oration J have ſeen * 
ten, and when on that I turn my Eyes, 

| the Old Philoſophers diſpiſe; 28 
tough he in all the Peoples Eyes ſeem'd great, 
« greater he appear'd in his Retreat; 

hen feaſting with his private Friends at Home; 
ch Counſel, fach Diſcourfe from him did come; 
ch Science in his Art of Augury, 
0 Reman ever was more learn'd than he; 
owledge of all things preſent, and to come, 
ememb'ring all the Wars of ancient Rome, 

or only thoſe, but all the World's beſide ; 

ying in extream Age, I propheſy d a 

tat which is come to paſs; and did diſcern 

tom his Survivors 1 could nothing learn. 

[ts long Diſcourſe was but to let you ſee, 

[tar his long Life could not uneaſy be. 

m like the Fabii or the Scipio's are, 

ſakers of Cities, Conquerors in War, 

lt others to like happy Age arrive, 

ho modeſt, quiet, and with Virtue live: 

lus Plato writing his Nee TREE 

th Honour, after Ninety Years did die. 

lie Athenian Story Writ at Ninety Four 

lj Iſocrates, who yet liv'd Five Years more; 

b Maſter Gorgias at the Hundredth Year 

nd Seventh, not his Studies did forbear ; 
und ask'd, why he no ſooner left the Stage, 
kad, he ſaw nothing to accuſe Old Age. 

one but rhe Fooliſh, who their Lives abuſe 
ge, of their own Miſtakes and Crimes accuſe, 


Ail 


Where Wiſdom ſtudious Induſtry doth plant. 
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All Common-wealths (as by Record is ſeen), 
As by Age preſerv'd, by Youth deſtroy'd have he: 
When the iat Næ vim did demand, 

Why did your Common- wealth no longer ſtand: 
Twas anſwer'd, that their Senators were new, 
Fooliſh, and young, and ſuch as nothing knew: 
Nature to Youth hot Raſhneſs doth diſpence, 

Bur with cold Prudence, Age doth recompence; 
Bur Age («is ſaid) will Memory decay, 
So (if it be not exercisd) it may; 

Or, if by Nature it be dull, and ſlo cp; 
Tbemiſtocles (when ag'd) the Names did know 
Of all ch'Atherians; and none grow fo Old, 
Not to remember where they hid their Gold. 
From Age ſuch Art of Memory we learn, 
To forget nothing, which is our concern. 
Their Intereſt no Prieſt, nor Sorcerer 
Forgets, nor Lawyer, nor Philofopher; _ 
No Underſtanding, Memory can want, 


Nor does it only in the Active live, 

But in the Quiet and Contemplativez; _ 
When Sopbocles (who Plays, when aged wrote) 
Was by his Sons before the Judges brought, 
Becauſe he paid the Muſes ſuch Reſpe&t, 
His Fortune, Wife, and Children to neglect : 
Almoſt condemn'd, he moy'd the Judges thus, 
Near. but inſtead of me, my Oedip, .) 
LS (x5, hearing with Applauſe, at th' end, 
Freed him, and ſaid no Fool ſuch Lines kad penn d. 
What Poets, and what Orators can I 
Recount? What Princes in Philoſophy 2 +» 
Whoſe conſtant Studies with their Age did ſtrive, 
Nor did they thoſe, tho” thoſe did them ſurvive. 
Old Husbandmen I at Sabinium know, 
Who for another Year, dig, plough, and ſow. 
For never any Man was yet fo Old, 

' ut hop'd his Life one Winter more might ho 
Sh C⸗æcil 


| E 13 4 5 
di vainly ſaid, each Day we ſpend, 


Wicovers ſomething, which muſt needs offend ; 


; ſometimes Age may pleaſant things behold, 
| nothing that offends: He ſhould have told 
tis not to Age, but Youth, who oftner ſee 
ſhat not alone offends, but hurts, than we: 

at, I in him, which he in Age condemn'd, 

hat us it renders odious, and contemn'd. 


knew not Vertue, if he thought this, Truth; | 
: Youth delights in Age, and Age in Youth. | 
ſhat to the Old can greater Pleaſure be, 
un hopeful and ingenious Youth to ſee ? N 
hen they with Rev'rence follow where we lead, 1 
in ſtraight Paths by our Directions tread ; j 


id even my Converſation here I ſee, 

yell receiv'd by you, as yours by me. 
[; diſingenious to accuſe our Age 
ldleneſs, who all our Pow'rs ingage | 
the ſame Studies, the ſame Courſe to hold, 
i think our Reaſon for new Arts too old. 
Im the Sage his Progreſs never ceaſt, 

it til] his Learning with his Days incrcaſt ; = 
d with the ſame. greedineſs did ſeek 
(Water when 1 Thirſt) to ſwallow Greek; 
hich I did only learn, that I might know 
ioſe great Examples which I follow now: 
Id have heard that Socrates the Wile, 
arn'd on the Lute for his laſt Exerciſe; 
o many of the Antients did the ſame, _ 
improve Knowledge was my only Aim. 


THE 


+. 
The S E CO ND Pp A RT. 


2. A TOW int our Second Grievance I muſt bre 
IN That boſs of Strength makes Underſt anding we 
TI grieve no more my youthful Strength to want, 
Than young, that of a Bull, or FR Ken's * 
Then wich that Force content, which Nature gay 
Nor am I now diſpleasd with what 1 have. 
When the young Wreſtlers at their Sport grew wa 
Old Milo wept, to ſee his naked Arm;  _ 
And cry'd, *twas dead: Trifler, thine Heart, and H 
And all that's in them (not thy Arm) are dead; 
This Folly every Looker on derides, . 
To glory only in thy Arms and Sides 
Our gallant Anceſtors let fall go Tears, 
Their Strength decreaſing by increaſing Years; 
But they advanc'd in Wiſdom ev'ry Hour, 
And made the Common- wealth advance in Power 
But Orators may grieve, for in their Sides, 
Rather than Heads, their Faculty abides; 
Yer I have heard old Voices loud and clear, 
And ſtill my own ſometimes the Senate hear. 
When th' Old with ſmooth and gentle Voices pl: 
They by the Ear their well-pleasd Audience lead 
Which, if I had not Strength enough to do, 
I could (my Lelizs, and my Scipio) 
What's to be done, or not be done, inſtruct, 
And to the Maxims of good Life conduct. 
Cneius and Publius Scipio, and (that Man 
Of Men) your Grandfire, the great African, 
Were joyful, when the Flower of Noble Blood 
Crowded their Dwellings, and Attending ſtood, 
| Like Oracles their Counſels to receive, "| 
How in their Progreſs they ſhould act, and live. 
And they whoſe high Examples, Youth obeys, 
Are not deſpiſed, tho their Strength decays ; 


Vet 


| mr, tho ag 


8 for a Youth to turn a Child again. 
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yd thoſe Decays (to ſpeak the naked Truth, 


zo the Defekts of Age) were Crimes of Youth: 


j:mperate Youth (by ſad Experience found) 


I, 


k in an Age 1mperfe&, and unſound. 

(if Xenopbon ſay true) 
n Metellus (whom when young 1 knew) 
ho held (after his Second Conſulate) 
wenty T'wo Years the high Pontificate ; 
ither of thoſe in Body, or in Mind 
tore their Death, the leaſt Decay did find. 
peak not of my ſelf, tho' none deny + 
o Age (to praiſe their Youth) the liberty: 
ch an unwaſted 7 I cannot boaſt, 
u now my Years are Eighty Four almoſt: 
Id tho' from what it was my Strength is far, 
th in the Firſt and Second Punick War; | 
ir at Thermopyle, under Glabrio;, 
ir when 1 Conſul into Spain did go; 
lt yet I feel no Weakneſs, nor hath length, 
Winters, quite enervated my Strength; Z 
nd I, my Gueſt, my Client, or my Friend, 
ll in the Courts of Juſtice can defend: 5 
either mult IT that Proyerb's Truth allow, 

io would be Antient, muſt be early fo. 
mould be youthful ſtill, and find no need 
0 appear Old, till I was fo indeed. 
nd yet you ſee my Hours not idle are, 
ww with your Strength I cannot mine compare. 
this Centuriov's doth yours ſurmount, | 
t therefore him the better Man I count. 
%, when entring the Olympick Game, 
ſich a huge Ox upou his Shoulder came. | 
ould you the Force of Mils's Body find? 

aber than of Pytbagorass Mind? + | 
te Force which Nature gives, with care retain, 
It when decay'd, *tis folly to complain; 

Age to wiſh for Youth is full as vain, 
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Simple, and certain Nature's ways appear; 


| Weakneſs to Childhood, Raſhneſs to our Youth : 
To elder Years to be Diſcreet and Grave, 


When marching with his Foot, he walks till Nigh 


Into ſuch Pains, he had no Health at all; 


Then muſt we alfo exerciſe our Minds. 
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As ſhe ſets forth the Seaſons of the Tear. 
So in all Parts of Life we find her Truth, 


Then to Old Age, Maturity ſhe gave. 
(Scipio) you know, how Maſiniſſa bears 
His kingly Port, at more than Ninety Years; 


When with his Horſe, he never will alight; 
Tho cold, or wet, his Head is always bare; 

So hot, ſo dry, his aged Members are. 

You ſee how Exerciſe and Temperance,  . 
Even to old Years, a youthful Strength advance. 
Our Law (becauſe from Age our Strength retires) 
No Duty which belongs to Strength requires. | 
But Age doth many Men ſo feeble make, 
'That they no great Deſign can undertake ; 
Yer, that to Age not {ingly is apply'd, 

But to all Man's Infirmitics beſide. 

That Scipio (who adopted you) did fall 


Who elſe had equall'd Africanm Parts, 
Excceding him in all the Liberal Arts. 
Why ſhould thoſe Errors then imputed be 

To Age alone, from which our Youth's not free 
Ev'ry Diſeaſe of Age we may prevent, 

Like thoſe of Youth, by being diligent. 

When ſick, ſuch moderate Exerciſe we uſe, 
And Diet, as our Vital Heat renews; _ 


And if our Bodies thence Refreſhment finds, 


If with continual Oly we not ſupply —_ 
Our Lamp, the Light for want of it will dic: 
Tho! Bodies may be tir'd with Exerciſe, 
No Wearineſs the Mind could e're ſurpriſe. 
Cecilizs the Camedian, when of Age, 


He repreſents the Follics on rhe Stage; pd 
es T hey 


e 

yre Credulous, Forgetful, Diſſolute, | 
er thoſe Crimes to, Age he doth impute; 
to old Men, to whom thoſe Crimes belong. 


un Age, and yet young Men thoſe Vices hate, 
bo Virtuous are, Diſcreet, and Temperate: 
a ſo what we call Dotage, ſeldom breeds 
Bodies, but where Nature ſow'd the Seeds. 
te are five Daughters, and four gallant Sons, 
;nhom the Blood of Noble Appius runs, 
ih a moſt num'rous Family beftde;, 
Thom he alone, tho old and blind, did guide. 
his clear-ſighted Mind was ſtill intent, 
bd to his Buſineſs, like a Bow, ſtood bent: 
Children, Servants, Neighbours, ſo eſteem'd, 
not a Maſter, but a Monarch ſeem'd. 
Il his Relations his Admirers were, | 
Sons paid Reverence, and his Seryants Fear: 
kt: Order and the antient Diſcipline RA 
f Romans, did in all his Actions ſhine. 
thoriry (kept up) old Age ſecures, 
ſnoſe Dignity, as long as Life endures. 
mething of Youth I in old Age approve, - 
it more the Marks of Age in Youth I love. 
to this obſerves, may in his Body find 
repid Age, but never in his Mind. 
Ic Seven Volumes of my own Reports, 
Iicrein are all the Pleadings of our Courts. 
Noble Monuments of Greece are come 
ito my Hands, with thofe of antient Rome. 
i; Pontifical, and the Civil Law, 
tidy ſtill, and thence Orations draw. 
nd to. confirm my Memory, at Night, 
hat I hear, fee, do, by Day, I till Recite. 
ele Exerciſes for my Thoughts I find, 
lee Labours are the Chariots of my Mind. 
oſerve my Friends, the Senate I frequent, 
nd there what I before digeſted, vent. 
oe SEE Which 


it, Petulence, Raſhneſs, are in Youth more ſtrong 


(Scipio) you know, how Maſiniſſa bears 


CIT 
Simple, and certain Nature's ways appear; 

As ſhe ſets forth the Seaſons of the Lear. 

So in all Parts of Life we find her Truth; _ 
Weakneſs to Childhood, Raſhneſs to our Youth : 
To elder Years to be Diſcreet and Grave, 
Then to Old Age, Maturity ſhe gave. 


His kingly Port, at more than Ninety Years; 

When marching with his Foot, he walks till Night 

When with his Horſe, he never will alight; 

Tho cold, or wet, his Head is always bare; 

So hot, ſo dry, his aged Members are. 

You ſee how Exerciſe and Temperance, 

Even to old Years, a youthful Strength advance. 

Our Law (becauſe from Age our Strength retires) 

No Duty which belongs to Strength requires. 

But Age doth many Men ſo feeble make, 

That they no great Deſign can undertake; 

Vet, that to Age not ſingly is apply'd, 

But to all Man's Infirmitics beſide. 

That Scipio (who adopted you) did fall 

Into ſuch Pains, he had no Health at all; 

Who elſe had equall'd African Parts, 

Excceding him in all the Liberal Arts. 

Why ſhould thoſe Errors then imputed be 

To Ape alone, from which our Youth's not free 

Ev'ry Diſeaſe of Age we may prevent, 

Like thoſe of Youth, by being diligent. 

When fick, ſuch moderate Exerciſe we uſe, 

And Diet, as our Vital Heat renews; _ 

And if our Bodies thence Refreſhment finds, 

Then mult we alfo exerciſe our Minds. 

If with continual Oly we not ſupply 95 

Our Lamp, the Light for want of it will dic: 
Tho! Bodies may be tir'd with Exerciſe, 

No Mearineſs the Mind could e're ſurpriſe. 

_ Ccilizs the Camedian, when of Age, 
He repreſents the Follics on rhe Stage; They 
OW 7 


EF 
yre Credulous, Forgetful, Diffolute, 
her thoſe Crimes to, Age he doth impute; 
: to old Men, to whom thoſe Crimes belong. 
it, Petulence, Raſhneſs, are in Youth more ſtrong 
un Age, and yet young Men thoſe Vices hate, 
ho Virtuous are, Diſcreet, and Temperate: 
ld ſo what we call Dotage, ſeldom breeds 
Bodies, but where Nature ſow'd the Seeds. 
ere are five Daughters, and four gallant Sons, 
hom the Blood of Noble Appius runs, 
ih a moſt num'rous Family beſide, 
om he alone, tho old and blind, did guide. 
« his clear-ſighted Mind was ſtill intent, 
id to his Buſineſs, like a Bow, ſtood bent: 
Children, Servants, Neighbours, ſo eſteem'd 
not a Maſter, but a Monarch ſeem'd. 
his Relations his Admirers were, pK | 
Sons paid Reverence, and his Seryants Fear: 
e Order and the antient Difcipline 
f Remans, did in all his Actions ſhine. 
Futhoriry (kept up) old Age ſecures, 
ſole Dignity, as long as Life endures. 
mething of Youth 1 in old Age approve, 

it more the Marks of Age in Youth 1 love. 
W\iothis obſerves, may in his Body find 
rrepid Age, but never in his Mind. 
Wic Seven Volumes of my own Reports, 

herein are all the Pleadings of our Courts. 
Noble Monuments of Greece are come 
ito my Hands, with thofe of antient Rome. 
de Pontifical, and the Civil Law, 5 
tudy ſtil], and thence Orations draw. 
nd to confirm my Memory, at Night, 
hat I hear, ſec, do, by Day, I ſtill Recite. 
lee Exerciſes for my Thoughts I find, 
tele Labours are the Chariots of my Mind. 
verve my Friends, the Senate I frequent, 
l there what I before * vent. 
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Which 
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Which only from my Strength-of Mind proce 
Not any outward Force of Body needs: cen 
Which, if 1 could get do, 1 ſhould delight, 
On what I wonld, to ruminate at Night. 

Who in ſuch Practices their Minds engage, 
Nor fear, nor think of their approaching Age; 
Which by degrees inviſibly doth creep: ; 
Nor do we ſeem to die, but fall aſleep. 


Ct 
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The THIRD PART. 
3 OW muſt I draw my Forces *gainſt that Ht 
: N Of Pleaſures, which ? th Sea of Age are lol 
Oh, thou moſt high tranſcendent Gift of Age! 
Youth from its Folly thus to diſingage. 
And now receive from me that moſt Divine 
Oration of that Noble * Tarentinc, 
Which at Tarentum | long ſince did hear; 
When I attended the Great Fabius there. 

| Yee Gods, was it Man's Nature, or his Fate, 
Betray'd him with ſweet Pleaſure's poiſon'd Bait? 
Which he, with all Deſigns of Arr, or Power, 
Doth with unbridled Appetite devour ; (© 
And as all Poiſons ſeek the nobleſt Part, 
Pleaſure poſſeſſes firſt the Head and Heart; 
Intoxicating both, by them, ſhe finds, 
And burns the Sacred Temples of our Minds. 
Furies, which Reaſon's Divine Chains had bound 
(That being broken) all the World confound. 
Luſt, Murder, Treaſon, Avarice, and Hell 
It ſelf broke looſe; in Reaſon's Palace dwell; 
Truth, Honour, juſtice, Temperance, are fled, 
All her Attendants into Darkneſs led. 0 
But why all this Diſcourſe? when Pleaſure's Rage 
Hath conquerd Reaſon, we muſt treat with Age: 


— 


* Archytas much praiſed by Horace, 


149 J * 
eds oc undermines, and will in Time ſurpriſe 
x ſtrongeſt Forts, and cut off all Supplies. 

ul join d in League with ſtrong Neceſſity, 
eure muſt fly, or elſe by Famine die. 


ſhen Cenſor) from the, Senate 1 diſplacd, 
then he in Gaul a Conſul, made 2 Feaft, > 
cautious Curteſan did him Requeſt, 
o ſee the cutting off a Priſoner's Head; 
hs Crime I could not leave unpuniſhed, 


4 


ace by a private, Villany he: ſkaun'd 


ken to our Age (when not to Pleaſures bent) 
ſis ſeems an Honour, not Diſparagement. 
ſe, not all Pleaſures, like the Stack, hate, 
t love and ſeek thoſe which are moderate. 
ho* Divine Plato thus of Pleafurcs thought, 
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vas the firſt; who. ſer up Feſtivals. ©. 
* with high Taſtes our Appetites did Force, 

it fill d with Converſation and Diſcourſe; . . 
hich Feaſts, Convivial Meetings. we did Namie. 


id it a Comrppotation, not a Fea OS 

claring the worſt Part of it the beſt. 

iſe Entertainments 1 did then frequent, | 
metimes with yourhfut Heat and Merriment : 

it now (I thank my Age) which gives me caſe 
om thoſe Exceſſes; yet my ſelf I pleaſe 

th cheerful Talk to entertain my Guelts, 
iſcourſes are ro Age contiaual Feaſts) ? 

ie Love of Meat and Wine they Recompence, 


a not more pleagd with gravity among 

le Ag d, than to be youthful with the Young 
gor gainſt all Pleaſures proclaim open War, 

0 Which, in Age, ſome Natural Motions ate. 


uni, whom! a, Conſulſhip had. gracd, 5 0 


ſar Publick Honour, which at Rome he gain d. 


hey us, with Hooks and Baits, like Fiſhes. caught.) | 
en Quæſtor, co the Gods, in Publick Halls, 


ot like the. Antient Greeks, who to their ſhame, | 


nd cheer the Mind, as much as thoſe the Senſe. 


1 And 
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ay r 
And ſtill at my Sabinum I delight 0 
To treat my Neighbours till the depth of Night 
But we the Senſe and Guſt of Pleaſure want, 
Which Youth ar full 11 this I grant; 


" 


But Age ſeeks not the Things which Youth requir 
And no Man needs that, which he not deſires, 
When Sopbocles was askd if he deny'd | 
Himfelf the Uſe of Pleaſures, he reply'd, 
1 humbly thank the Immortal Gods, who me 
From that fierce Tyrant's Infolence ſet free. 
Bur they, whom preſſing Appetites conſtrain, 
Grieve when they cannot their Deſires obtain, 
Young Men the Uſe of Pleaſure underſtand, 
As of an Object new, and near at. Hand: 
Tho this ſtands more remote from Age's ſight, 
Yet they behold- it not without Delight : 
As antient Soldiers from their Duties eas d, 
With Senſe of Honour and Rewards are pleasd. 
So from ambitious Hopes, and Luſts releaſt, 
Delighted with it ſelf, our Age doth reſt, 
No part of Life's more happy, when with Bread 
Of antient Knowledge, and new Learning fed; 
All youthful Pleaſures by degrees muſt ceaſe, 
But thoſe of Age even with our. Years increaſe, 
We love not loaded Boards, and Goblets crown'd 
But free from Surfeits, our Repoſe is found. 
When old Frabitizs to the Sammites went 
Ambaſſador from Rome to Pyrrbus ſent, 
He heard a grave Philoſopher maintain, 
That all the Actions of our Life were vain ; | 
Which with our Senſe of Pleaſure not conſpir'd. 
Fabritius the Philoſopher delir'd, | | 
That he to Pyrrbus would that Maxim teach, 
And to the Samnites the ſame Doctrine preach; 
Then of their Conqueſt he ſhould doubt no more 
Whom their own Pleaſures overcame before. 
Now into ruſtick Matters ] muſt fall, 
Which Pleaſure feems ro me the Chief of all. 


92 
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e no Impediment to thoſe can give, 
hho wiſely by the Rules of Nature live. 
th (tho our Mother) chearfully obeys 
| the Commands her Race upon her lays. | 
r whatſoever from our Hand ſhe takes, 
rater, or leſs, a vaſt Return ſhe makes; 
x am I only pleasd with that Reſource, 
t with her Ways, her Method, and her Force; 
ie Seed her Boſom (by the Plough made fir) 
keives, where kindly ſhe embraces it; 3 
Thich with her genuin Warmth, diffus d, and ſpread, 
ids forth betimes a green and tender Head "Hh 
ten gives it Motion, Life, and Nouriſhment, 
hich from the Root thro' Nerves and Veins are ſent : 
aight in a hollow Sheath upright it grows, 
id, from receiving, doth it felt diſcloſe: 
wn up in Ranks, and Files, the bearded Spikes 
ard it from Birds as with a Stand of. Pikes. | 
hen of the Vine I ſpeak, I feem inſpir'd, 
id with Delight, as with her Juice am fir'd ; 
t Nature's God-Jlike Power I ſtand amaz'd, 
hich ſuch vaſt Bod ies hath from Attoms rais'd. 
he Kernel of a Grape, the Fig's ſmall Graiv, 
n cloath a Mountain, and Oerſhade a Plain. 
lt thou (dear Vine) forbid'ſt me to be long, 
tho thy Trunk be neither large, nor ſtrong; 
or can thy Head (not help't) it ſelf ſublime, 
t lixe a Serpent, a tall Tree can climb; 
hate er thy many Fingers can intwine, 

roves thy Support, and all its Strength is thine, 
o Nature gave not Legs, it gave thee Hands, 
which thy Prop the proudeſt Cedar ſtands; 
thou haſt Hands, ſo hath thy Off-ſpring Wings, 
nd to the Higheſt Part of Mortals ſprings ; ) 
ut leſt thou ſhouldſt conſume thy Wealth in vain, 
nd ſtarve thy ſelf, to feed a numerous Train 
like the Bee (ſweet as thy Blood) deſigu'd 

lo be deſtroy'd to propagate his Kind; es 
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Leſt thy redundant, and ſuperfluous Juice, 
Should fading Leaves inſtead of Fruits produce; 
The Pruner's Hand, with letting Blood, muſt quen 
Thy Heat, and thy exub'rant Parts retrench : 
Then from the Joints of thy prolifick Stem 
A ſwelling Knot is raiſed (calld a Gem) 
Whence, in ſhort ſpace it ſelf che Cluſter ſhews; | 
And from Earth's Moiſture, mix*'d with Sun: bea 

grOWS ; 5 = 7 
Ph” Spring, like Youth, ir yields an acid Taſte, 
But Summer doth, like Age, the ſourneſs waſte; 
Then cloath'd with Leaves from Heat, and Cold ſecut 
Like Virgins, ſweer, and beauteous, when mature. 
5 _ TOY Flowers, Herbs, and Plants, I long cou 

well, „ hog ol 
At once to pleaſe my Eye, my Taſte, my Smell 
My Walks of Trees, all planted: by my Hand, 
Like Children of my own begetting, ſtand, 
To tell the ſeveral Nature of each Earth, 
What Fruits from each moſt properly take Birth 
And with what Arts to inrich every Mold, 
The Dry to moiſten, and to warm the Cold. 
But when we graft, or Buds inoculate, _ 
Nature, by Art, we nobly meliorate: 
As Orpheus Muſick wildeſt Beaſts did tame, 
From the ſow'r Crab the ſweeteſt Apple came: 
The Mother to the Daughter goes to School, 
The Species changed, doth her Laws O'er- rule; 
Nature her ſelf doth from her ſelf depart, 
(Strange Tranſmigration) by the Power of Art, 
How little Things, give Law to great, we fee 
The ſmall Bud captivates the greateſt Tree. 
Here even the Power Divine we imitate, 
And ſcem not to beget, but to create. 
Much was I pleagd with Fowls and Beaſts, the tame 
For Food and Profit, the wild for Game. 
Excuſe me when this pleaſant String I rouch, 
(For Age, of what delights it, ſpeaks too much) 

0 
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ſho, twice Victorious Pyrrbas conquered, 

e Sabines, and the Samnites Captive led; 

at Curius, his remaining Days did ſpend, 

a in this happy Life his Triumphs end. 

Farm ſtands near, and when I there retire, 

and that Age's Temper I admire. + 

e Samnites Chiefs, as by his Fire he ſate, 

ich a vaſt Sum of Gold did on him wait, 

urn, ſaid he, your Gold I nothing weigh, 

ſhen thoſe, who can command it, me obey : 

is my Aﬀertion proves, he may be Old, 

id yet not Sordid, who refuſes Gold. 

Summer to fit ſtill, or walk, I love, 

ar a cool Fountain, or a ſhady Grove. 

What can in Winter render more Delight, 

ian the high Sun at Noon, and Fire at Night? 

ſhile our old Friends and Neighbours feaſt and play, 

nd with their harmleſs Mirth turn Night ro Day, 

murchaſsd Plenty our fall Tables loads, i 

nd part of what they lent, returns to our Gods. 

nt Honour and Authority which dwells 

With Age, all Pleaſures of our Youth excels; 

ſerve, that I that Age have only praifgd 

Whoſe Pillars were on Youth's Foundations rais'd, 

jad that (for which I great Applauſe receiy'd) 

ba true Maxim hath been ſince believ'd. | 

lat moſt unhappy Age great Pity needs, 

Which to defend it ſelf, new Matter pleads : LE 

it from gray Hairs, Authority doth flow, 

or from bald Heads, nor from a wrinkled Brow, 

ut our paſt Life, when virtuouſly ſpent, 

luſt ro our Age thoſe happy Fruits preſent : 

noſe things to Age moſt Honourable are, 

Vhich eaſy, common, and but light appear; 

eures, Conſulting, Compliment, Reſort, 

FW-'owding Atrendance to, and from the Court; 

Wd not on Rome alone this Honour waits, 

ron all Civil, and well-govern'd States. Ba 
—_ 7 REN Lyſander 
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When an Athenian Stranger of great Age, 


On the World's Sage, when our Abplauſe grom bil 
— oe acting here, Life's Tragick Comedy; 


But Age is forward, uneaſy, ſcrutinous, 


Fo the Twins Humours, in our * Terence are 
Ualike; this harſh and rude, that ſmooth and fal 


But nothing harſh, or bitter ought rappear. 
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Lyſander pleading in his City's praiſe, _ of / 


From thence his ſtrongeſt Argument did raiſe, Wha 
That Sparta did with Honour, Age ſupport, Wh. ir 
Paying them juſt Reſpect, at Stage and Court; Wi, fhi 
Bur at proud Athens, Youth did Age out-face, ro! 
Nor at the Plays would riſe, or give them Place To 1 


And 
Prev 
But 

And 


Arriv'd at Sparta, climbing up the Stage, 
To him the whole Aſſembly roſe, and ran 
To place and eaſe this old and reverend Man, 


Who thus his Thanks returns; the Athenians knoſ Ar 


What's to be done, but what they know, not do And 
Here our great Senate's Orders I may quote, guck 
The firſt in Age is ſtill the firſt in Vote; IF 
Nor Honour, nor high Birth, nor great Commat 
In Competition with great Years may ſtand. 
Why ſhould our Youth's ſhort tranſient Pleaſures da 
With Age's laſting Honours to compare: 


The Lookers on will ſay we act not well, 
Unlefs the laſt the former Scenes excel: 


Hard to be pleas'd, and parcimonious; 

But all thoſe Errors from our Manners riſe, 

Not from our Years, yet ſome Morofities 
We muſt expect, ſince Jealouſy belongs BY, 
To Age, of Scorn, and tender Senſe of Wrongs ; Et 
Yet thoſe are mollify'd, or not diſcern d, T 
Where Civil Arts and Manners have been learnd FT 


Our Nature here, is not unlike our Wine, 
Some forts, wien old, continue brisk, and fine: 
So Age's Gravity may ſeem ſevere, 


y_ 
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* In his Comedy call'd Ade lp li. 


L 25 ] 
Of Age's Avarice I cannot fee 5 
What Colour, Ground, or Reaſon there ſhould be. 
z it not Folly, when the Way we ride | 
b ſhort, for a long Voyage to provide? 

ro Avarice ſome Title, Youth may own, 

To reap in Autumn, what the Spring had ſown; 
und with the Providence of Bees, or Ants, 
prevents with Summer's Plenty, Winter's Wants: 
But Age ſcarce ſows, till Death ſtands by to reap, 
And to a Stranger's Hand transfers the Heap; 
Afraid to be ſo once, ſhe's always Poor, 

And to avoid a Miſchief, makes it. ſure; 

Such Madneſs, as for fear of Death to die, 

, to be Poor, for fear of Poverty. 


* — 


— 


The FOURTH PART. 


f Na againſt (that which terrifies our Age) wt 


The laſt, and greateſt Grievance we engage; 
To her, grim Death appears in all her Shapes, 
The hungry Grave for her due Tribute gapes : | 
fond, fooliſh Man! with Fear of Death ſurpriz d, 
Which either ſhould be wiſt'd for, or deſpis d; 
This, if our Souls with Bodies, Death deſtroy, 
That, if our Souls a ſecond Life enjoy: 
What elſe is to be fear'd, when we ſhall gain 


; MWEtcrnal Life, or have no Senſe of Pain; 


The youngeſt in the Morning are not ſure, - 


nd That till the Night their Life they can ſecure, 


Tbeir Age ſtands more exposd to Accidents 


aß Than ours, nor common Cure their Fate prevents: 


Death's Force (with Terror) againſt Nature ſtrives, 
Nor one of many to ripe Age arrives. 5 
From this ill Fate the World's Diſorders riſe 
for if all Men were Old they would be Wiſe ; 
Years and Experience; our Fore-fathers taught, 
; Them under Laws, and into Citics brought : w. 
. . V iy 
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To Age, which is as common to the LVoung?: 
Your hopeful Brothers, and my Son, to you _ 


But when he ſees his airy Hopes deceiv'd, 


We happier are than they, who but deſir'd 
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Tis vain to think that laſting, which muſt end; 
And when 'tis paſt, not any part remains 


Our Date, how ſhort ſoc'er, muſt us content. 


That at the laſt he may find juſt Applauſe; 
So (tho' but ſhort) yet we mult learn the Art 


True Wiſdom mult our Actions fo direct, 


On the green Promiſes of youthful Heat. 


As Coals to Aſhes, when the Spirits ſpent; 


e 
Why only ſhould the Fear of Death belong 
(Scipio) and me, this Maxim makes too true; 


But vigorous Youth may his gay Thoughts erc& 
To many Years, which Age muſt not expect; 


With Grief he ſays, who this would have belieyd 


To poſſeſs that, which we long ſince acquir'd. 
What if our Age to Neſtor's could extend? 


Thereof, but the Reward which Virtue gains. 
Days, Months, and Years, like running Waters floy 
Nor what is paſt, nor what's to come we know; 


When a good Actor doth his Part preſent, 
In ev'ry Act he our Attention draws, 


Of Virtue, on this Stage to act our Part: 


Not only the laſt Plauditc to expect; 
Yet grieve no more tho? long that Part ſhould [a 
Than Husbandmen, becauſe the Spring is paſt; 
The Spring, like Youth, freſh Bloſſoms doth produc 
But Autumn makes them ripe, and fit for uſe: 


So Age a mature Mellowneſs doth fer 


All things which Nature did ordain, are good, 
And ſo muſt be receiv'd, and underſtood : 

Age, like ripe Apples, on Earth's Boſom drops, 
Whib'ſt Force our Youth, like Fruits, untimely crop 
The ſparkling Flame of our warm Blood expires, Al 
As when huge Streams are pour'd on raging Fires; N 
But Age, unforc'd, falls by her own Conſent, es 


There 


27 ] | 
Therefore! to Death 1 with ſuch Joy reſort; 
\; Seamen from a Tempeſt to their Port; 
[et to that Port our ſelves we muſt not force, 
deore our Pilot, Nature, ſteers our Courſe : 
et us the Cauſes of our Fear condemn, + 15 
Then Death, at his Approach, we ſhall contemn; 
ſho! to our Heat of Youth our Age ſeems cold, 
et when reſolv'd, it is mote brave and bold. 
Thus Solon to Piſiſtratus reply'd 5 
emanded, on what Succour he rely d, . 
hen with ſo few he boldly did ingage, 7 
e ſaid, he took his Courage from his Age. 
ſhen Death ſeems welcome, and our Nature kind, 
hen leaving us a perfect Senſe and Mind; * 
he (like a Workman in his Science skilld) 
ls down with eaſe, what her own Hand did build. 
hat Art which knew to join all Parts in one, 
lakes the leaſt violent Separation. 
et tho our Ligaments betimes grow. weak, | 
ſe muſt not force them till themſelves they break. 
bag ras bids us in our Station ſtand, «1 
[1] God our General ſhall us disband. 
Viſe Solon dying, wilh'd his Friends might gricyc, 
hat in their Memories he ſtill might live. 
1:0 wiſer Eunias gave command to all 
s Friends, not to bewail his Funeral; 
que our Tears for ſuch a Death in vain you ſpend, 
hich ſtraight in Immortality ſhall end. 
1 Death, if there be any Senſe of Pain, 
but a ſhort ſpace, to Age it will remain. 
Ui which, without my Fears, my Wiſhes wait, 
ut timorous Youth on this mould meditate: 
„ ho for light Pleaſure this Advice rejects, 
ropiads little, when his Thoughts he recollects. 
res, Nor Death (tho? not its certain Date) we know, 
iresz or whether it may be this Night, or no: 
Jo then can they contented live, who fear 
| Danger certain, and none knows how near? 


They 


OW 


here 


L 28.] | 
They err, who for the Fear of Death diſpute; 
Our gallant Actions this Miſtake confute. 
Thee (Brutus) Rome's firſt Martyr I muſt Name, [ 
The Curtii bravely div'd the Gulph of Flame: Wi 
Attilizs ſacrific d himſelf, to fave MIR 
That Faith, which to his barb'rous Foes he gave; ber 


With the two Scipio's did thy Uncle fall, No 

Rather to fly from Conquering Hannibal. W 
The great Marcellus (who reſtored Rome) le 
His preateſt Foes with Honour did intomb. _ 


Their Lives, how many of our Legions threw, | 
Iato the Breach, whence no return they knew? 
Muſt then the Wife, the Old, the Learned fear, 
What not the Rude, the, Young, ch'Unlearn'd forbear? 
Satiety from all things elſe doth come, 

Then Life muſt to it ſelf grow wearifome. 

Thoſe Trifles wherein Children take delight, 
Grow nauſeous to the young Man's Appetite; 
And from thoſe Gaieties our Youth requires, 

© To exerciſe their Minds, our Ape retires. 
And when the laſt Delights of Age ſhall dic, 
Life in its ſelf will find Saticty. 
No you (my Friends) my Senſe of Death ſhall hear, 
Which I can well deſcribe, for he ſtands near. 
Your Father Læliu, and yours, Scipio, 

My Friends, and Men of Honour, I did know; 
As certainly as we muſt die, they live | 
That Life which juſtly may that Name receive. 
Till from theſe Priſons of our Fleſh releasd, 
Our Souls with heavy Burdens lie oppreſs'd; 
Which part of Man from Heaven falling down, 
Earth in her low Abyſs doth hide and — | 
A Place ſo dark to the Cæleſtial Light, 

And pure, Eternal Fire's quite oppolite. 

The God's thro Humane-Bodies did diſperſe 
An heavenly Soul, to guide this Univerſe; 

That Man, when he of heavenly Bodies ſaw - 
The Order, might from thence a Pattern oy: 


9 

Vor this to me did my own Dictates ſhow, 

Inuit to the old Philoſophers I owe. 5 

| heard Pythagoras, and thoſe who came | 

With him, and from our Country took their Name, 

ho never doubted but the Beams divine 
beriv'd from Gods, in Mortal Breaſts did ſhine. 

Nor from my Knowledge did the Antients hide 

What Socrates declar'd, the Hour he dyd; 

fe th' Immortality of Souls proclaimd, 

(Whom th' Oracle of Men the wiſeſt nam'd) _ 

Why ſhould we doubt of that, whereof our Senſe 

finds Demonſtration from Experience; 

Our Minds are here and there, below, above; 

Nothing that's Mortal can fo ſwiftly move. ; 

(ur Thoughts to future things their Flight direct, 

nd in an inſtant all that's paſt collect; 1 

kaſon, Remembrance, Wit, inventive Art, 

No Nature, but Immortal, can impart. | 

Man's Soul in a perpetual Motion flows, IM 

ind to no outward Cauſe that Motion owes ; 

ind therefore,” that no End can overtake, 

eauſe our Minds cannot themſelves forſake. 

ind ſince the Matter of our Soul is pure, 

ind ſimple, which no Mixture can endure, 

Vf Parts, Which not among themſelves agree, 
herefore it never can divided be. 

ind Nature ſhews (without Philoſophy) 

Vhat cannot be divided, cannot die. 

de even in early Infancy diſcern, 

owledge is born with Babes before they learn; 

ter they can ſpeak, they find ſo many Ways 

o ſerve their Turn, and fee more Arts than Days. 

Kore their Thoughts they plainly can expreſs, 

lhe Words and Things they know are numberleſs; 

Which Nature only, and no Art could find, _ 

pit what ſhe taught before, ſhe calld to mind. 

Fhis to his Sons (as Xenophon Records) 

| the great Cyrs, were the Aving Words; 


nt 


Nor Fear 


Fear not when I depart (nor therefore, mourn) 
* I ſhall be no where, or to nothing turn: 
« That soch, which gave me Life, was feen by um 


© Yer by the Actions it deſign'd, was known ; . 
C And Noh its Flight 1 Eye ſhall fre 
Vet know, for ever it the ſame ſhall be. 

That Soul, which can Immortal Glory give, 
To her own Virtues muſt for ever live. 

Can you believe that Man's all-knowing Mind, 
Dan to a Mortal Body be confin de 
© Tho! a ton], fooliſh Priſon her immure 
* On Earth, ſhe (when eſcap'd) is, wiſe, and pute. 
* Man's Body when difloly'd is but the ſame 
With Beaſts, and muſt return from whence it cam 
© Bur whence into our Bodies, Reaſon flows, 
© None ſces it, when it comes, or where it goes. 
Nothing reſembles Death ſo, much as Sleep, . 
c Yet then our Minds themſelves from Slumber keer 
© When from their fleſhly Bondage they are free; 
© Then what Divine, and future Things they lee? 
© Which makes it moſt apparent whence they ard 
© And what they ſhall hereafter be declare. 
This Noble Speech the dying Cyrus made. 
Me. (Scipio) ſhall no Argument perfwage, 


Thy Grandfire and his Brother, to whom Fame 
Gave from two conquer'd Parts oth' World, the 
TTT. Ä . 1 

Nor thy Great Grandſire, nor thy Father Paul, 

Who fell at Came againſt Hannibal, ; 

Nor 1 (for 'tis permitted to the Agd 

To boaſt their Actions) had fo oft engagd 

In Bartels, and in Pleadings, had we thought, 

That only Fame our Virtuous Actions bought; 

*PF'were better in foft Pleaſure and Repoſe, 

_ Iogloriouſly our peaceful Eyes to cloſem 

Some high Aſſurance hath poſſeſsd my Mind, Ie 


After my Death, an happier Life ro find. 
| 8 + Yah 


? 
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Ualeſs our Souls from the Immortals came, 
What end have we to ſeck Immortal Fame? 
All Virtuous Spirits ſome ſuch Hope attends + 
Therefore the Wiſe his Days with Pleaſure ends.- , 
The Fooliſh and Short-ſighted, die with fear, 
That they go no Where, or they know not where. 
The Wife and Virtuous Soul with clearer Eyes, 
kfore ſhe parts, ſome happy Port diſcries. 
My Friends, your Fathers 1 ſhall ſurely, fee, 
Nor only thoſe 1 lov'd, or who lovd me; + 
But ſuch. as before ours did end their Days, 
Of whom we. hear, and read, and write their Praiſe. - 
This I believe, for were I on my, Way, | 
None ſhould perſwade me to return, or ſtay: _ 
bould ſome God tell me, that I ſhould be born, 
And cry again, his Offer I ſhould ſcorn; 7 
amd when I have ended well my Race, 
To be led back to my firſt Starting-place. 7 
lad ſince with Life we are more griev'd than joy'd, 

We ſhould be either ſatisfy' d, or cloy'd; _ 
let will not © my length of Days deplore, 
s many Wiſe and Learn'd have done before: 
Nor can I think ſuch Life in vain is lent, 
Which for our Country and our Friends is ſpent. 
Whence from an Inn, not from my Home, I paſs, 
ince Nature meant us here no Dwelling-Place. 
appy when I from this Turmoil ſet free; 
That peaceful and divine Aſſembly ſee : 
Not only thoſe 1 nam'd, I there thall greet, 

Put my own gallant Virtuous Cato meet. 
or did I weep, when I ro Aſhes turn d. 
i beloy'd Body, who ſhould mine have burn'd, 
In my Thoughts beheld his Soul aſcend, 
here his fix'd Hopes our Interview attend: 
hen ceaſe to wonder that 1 feel no Grief 
tom Age, which is of my Delights the Chief. 
Hope's, if this Aſſurance hath. deceiv'd, 
That I Man's Soul Immortal have believ'd) 


And 


Une 


. 
And if I err, no Power ſhall diſpoſſeſs 
My Thoughts of that expected Happineſs. 
Tho ſome minute Philoſophers pretend, | 
That with our Days our Pains and Pleaſures end. 
If it be fo, I hold the ſafer fide, 
For none of them my Error ſhall deride. 
And if hereafter no Rewards appear, 
Yer Virtue hath it ſelf rewarded here. 
If thoſe who this Opinion have deſpisd, 
And their whole Lite to Pleaſure facrificd ; 
Should feel their Error, they when undeceiv'd, 
Too late will wiſh, that me they had believ'd. 
If Souls no Immortality obtain, | 
Tis fit our Bodies ſhould be out of Pain. 
The fame Uneaſineſs which every Thing 
Gives to our Nature, Lite muſt alſo bring. 
Good Acts (if long) ſeem tedious, fo is Age, 
Acting too long, upon this Earth, her Stage. | 
Thus much for Age, to which when you arrive, 
That Joy to you, which it gives me, twill give. 
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TO THE 
ling's moſt Excellent Majeſty, 
Moſt Gracioas Sovereign, 1 5 
Here preſent at the Feet of your Sa- 
L cred Majeſty theſes Orphan Verſes, 
Irhoſe Author (had he ſurvived) might 
Whave made this Gift ſomewhat more cor- 
reſpondent to ſo Great a Patron. I have 
only endeavoured without Art, to ſet this 
ſwel, and render it apt for your Ma- 
xty's Acceptance; to which Boldneſs 1 
Im led by a Filial Duty in performing 
Ide Will of my Father, who, whilſt he 
lved, did ever intend to your Majeſty 
ms Poem; A Poem, in which no ob- 
ene Sport can be found (the contrary 
being too frequent a Crime among Po- 
ts.) while theſe (if not too bold I ſpeak) 
vill challenge your Majeſty for their Pa- 
tron, ſince it is moſt convenient, that 
the pureſt of Poems ſhould be directed 
o you, the Vertuoſeſt and moſt Un- 
touch'd of Princes, the Delight of Bri- 


A+: lain, 
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Altar of whoſe Judgment, bright erected 
Flames, not troubled Fumes, dare ap- 


rected the moſt precious Off. ſprings of 


My Father's Verſes, and let them find} 


Clemency. Effect on them (I beſeechi 


them Life, and withal graciouſly please 


Felicity, and the humble Vows of 
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— AGALY 
tain, and the Wonder of Europe; at the 


TY 


proach. To your Majeſty muſt be di 


each Muſe, which though they may 
well be eſteemed Stars, yet how can they 
ſubſiſt without the Aſpect of you they] 
Sun? Receive then, Great King, theſe 
(What his Son hath found) your Princely 
your Majeſty) a Kingly Work, give 


to accept the ſincere Wiſhes for your 


Your Majeſly's ever 
Loyal Subject, 


John Beaumont. 


6—— 


f * 


„ ELEGT 70 the Living Memory of his 
Deceaſed Friend, Sir John Beaumont, 
Knight, Baronet. | 


O tell the World what it hath loſt in thee; 
Were but in vain; for ſuch as cannot ſee, 
Nould not be griev'd to hear, the Morning Light 
hould never more ſucceed the gloomy Night. 
uch only whom thy Vertue made, or found 
Northy to know thee, can receive this Wound : 
theſe each Man will duly pay his Tears 

lo thy great Memory, and when he hears 

Une ſam'd for Vertue, he will ſay, So bleſt, 

o good his Beaumont was, and weep the reſt. 

| knowledge ſhall be mention d, or the Arts, 

don will he reckon up thy better Parts: 

t naming of the Muſes, he will ſtreight 

ll of thy Works, where ſharp and high Conceit, 
bath'd in ſweet Verſe, give thee immortal Fame; 
aſt [gnorance doth ſcorn a Poets Name: 

id then ſhall his Imagination ſtrive, 

0 keep thy grateful Memory alive, 

poems of his own; tor that might be, 

ad he no Muſe by force of knowing thee. 

is maketh me (who in the Mufes Quire 

ig but a Mean) thus boldly to aſpire, 

pay ſad Duties to thy honour' Herſe, 

th my unpoliſh'd Lines, and ruder Verſe, _ 


"A 


It. 


At 


ME (9) 
Let dream I not of raiſing amongſt Men 
A laſting Fame to thee by my frail Pen : 
Bur rather hope, ſomething may live of me, 
(Perhaps this Paper) having mention'd thee. 
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An ELEGY dedicated to the Memory 
his much Honoured Friend, Sir Joh 
Beaumont, Hnigbt and Baronet. 


1 Write not Elegies, nor tune my Verſe, 

1 To wait in Mourning Notes upon thy Herſe 
For vain Applauſe, or with deſire to rank 
=W ſlender Muſe mongſt thoſe, who on the Bat 
Of Agauippe's Stream can better ſing, 
And to their words more ſenſe of Sorrow bring 

That ſtirs my Genius, which ſhould excite 
Thoſe pow'rful Wits: To do a pious Right 
To Noble Vertue, and by Verſe convey 

Truth to Poſterity, and ſhew the way 
Dy ſtrong Example, how in Mortal State 

We Heav'nly Worth may love, and imitate, 
Nay, twere a great Injuſtice, not to fave Tl 
Him from the Ruins of a ſilent Grave, 
Who others from their Aſhes ſought to raiſe, 4 
To wear (given from his hand) Eternal Bays. I. | 
It is by all confeſs d, thy happy Strains, ; 
Diſtill'd from Milky Streams of Native Veins I 
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V 
hid like the living ſource of Naſos Song, 
flow to the Ear, thence gently glide along 
Down to the Heart, in Notes fo Heav'nly tweet; 
That there the Siſter-Graces ſeem'd to meet, 
and make thy Breaſt their State for ſoft retire, 
and place from whence they fetch'd Promet hean 
To kindle other Hearts with pureſt Flame (Fite; 
Of modeſt Verſe, and unaffected Fame: 
While pedant Poetaſters of this Age, 
(Vho (tile their ſaucy Rhimes; Poetick Rage) 
Looſe Humours vent, and Ballad-Line extrude, 
Which grieve the Wiſe, captive the Multitude. 
And that thy Poem might the bettet take, 
Not with vain Sound, or for the Author's ſake, 
Fhich often is by ſervile Spirits try'd, 
Whilſt Heav'n-bred Souls are leſt unſatisſy d; 
Like to the Bee, thou didſt thoſe Flo wirs ſelect, 
That moſt the taſteful Palate might affect, 
With pious Reliſhes of things Divine, 
and diſcompoſed Senſe with Peace combine. 
Which (in thy Crown of Thorns) we may diſcern, 
fram'd as 4 Model for the beſt to learn: 
That Verſe may Vertue teach, as well as Proſe, 
ind Minds with Native Force to Good diſpoſe, 
Devotion ſtir, and quicken cold Deſires, 
To entertain the warmth of Holy Fires. 
There may we ſee thy Soul exfpaciate, 
And with true Fervour ſweetly meditate 
pon our Saviour's Sufferings ; that while 
rs. Thou ſeek'ſt his painful Torments to veguile, 
With well- tun d Accents of thy zealous Song, 
* breath'd from a Soul transfix'd ; a Paſſion ſtrong, 
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We better een of his Woes attain, iet 
Fall into Tears with thee, and then again, Thy 
Riſe with thy Verſe to celebrate the Flood = by 

Of thoſe Eternal Torrents of his Blood. Mul 


Nor leſs Delight (Things ſerious ſet apart) 
Thy ſportive Poem yields with heedful Art 
Compoſed ſo, to minifter Content, 
That though we there think only Wit is meant, 
We quickly by a happy Error, fad _ 
In cloudy Words, clear Lamps to light the Mind. 
Then bleſs that Muſe, which by untrodden ways | 
Purſuing Vertue, meets deſerved Bays 
To crown it ſelt, and wandring Souls reduce 
From Paths of Ignorance, and Wits abule ; 
And my the beſt of Engliſh Laureats ſtrive, 
Thus, their own Fun'r ral Aſhes to ſurvive. 


TI ouas Hawkins 


To the Worthy Muſe of his Noble Friend, 
Sir John Beaumont, Knight, Baronet. Ir 


E do not uſher forth thy Verſe with theſe, 


That thine may * our Praiſe the better 
pleaſe: 


That were impertinent, and we too weak, 
To add a Grace, where ev'ry Line doth ſpeak, 
And ſweetly eccho out in this rich ſtore, 

All we can any way pretend, and more. 


Yet 


(9) 

et ſince we ſtand engag'd, we this make known, 
Thy Lays are unaffe&ed : Free; Thine own; 
Thy Periods, Clear; Expreſſions, Genuine, 

Waſe moſt Emphatical ; and Wit, Divine. 


THOMAS Hawkins. 
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Congratulation to the Muſes, for the im- 
mortalizing of his dear Father, by the 
Sacred Vertue of Poetry. OL, 


E Heav'nly Siſters, by whoſe ſacred Skill, 
Sweet Sounds are rais d upon the forked Hill 
Of high Parnaſſus : You, whoſe tuned Strings 
„daa cauſe the Birds to ſtay their nimble Wings, 
and ſilently admire ; Before whoſe Feet, 
The Lambs, as fearleſs, with the Lions meet. 
You, who the Harp of Orpheus fo inſpir'd, 
That from the Srygzan Lake he fafe retir d; 
ou could Amphion s Harp with Vertue fill, 
That even the Stones were pliant to his Will. 
o you, you therefore I my Verſe direct, 
from whom ſuch Beams Celeſtial can reflect 
Vn that dear Author of my Life inſpir'd 
th Heavenly Heat, and Sacred Fury fir'd ; 
Wnoſe Vigour, quench'd by Death, you now revive, 
ind in this Book conſerve him ſtill alive. — 
ere lives his better part, here ſhines that Flame, 
hich lights the Entrance to Eternal Fame. 


10 Theſe 


| "C107 
Theſe are his Triumphs over Death; this Spting 
From Aganippe's Fountains he could bring 
Clear from all Droſs, through pure Intention 
ES. * A | 
His Draughts no ſenſual Waters ever ftain'd, 
Behold, he doth on every Paper ſtrow 
The Loyal Thoughts he did his Sov'reign owe. 
Here reſt Affections to each neareſt Friend, 
And pious Sighs, which noble Thoughts attend; 
Parnaſſus him contains, plac'd in the Quire 
With Poets: what then can we more defire 
To have of him? Perhaps ar empty Voice, 
While him we wrong with our contentleſs Choice 
To you I this attribute, Siſters Nine; 
For only wy can cauſe this Work Divine; 
By none but you could theſe bright Fires be found; 
Prometheus is not from the Rock unbound, 
No Aſculapius ſtill remains on Earth, 
To give Hippolitus a ſecond Birth 
Since then ſuch God-like Pow'rs in you remain, 
To work thefe Wonders, let ſome Soul contain 
His Spirit of ſweet Muſick, and infuſe 
Into ſome other Breaſt his ſparkling Muſe. _ 
Hut you perhaps, that all your Pow'r may ſpeak: 
Will chufe to work on Subjects dull and weak: 
Chuſe me, inſpire my frozen Breaſt with Heat, 
No Deed you ever wrought, can ſeem mote gredt 
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JoHN BEAUMONH 
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Cat). 


on the following Poem of my dear Fa- 
ther, Sir John Beaumont, Baronet, de- 


ceaſed. 


7 OU, who prepare to read grave Beaumont's 
Verſe, n 
and at your Entrance view my lowly Strains, 
Expect no flatt ring Praiſes to rehearſe 
The rare Perfections, which this Book contains; 
But only here in theſe few Lines, behold 
The Debt which I unto a Parent We 
Who, though I cannot his true Worth unfold, 
May yet at leaſt a due Aﬀection ſhow. 
For ſhould I ſtrive to deck the Vertues high, 
Which in this Poem (like fair Gems) appear; 
| might as well add Brightneſs to the Sky, 
or with new Splendour make the Sun more clear. 
„Since ev'ry Line is with ſuch Beauties grac'd, 
That nothing farther can their Praiſes ſound: 
And that dear Name which on the Front is plac d, 
beclares what Ornaments within are found. 
k: W That Name, I ſay, in whom the Muſes meet, 
And with ſuch Heat his Noble Spirit raiſe, 
That Kings admite his Verſe, whilſt at his Feet, 
Orpheuahis Harp, and Phæbus caſts his Bays. 
Whom, though fierce Death hath taken from our 
Sights, „„ 
And caus d that curious Hand to write no more; 
| Yet marvel not if from the Fun ral Rites 


Proceed theſe Branches never ſeen belore. 
18 | , | 
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For from the Corn ariſe not fruitful Ears, 
Except at firſt the Earth receive the ſame: 
Nor thoſe rich Odours which Arabia bears, 
Send forth tweet Smells, unleſs conſum d wit 
Flame. 
So from the Aſhes of this Phœnix flie 
gs ſprings, which with ſuch freſh Glo 
| ine; 
That whilſt time runneth he ſhall never die, 
But till be honour'd in this famous Shrine: 
To which, this Verſe alone I humbly give; 
He was before: but now begins to live. 


Francis BEAUMONT, 


Upon the Poem f bis _ Brathes | 
Sir John Beaumont, Baronet. 


7 HEN Lines arc drawn greater than Na. 
ture, Ar 
Commands the Object, and the Eye to part, or 
Bids them to keep ar diſtance, know their place, Ky 
Where to receive, and where to give their Grace; ſeg 
Tam too near thee, Beaumont, to define 0 
Which of thoſe Lineaments i is moſt Divine, 
And to ſtand farther off from thee, I chuſe 
In filence rather to applaud thy Muſe, 
And loſe my Cenſure; tis enough for me 
To joy, my Pen was Nan to move by thee. 


| | . 
GEORGE FORTESCU be 


(613) 


ſn the Honour d Poem of bis Honoured 
Friend, Sir John Beaumont, Baronet, 


HIS Book will live; ; It hath a Genius: This 

Above his Reader, or his Praiſer, is. 
fence, then, prophane: Here needs no words ex- 
pence 

n Bulwarks, Rav'lins, Ramparts, for Defence, 
ich, as the creeping Pioneers uſe 
| When they do ſweat to fortifie a Muſe. 

Though I confeſs a Beaumont's Book to be 
The Bound, and Frontier of our Poetry; 
nd doth deſerve all Monuments of Praiſe, 
That Art, or Engine, on the Strength can raiſe. 
let, who dares offer a Redoubt to rear? 
To cut a Dike? or ſtick a Stake up, here, 
klore this Work? where Envy hath not caſt 

A Trench againſt it, nor a Batt'ry plac't ? 
ay, till ſhe make her vain Approaches. Then 
[i maimed, ſhe come off, Tis not of Men 
is Fort of fo impregnable accels, 
Bat higher Power, as ſpight could not make leſs, 
or Flatt'ry ! but ſecur'd, by the Author's Name, 
Defies, what croſs to Picty, or good Fame. 
nd like a hallow'd Temple, free from taint. 

Of Ethniciſm, makes his Mule a Saint, 


ry 


ben, ennie 


U ks 
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To the dear Remembrance of his No 
Friend, Sir John Beaumont, Baronet, | 


T HIS Pefthumus, from the Brave Parents Name 
Likely to be the Heir of ſo much Fame, | 
Can have at all no Portion by my Praiſe : 
Only this poor Branch of my with'ring Bays 
] offer to it; and am very glad. 
I yer have this; which if I better had, 
My Love ſhould build an Aitar, and thereon 
Should offer up ſuch Wreaths as long agon, 
Thoſe daring Grecians, and proud Romans crown'd, | 
Giving that Honour to their moſt Renawn'd. 
But that brave World is paſt, and we are light, 
After thoſe glorious Days, into the Night 
Of theſe baſe Times, which nat one Hero have, 
Only an empty Title, which the Grave 
Shall ſoon devour ; whence it no more ſhall ſound, 
Which never got up higher than the Ground, 
Thy Care far that which was not worth thy Breatlf 
Brought on too ſoon thy much lamented Death. 
But Heav'n was kind, and would not let thee ſee 
The Plagues that muſt upon this Nation be, 
By whom the Muſes have neglected been, 
Which ſhall add Weight and Meaſure to their Sin; 
And have already had this Curſe from us, 
That in their Pride they ſhould grow barbarous. 
There is no Splendor, that our Pens can give 
By our moſt labour'd Lines, can make thee live 
Like to thine own, which able is to raiſe 
So laſting Pillars to prop up thy Praiſe, 
As time {ha!] hardly ſhake, until it ſhall _ 
Ruine thoſe things, that with it ſelf muſt fall. 


Mt DRrayT! 
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q Poſthumum opus D. Fo. Bello. montij, 
Y £quitis aurati & Baronetti, viri No- 


HENDECASYLLABON. 


Ectum diſcubui; biceps gemello 
Parnaſlus Yjugo imminebat : unde 
fintes defeliunt leves, lequaces ; 
ollacent vitreo liquore fontes. 
udo ſub Jove, Hale S ſecundo 
hiſcumbo. Teneras roſas pererro 
Narciſſum, Violas odore gratas, 
UInuento Ambroſio has & has refefas. 
ua inter Philomela cantitilat 
repes, blandala, mellilingus ales. 
Ps inter volitant Apollineſque, 
t Muſe Venereſque mille, mille. 
5 hoc ſibi ſomnium quid audet? 
tum effare noë ma Bello-montis: 
fjatum euge | Poema Bello-mont! e/? 
lum, caſtalium nitens, politum 
Libatum ſalibus, lepore tinctum. 
Hcurrens velut amnis alti- monte 
ervet delicijs, ruit profundo 
Kumontus /azice, Altins reſultat 
ertur, nec tenui nec viſitatas . 
end per liquidam ætheram, Bi forms. 
ic Phœbi Deus eſt, decus cohortis 
wm Palladiæ, jubar ſororum, 


ra es Venerüm, reſurgo ; legi. 
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Upon the Honoured Poem of his Unknoy 
Friend, Sir John Beaumont, Baronet, 


Knew thee not, I ſpeak it to my Shame: 
: [| But by that clear, and equal Voice of Fame, 
Which (with the Sun's bright Courſe) did joynt| 
bear. - | 
Thy Glorious Name, about each Hemiſphere. 
Whiles I who had confin'd my ſelf to dwell 
Within the ſtrait Bounds of an obſcute Cell, 
Took in thoſe pleaſing Beams Wit and Worth, 
Which, where the Sun could never ſhine, break 
forth : | 3 
Wherewith I did refreſh my weaker Sight, 
When others bath'd themſelves in thy full Light. 
But when the diſmal Rumour was once ſpread, 


About thy beſt Friends *rwas my Benefit, 

To know thee only by thy living Wit; 

And whereas others might their Loſs deplore, 
Thou liv't to me juſt as thou didſt before. 

In all that we can value Great, or Good, 

Which were not in theſe Cloaths of Fleſh and Blood, 
Thou now haſt laid aſide, but in that mind, 
That only by it {el could be confin'd, 

Thou liv'ſt to me, and ſhalt for ever reign, 

In both the Wives of thy Blood and Brain. 


Ja. CL 
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That ſtruck all- Knowing Souls, of Beaumont dead 


To 
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HE Winters Storm of Civil War I fag, 
* | Whoſe End is crown'd with our Eternal Spring, 
ere Roſes joyn'd, their Colours mix in one, 
d Armies fight no more for England's Throne. 

ou Gracious Lord, direct my feeble Pen, 
ho (from the Actions of ambitious Men,) 
it by thy Goodneſs drawn our joyful Gd 
ad made ſweet Flowers, and Olives grow ſrom Blood, 
(ile we delighted with this fair Releaſe, _ 
yy climb Parnaſſus, in the Days of Peace. 


The King (whoſe Eyes were never fully clos'd, 
oſe Mind oppreſt, with fearful Dreams ſuppos'd; 
hat he in Blood had wallow'd all the Night) 
aps from his reſtleſs Bed, before the Light: 
lccurſed Tirell is the farſt he ſpies, Sh 

hom threatning with his Dagger, thus he cries; 
How dar'ſt thou, Villain, to diſturb my Sleep, 
Were not the ſmother'd Children buried deep? 

And hath the Ground again been ript by thee, 
That I their rotten Carkaſes might ſee ? | 

be Wretch aſtoniſht, haſtes away to ſlide, 
damned Ghoſts themſelves in Darkneſs hide) 
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(18) 
And calls up three; whoſe Counſels could aſſwage 
The fudden Swellings of the Prince's Rape : | 
Ambitious Lovell, who to gain his Grace, 
Had ſtain'd the Honour of his Noble Race: 
Perfidious Catesby, by whoſe curious Skill, 
The Law was taught to ſpeak his Maſter's Will: 
And Ratcliffe, deeply learn'd in courtly Art, 
Who beſt could ſearch into his Sovereign's Heart; 
Affrighted Richard labours to relate 95 
His hideous Dreams, as ſigns of hapleſ Fate: 
* Alas! {ſaid tbey) ſuch Fictions Children Fear, 
* Theſe are not Terrors, ſhewing Danger near, 
*© But Motives ſent by ſome propitious Power, 
* To make you watchful at this early Hour; 
5** Theſe prove that your victorious Care prevents 
% Your ſlothful Foes, that ſlumber in their Tents, 
*© 'This precious time muſt not in vain be ſpent, 
* Which God (your Help) by Heav'nly means hath le 
He (by theſe falſe Conjectures) much appeas'd, 
Contemning Fancies, which his Mind diſeas'd, 
Replies: © I ſhould have beenaſham'd to tell 
* Fond Dreams to wiſe Men: whether Heav'n or Hell, 
Or troubled Nature theſe, Effects hath wrought : The 


Il know, this Day requires another Thought, 


Alt ſome reſiſtleſs Strength my Cauſe ſhould croſs, MF « 
** Fear will increaſe, and not redeem the Loſs ; iv; 
*© All Dangers clouded with the Miſt of Fear, Wh 
*© Seem great far off, but leſſen coming near. War 
*© Away, ye black [Illuſions of the Night, Look 
* If yecombin'd with Fortune, have the Might At h 

0h To Linder my Deſigns : ye ſhall not bar From 
My Courage ſeeking glorious Death in Wat Act) 
Thus being chear'd, he calls aloud for Arms, bis 
And bids that all ſhould riſe, whom Morpheus charms. His! 
„ Bring me (ſaith be) the Harneſs that I wore WI. 
At Teuxbury, which from that Day no more 1.00 


* Hath felt the Batt'ries of a civil Strife, 
Nor ſtood between Deſtruction and my Life. F 
3 ene 75 pl 
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Won his Breaſt- plate he beholds a Dint, 
Which in that Field young Edward's Sword did print; 
is ſtirs Remembrance of his heinous Guilt, 
nen he that Prince's Blood fo fouly ſpilt. 
Now fully arm'd, he takes his Helmet bright, 
ſhich like a twiakling Star, with trembling Light 
Winds radiant Luſtre through the darkſome Air; 
Inis Mesk will make his wrinkled Viſage fair. 
zu when his Head is cover'd with the Steel, 
le tells his Servants, that his Temples feel 
ep piercing Stings, which breed unuſual Pains, 
ind of the heavy Burden much complains, 
ume mark his words, as Tokens fram'd t expreſs 
rde ſharp Concluſion of a ſad Succeſs, 
When going forth, and finding in his way 
Wi Soldier of the Watch, who ſleeping lay; 
lurag'd to ſee the Wretch neglect his part, 
He ſtrikes a Sword into his trembling Heart, 
The hand of Death, and Iron Dulneſs takes 0 
Thoſe leaden Eyes, which nat'ral Eaſe forſakes: 
The King this Morning Sacrifice commends, 
and for Example, thus the Fact defends ; 
[eave him as I found him, fit to keep 
The ſilent Doors of everlaſting Sleep, 


en 


Still Richmond ſlept : For Worldly Care and Feat 
Wilave times of pauſing, when the Soul is clear, 
While Heav'n's Director, whoſe Revengeful Brow 

Would to the guilty Head no reſt allow, 

Looks on the other part with milder Eyes : 

at his Command an Angel ſwiftly flies 

From ſacred Truth's perſpicuous Gate, to bring 

\ cryſtal Viſion on his Golden Wing. . 
Ttis Lord thus ſleeping, thought he ſaw and knew 
His Lamb-like Uncle, whom that Tyger ſlew, 
Whoſe powerful words encourage him to fight: 


0 on juſt Scourge of Murder, Vertues light, 


r „The 
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© The Combat , Which thou ſhalt this Day endure, 
© Makes England's Peace for many Ages ſure, 


I by ſtrong Invaſion cannot be withſtood, _ 
© The Earth affiſts thee with the Cry of Blood, | ind 
© The Heav'n ſhall bleſs thy Hopes, and crown thy Joys He k 
© See how the Fiends with loud and diſmal Noife,  * Ide 
* (Prefaging Vultures, greedy of their Prey) ad 
© On Richards Tent their ſcaly Wings diſplay. Wicpo 


The holy King then offer'd to his View 
A lively Tree, on which three Branches grew: ' 
But when the hope of Fruit had made him glad, 

All fell to Duſt : At which the Earl was ſad; 

| Yet Comfort comes again, when from the Root 
He ſees a Bough into the North to ſhoot, 

Which nouriſht there, extends it ſelf from thence, 
And girds this Iſland with a firm Defence: 

There be beholds a high and glorious Throne, 

Where ſits a King by Laurel Garlands known, 

Like bright Apollo in the Muſes Quires, 
His radiant Eyes are watchful Heavenly Fires, 
Eeneath his Feet pale Envy bites her Chain, 

And ſnaky Diſcord whets her Sting in vain, 
Thou ſeeſt (ſaid Henry) wile and potent James, 
* This, this is he, whoſe happy Union tames 
The ſavage Feuds, and ſhall thoſe Lets deface, 

* Which keep the Burd'rers from a dear Embrace ; 
Both Nations ſhall in Britain's Royal Crown, 

* Their diff'ring Names, the Signs of Faction drown ; 
* The Silver Screams which from this Spring increaſe, 
* Bedew all Chriſtian's Hearts with Drops of Peace; 
* Obſerve how hopeful Charles is born r aſſlwage 
* The Winds, that would diſturb this Golden Ape. 
* When that great King ſhall full of Glory leave 
The Earth as baſe, then may this Prince receive 
* The Diadem; without his Father's wrong, 
May take it late, and may poſſeſs it long; 
Above all Europe's Princes ſhine thou bright, 
O God's ſelected Care, and Man's Delight. 
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(21) 
N Yi gentle Sleep forſook his clouded Brows, pe 
Wind full of holy Thoughts and pious Vows, 9 
Ilie kiſt the Ground as ſoon as he aroſe, 
Juden watchful Digby, who among his Foes 

ud wander d unſuſpected all the Night, 
Yicports that Richard is prepar'd to hight. 


IT Long 128 the King had thought it time to ſend 
Wor truſty Norfolk, his undaunted Friend, 

bo haſting from the Place of his abode, 
und at the Door, a World of Papers firow'd: 
ne would affright him from the Tyrant's Aid, 
ming that his Maſter was betray'd; 

Mme laid before him all thoſe bloody Deeds, 
tom which a Line of ſharp Revenge proceeds 
With much Compaſſion, that ſo brave a Knight 
ud ſerve a Lord, againſt whom Angels fight, 
Ind others put Suſpicioms in his Mind, 
hat Rix hard moſt obſerv'd, was moſt unkind. 
ne Duke a while theſe cautious Words revolves 
1 ſerious Thoughts, and thus at laſt reſolves; 

all the Camp prove Traytors to my Lord, 
all fpotleſs Norfolk falſifie his word; 
line Oath is paſt, I ſwore t uphold his Crown, 
And that all ſwim, or I with it will drown. 
is too late now to diſpute the Right; 
Dre any Tongue, ſince York ſpread forth his Light, : 
Vorthumberland, or Buckingham defame, 
Two valiant Cliffords, Roos, or Beaumont's Name, 
cauſe they in the weaker Quarrel die? 
They had the King with them, and ſo havel. 
but ev'ry Eye the Face of Richard ſhuns, 
For that foul Murder of his Brother's 8 
ln Laws of Knighthood gave me not a Sword 

o ſtrike at him, whom all with joynt accord 
Have made my Prince, to whom l Tribute bring: 
dle bate his Vices, but adore the Ring. 


R-q-— * Victorioua 


( 22 ) 
© Victorious Edward, if thy Soul can hear 
© Thy Servant Howard, I devoutly ſwear, 
y That to have ſav'd thy Children from chat Day, 
My hopes on Earth ſhould willingly decay; 
Would Glouceſter then, my perfect Faith had tried, 
And made two Graves, when noble Haſtings died. 
This ſaid, his Troops be into Order draws, 
Then doubled haſte redeems his former pauſe: 
So ſtops the Sailor for a Voyage bound, 
When on the Sea he hears the Tempeſts ſound, 
Till prefling Hunger to Remembrance ſends, 
That on his courſe bis Houſhold's Life depends : 
With this he clears the Doubts that vext his Mind, 
And puts his Ship to Mercy of the Wind. 


The Duke's ſtout Preſence and courageous Looks, 
Were to the King as falls of ſliding Brooks, 
Which bring a each and delightful Reſt 
To weary Eyes, with grievous Care oppreſt: 

He bids that Norfolk and his hopeful Son, 
(Whoſe riſing Fame in Arms this Day begun) 
Should lead the Vantguard : for ſo great Command, 
He dares not truſt, in any other hand; 

The reſt he to bis own Advice refers, 

And as the Spirit, in that Body ſtirs, 

Then putting on his Crown, a Fatal Sign, 

(So offer'd Beaſts near Death in Garlands ſhine, } 

He rides about the Ranks, and ſtrives t' inſpire 


Each Breaſt with part of his unwearied Ts. - EN 
To thoſe who had his Brother's Servants been, Tos 
And had the Wonders of his Valour ſeen, And 
He ſaith, * My Fellow Soldiers, though your Swords IH 

© Are ſharp, and nced not whetting by my words ; Abot 

© Yer call to mind thoſe many glorious Days, and 
© In which we treaſur'd up immortal Praiſe, My 
© Tf when I ferv'd, Jever fled from Foe, 'Th 


Fly ye irom mine, let me be puniſht ſo 


| e (23) 

Izat if my Father, when at firſt he try'd, 

now all his Sons, could ſhining Blades abide, 
round me an Eagle, whoſe undazled Eyes 

MJ afront the Beams, which from the Steel ariſe, 
and if I now in Action, teach the ſame, 
Know then, ye have but chang'd your Gen'ral's Name, 
ze ſtill your ſelves, ye fight againſt the Droſs 

ot thoſe, that oft have run from you with Loſs: 
How many Somerſets, Diſſentions brands 

Have felt the Force of our revengeful hands ? 
from whom this Youth, as from a Princely Flood, 
derives his beſt, yet not untainted Blood; 

Have our Aſſaults made Lancaſter to droop ? 

And ſhall the Welſhman with his ragged Troop, 
babdue the Norman, and the Saxon Line, 

Trat only Merlin may be thought Divine? 

Ke what a Guide theſe Fugitives have choſe, 

bo bred among the French our ancient Foes, 
Forgets the Expliſh Language, and the Ground, 
And knows not what our Drums and Trumpets ſound, 
To others Minds their willing Oaths he draws, 


Ine tells his juſt Decrees, and healthful Laws, 


ind makes large Proffers of his future Grace, 

Thus having ended, with as chearful Face, 

Nature, which his Step-dame ſtill was thought, 

Could lend to one, without Proportion wrought, 
dome with loud ſhouting, make the V allies ring, 

but moſt with murmur ſigh: God ſave the King. 


Now careful Henry ſends his Servant Bray 
To Stanley, who accounts it ſafe to ſtay, 
uud dares not promiſe, leſt his baſte ſhould bring 
His Son to Death, now Pris'nor with the King. 
About the ſame time Brakenbury came, 
And thus, to Stanley faith, in Richard's Name, 
My Lord, the King ſalutes you, and commands 
That to his aid, you bring your ready Bands, 
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* Or elſe he ſwears by him thar fits on high, 1 
Before the Armies joyn, your ſoon ſhall die. 0 
At this the Lord ſtood like a Man that hears 1 
The Judge's Voice, which Condemnation bears 1 
Till gath'ring up his Spirits, he replies. S 
My Fellow Haſtings Death hath made me wiſe, 15 
© More than my Dream could him, for I no more | Wt 
© Will truſt the Tuſhes of the angry Boar; = 
© If with my George's Blood he ſain his Throne, 1 
© Tthank my God, Ihave more Sons than one | 
© Yet to ſecure TH Life, I quiet ſtand Th 
© Againſt the Ring, not lifring up my hand, W 4o! 
The Meſſenger departs of hope deny'd. Hi 
Then noble Stanley, taking Bray aſide, Not 
Saith: Let my Son proceed, without Deſpair BB 
© Afiiſtcd by his Mother's Alms, and Prayer, Tu 
© God will direct both him, and me to take 50 
© Beſt Courſes, for that bleſſed Woman's ſake. Th 
The Earl by this delay, was not inclin'd A0 
To Fear nor Anger, knowing Stanley's Mind, Thi 
But calling all his chief Commanders near, Wh 
He boldly ſpeaks, while they attentive bear. : To 

IIt is in vain, brave Friends, to ſhew the right * 
* Which we are fore d to ſeek by civil Fight. | | F 
* Your Swords are brandiſht in a noble Cauſe, WI 
© Tofree your Country from a Tyrant's Jaws, W 
* Whar angry Planet? W har diſaſtr'ous Sign | bout 
»Directs Plantagenet s afflicted Line? . ts 
* Ah! was it not enough, that mutual Rage _ bad 

© In deadly Bartels ſhould this Race engage, bor 
Till by their Blows themſelves they fewer make, Thi 
* And Pillars tall, which France conld never ſhake? The 
But muſt this crooked Monſter now be found, boce 
To lay rough hands on that uncloſed Wound? AV 
Nis ſecret Plots have much increas'd the Flood, po 
* He with his Brothers and his Nephews Blood, bebt 


© Hith ſtain'd the Brightneſs of his Father's Flow” % Mor 
And made his own white Roſe as r@ as ours, 


| (25) 

This is the Day, whoſe Splendour puts to flight 
J  0bſcuring Clouds, and brings an Age of Light. 
We ſee no hindrance of thoſe wiſhed times, 

But this Uſurper, whoſe depreſſing Crimes 
Will drive him from the Moutain where he ſtands, 
o that he needs muſt fall without our hands. 

In this we happy are, that by our Arms, 

(Both ork and Lancaſter revenge their harms. 
Here Henry's Servants joyn with Edward's Friends, 
And leave their private Griefs for publick Ends. 
Thus ceaſing, he implores th* Almighty's Grace, 
and bids, that evcry Captain take his place. 

His Speech was anſwer'd with a gen'ral Noiſe 

Of Acclamations, doubtleſs ſigns of Joys 

Which Soldiers utter'd as they forward went, 

The ſure Forerunners of a fair Event; | 

do when the Winter to the Spring bequeaths 

The Rule of Time, and mild Favonius breathes, 
A Choir of Swans to that ſweet Muſick ſings, 

The Air reſounds the Motion of their Wings; 
When oyer Plains they fly in order'd Ranks, 

To ſport themſelves upon Caiſters Banks, 


Bold Oxford leads the Vantguard up amain, 
Whoſe valiant Offers heretofore were vain, 
\Vhen he his Love to Lancaſter expreſt, 

But now, with more indulgent Fortune bleſſ, 
His Men he toward Norfe/k's Quarter drew, 
and ſtraight the one the others Enſigns knew, 
kor they in ſev'ral Armies were diſplay'd, 

This oft in Edward's, that in H.my's Aid: 
The fad Remembrance of thoſe bloody Fights, 
locens d new Anger 1a theſe Noble Knights, 

\ Marſh lay between, which Oxford leaves 
Upon his right hand, and the Sun receives 
behind him, with Advantage of the place, 
For Norfolk muſt endure it on his Face, 


And break the Orders of the adverſe part, 
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And yet his Men advance their Spears and Swords, 
Againſt this Succour, which the Heav'n affords, 
His Horſe and Foot poſſeſt the Fleld in length, 
While Bow- men went before them for their Strength: 
Thus marching forth, they ſet on Oæford's Band, 
He fears their Number, and with ſtrict Command, 
His Soldiers cloſely to the Standard draw: 
Then Howard's Troops amaz'd begin to pauſe, 
They doubt the Slights of Battel, and prepare 
To guard their Valour with a Trench of Cie. RY 
This ſudden ſtop made W arlike Vere more bold, 
To ſee their Fury in a moment cold; 
His Ranks he in a larger Form diſplays 
Which all were Archers counted in thoſe Days, 
The beſt of Exgliſh Soldiers for their Skill, 
Could guide their Shafts according to their Will, 
The feather'd Wood they from their Bows let flic, 
No Arrow fell, but caus'd ſome Man to die: 
So painful Bees with forward Gladneſs ſtrive, 
To joyn themſelves in Throngs before the Hive, 
And with Obedience till that Hour attend. 
When their Commander ſhall his watch Word ſend : 
Then to the Winds their tender Sails they yield, 
Depreſs the Flowers depopulate the Field: 
Wiſe Norfolk to avoid theſe Shafts the more, 
Contrives his Battel thin and ſharp before, 
He thus attempts to pierce into the Heart, 


A3 when the Cranes direct their Flight on high, 

o cut their way, they in a Trigon fly, 

Which painted Figure may with eaſe divide 
Oppoſing Blaſt, through which they ſwiftly glide. 


But now the Wings make baſte to Oxford's Aid, 
The Left by valiant Savage was diſplay d, 

His luſty Soldiers were attir'd in White, 

They move like Drifts of Snow, Whole ſudden Fright: 
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Conſtrains the weary Paſſenger to ſtay, 
dad beating on his Face confounds the way. 
rave Talbot led the Right, whoſe Grandſire's Name 
vas his continual Spur to purchaſe Fame: 
jth theſe ruſh'd in, while Norfolk like a Wall, 
ich oft with Engines crack'd diſdains to fall, 
laintains his Station by defenſive Fight, 
Will Surrey preſſing forth, with Yourhful Might, 
ads many Shadows to the Gates of Death. 
ben dying Mouths had gaſp'd forth Purple Breath, 
ns Father follows: Age and former Pains 
Hd made him {lower, yet he ſtill retains 
Wis ancient Vigour; and with much Delight 
ro ſee his Son do Marvels in his fight, 
e ſeconds him, and from the Branches cleaves 
Whoſe Cluſters which the former Vintage leaves. 
Wow Oxford flies (as Lightning) through his Troops, 
ind with his Preſence chears the part that droops : 
His brave Endeavours Sarrey's Force reſtrain 
* Banks, at which the Ocean ſtorms in vain. 
he Swords and Armours ſhine as ſparkling Coals, 
Their claſhing drowns the Groans of parting Souls ; 
The peaceful Neighbours, who had long deſi'd 
Lo find the Cauſes of their Fear expir'd, 
re newly griev'd to ſee this Scarlet Fload, 
lud Engliſh Ground bedew*d with Exgliſh Blood. 
out Rice and Herbert lead the Power of Wales, 
Their Zeal to Henry moves the Hills and Dales 
To ſound their Country-man's beloved Name, 
Who ſhall reſtore the Britiſh Off- ſprings Fame ; 
Iheſe make ſuch Slaughter with their Glaves and Hooks, 
That careful Bards may fill their precious Books : 
With Praiſes, which from Warlike Actions ſpring, 
And take new Themes, when to their Harps they ling. 
helles theſe Soldiers born within this Iſle, Ro 
We muſt not of their part the French beguile, 
Whom Charles for Henry's Succour did provide 
aich A Lord of Scotland, Bernard was their Guide, 
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A Bloſſom of the Stuarts happy Line; 
Which is on Britain's Throne ordain'd to ſhine : 
The Sun, whoſe Rays the Heav'n with Beauty crown, 
From bis aſcending to his going down, 
Saw not a braver Leader in that Age; 
And Boſwortb-Field muſt be the glorious Sta ge, 
In Which this Northern Eagle learns to flie, 
And tries thoſe Wings which after raiſe him high, 
When he beyond the ſnowy Alpes reno wid, 
Shall plant French Lillies in Italian Ground; 
And cauſe the craggy Apennive to know 
What Fruits on Caledonian Mountains grow. 
Now in this Civil War the Troops of France, 
Their Banners dare on Engliſb Air advance, 
And on their Launces Points Deſtruction bring 
To fainting Servants of the guilty King; 
When heretofore they had no Power to ſtand 
Againſt our Armies in their Native Land, 
But melting fled, as Wax before the F lame, 
Diſmay'd with Thunder of St. George $ Name, 


Now Henry with his Uncle Pembroke moves 
The Rearward on, and Stanley then approves 
Nis Love to Richmond's Perſon, and his Cauſe 
He from his Army of three thouſand draws 

A few choice Men, and bids the reſt obey 
His valiant Brother, who ſhall prove this Day 
As famous as great Warwick, in whoſe hand 
The Fate of England's Crown was thought to ſtand : 
With theſe he cloſely ſteals to help his Friend, 
While his main Forces ſtir not, but attend 
The Younger Stanley, and to Richard's Eye 
| Appear not Parties, but as Standers by. 
Let Stanley's words fo much the Ring note | 
That he exclaims: This is a falſe Pretence : 
His doubtful Anſwer ſhall not fave his Son, 
* Young Strange ſhall die: See, Cater, this be * 
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Now like a Lamb, which taken from the Folds, 

WThe Slaughter-man with rude Embraces holds, | 

Wind for his Throat prepares a whetted Knife; 

V goes this harmleſs Lord to end his Life, 

Ine Ax is ſharpen'd and the Block prepar'd, 

Wt worthy Ferrers equal Portion ſhar'd, 

MO Grief and Terror which the Pris'ner telt, 

Ins tender Eyes in Tears of Pity melt, 

Jad baſting to the King he boldly ſaid ; i 

i 'My Lord, too many bloody Stains are e laid 

© by envious Tongues upon your peaceful Reiga ; J 
0 may their Malice ever ſpeak in vain : 

Afford not this advantage to their Spite, 

None ſhould be kill'd to day, but in the Fight: 


our Crown is ſtrongly fix d, your Cauſe is good; 
Cat not upon it Drops of harmleſs Blood; 

Hh Life 15 nothing, yet will dearly coſt, 

If while you ſeek it, we perhaps have loſt 

ka of your Conqueſt thither flie, 

here Rebels arm'd, with curſed Blades ſhall die, 
And yield in Death to your victorious Awe: 

Let naked hands be cenſur'd by the Law. 
ch Pow'r his Speech and ſeemly Action hath, 
:mollifies the Tyrant's bloody Wrath, 
ind be commands that Strange's Death be ſtay d. 
lhe Noble Youth (who was before diſmay'd 
Death's approaching fight) now . clears 
scloudy Sorrows, and forgets his Fears. 

when a Steer to burning Altars led, 

peting fatal Blows to cleave his Head, 

by the Prieſt for ſome Religious Cauſe 

at back to live, and now in Quiet draws 

de open Air, and takes his wonted Food, 

nd never thinks how near to Death he ſtood : 


The King, though ready, yet his March lay" J, 
v haye Northumberland's expected Aid. 


ow 
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To him, induſtrious Ratcliffe ſwiftly hie; 
But Perey greets him thus: My troubled Eyes 

© This Night beheld my Father's angry Ghoſt, 
© Adviſing not to joyn with Richard's Hoſt: 

© Wilt thou (ſaid be) ſo much obſcure my Shield, 
To bear mine Azure Lion in the Field 

With ſuch a Gen'ral ? Ask him, on which fide 

© His Sword was drawn when I at Towton died. 

When Richard knew that both his hopes were vain, 

He forward ſets with Curſing and Difdain, 

And cries : * Who would not all theſe Lords deteſt > 
When Percy changeth, like the Moon his Creſt. 
This Speech the Heart of Noble Ferrers rent: 

He anſwers : © Sir, though many dare repent, 

That which they cannot now without your wrong, 

* And only grieve they have been true too long, 
My Breaſt ſhall never bear fo foula Stain, 


If any ancient Blood in me remain, 


Which from the Norman Conqu'rors took Deſcent, 
© It ſhall be wholly in your Service ſpent; 


I Vill obtain to day alive or dead, 


The Crowns that grace a faithful Soldier's Head. 
. * Bleſt be thy tongue (replies the King) in thee, 
The Strength of all thine Anceſtors I fee, 
* Extending Warlike Arms for England's Good, 
* By thee their Heir, in Valour as in Blood. 


But here we leavethe King, and muſt review 
Thoſe Sons of Mars, who cruel Blades imbrue 
In Rivers ſprung from Hearts that Bloodleſs lie, 
And ſtain their ſhining Arms in ſanguine Dye, 
Here valiant Oxford and fierce Norfolk meet, 
And with their Spears each other rudely greet , 
About the Air the ſhiver'd Pieces play, : 

Then on their Swords their Noble Hands they lay, 
And Norfolk firſt a Blow directly guides 
Fo Oxford's Head, which from his Helmet ſlides 


| BER & |, 
upon his Arm, and biting through the Steel, 
[fits a Wound, which Vere diſdains to feel, 
e lifts his Fauchion with a threatning Grace, 
Ad hews the Bever off from Howard's Face, 
Tais being done, he with Compaſſion charm'd, 
LY Rctires, aſham'd to ſtrike a Man diſarm'd : 
but ſtraight a deadly Shaft ſent from a Bow, 

(Whoſe Maſter, though far off, the Duke could know 
lntimely brought this Combat to an end, 


ind pierc'd the Brain of Richard's conſtant Friend. 
When Oxford ſaw him fink, his Noble Soul 

Was full of Grief, which made him thus condole : 

' Farewel, true Knight, to whom no coſtly Grave 
can give due Honour: Would my Tears might ſave 
'Thoſe Streams of Blood, deſerving to be fpilt 
la better Service: Had not Ricbard's Guilt 

och heavy Weight upon his Fortune laid, 

Y Thy glorious Vertues had his Sias outweigh'd, 
Courageous Talbot had with Surrey met, 

And after many Blows begins to fret, 5 
That one ſo young in Arms ſhould thus unmoy'd, 
Reſiſt his Strength, ſo oft in War approv'd. 
ind now the Earl beholds his Father fall, 
Whoſe Death like horrid Darkneſs frighted all: 
me give themfelves as Captives, others flie, 
but this young Lion caſts his gen'rous Eye 

On Mowbrayes Lion, painted in his Shield, 
Wind with that King of Beaſts repines to yield: 
Tue Field ( ſaith be) in which the Lion ſtands, 
Blood, and Blood I offer to the hands 
Ol daring Foes ; but never ſhall my Flight 
Vie black my Lion, which as yet is white, 
ts Enemies (like cunning Huntſmen) ſtrive 
1 binding Snares, to take their Prey alive, 
Vhile he deſires expoſe his naked Breaſt, 
ind thinks the Sword that deepeſt ſtrikes is beſt, 
long Howard ſingle with an Army fights, 
u ben mov'd with Pity two Renowned Kaights, 


Strong 
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Strong Clarindon, and valiant Coniers trie 

To reſcue him, in which attempt they die; 

For Savage red with Blood of {laughter'd Foes, 

Doth them in midſt of all his Troops incloſe, 

Where though the Captain for their Safety ſtrives; 

Yet baſer hands deprive them of their Lives 

Now Surrey fainting, ſcarce his Sword can hold, 

Which made a common Soldier grow ſo bold, 

To lay rude hands upon that Noble Flower; 

Which he diſdaining (Anger gives him Power) 

Erects his Weapon with a nimble round, 
And ſends the Peaſants Arm to kiſs the Ground. 

This done, to Talbot he preſents his Blade, 

And faith, * It is not hope of Life hath made 

*'This my Submiſſion, but my Strength is ſpent, 

And ſome perhaps of Villain Blobd will vent 

© My weary Soul: This Favour I demand, 

That I may die by your victorious hand. 

* Nay, God forbid that any of my Name, 

(Duoth Talbot) ſhould put out fo bright a Flame, 
As burns in thee (brave Youth) where thou haſt err'd, 

© It was thy Father's fault, fince he prefert'd 

© A Tyrant's Crown before the juſter Side. 


1 
The Earl ſtill mindful of his Birth replied, * 
© I wonder (Talbot) that thy Noble Heart 5 gehe 
Inſults on Ruines of the vanquiſht part: : | 
We bad the right, if now to you it flow, th 
The Fortune of your Swords hath made it ſo: ot} 
© I never will my luckleſs Choice repent, 0 B 
© Nor can it ſtain mine Honour or Deſcent, bo 
* Set Englands Royal Wreath upon a Stake, fol} 
There will I fight, and not the place forſake: Ind C 
© And if the Will of God hath fo diſpos d, 1 
That Richmond's Brow be with the Crown inclos'd, heir 


* ſhall to him, or his give doubtleſs Signs, e ſe 

* That Duty in my Thoughts, not Faction, ſhines. tick 

The earneſt Soldiers ſtill the Chaſe purſue: | 
Buy their Commanders grieve they ſhould imbrue 


- R_ " A = r 1 5 - 
D * * E 4 * 2 2 * — * 1 wet Mo # 6 ; + 3 . ane " „— 4144 
> EIT Kwan + ©: retreat FP + Pr + * ** a 
— —— 
s 


l 
+ 


reir Swords in Blood which ſprings from Engliſh Veins] 
Arbe peaceful Sound of Trumpets then reſtrains 

rom further Slaughter, with a mild Retreat 

s reft contented in this firſt Defeat. 


The King intended at his ſetting out, 
Jo help his Vantguard, but a nimble Scout 
ins crying; Sir, I ſaw not far from hence, 
JV bere Richmond hovers with a ſmall Defence; 
Ind like one guilty of ſome heinous Ill, 
IF |: cover'd with the Shade of yonder Hill. 
hc Raven almoſt famiſſi d joys not more, 
den reſtleſs Billows tumble to the Shore 
beap of Bodies ſhipwrack'd in the Seas, F 
Jan Richard with this News himſelf doth pleaſe : 
Ie now diverts his Courſe another way, 

Ind with his Army led in fair Array, 
ſcends the riſing Ground, and taking view 
H Henry's Soldiers, fees they are but few: 
mperial Courage fires bis Nobleſt Breaſt, 
le ſets a threat'ning Spear within his reſt, 
bus ſaying: All true Knights, on me attend, 


[ſoon will bring this Quarrel to an end: 


t none will follow, if all Faith be gone, 
behold, I go to try my Cauſe alone; 

: ſtrikes his Spurs into his Horſe's fide, 
"th him ſtout Lovell and bold Ferrers ride; 
o them brave Ratcliffe, gen'rous Clif; 


fron haſte, 
d Brakenbury ſcorns to be the laſt: :: 


k born with Wings, all worthy Spirits flie, 

ſeſolv'd for Safety of their Prince to die; 

ind Catesby to this Number adds nis Name, 
lnough pale with Fear, yet overcome with Shame: 
heir Boldneſs Richmond dreads not, but admires; 

e ſees their Motion like to rolling Fires, 

hich by the Wind along the Fields arc born 

malt the Trees, the Hedges, and the Corn, 
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Where they the hopes of Husbandmen coriſume, 
And fill the troubled Air with dusky Fume. 
Now as a careful Lord of Neighb'ring Grounds. 
He keeps the Flame from entring in his Bounds, 
Each Man is warn'd to hold his Station ſure, 
Prepar'd with Courage ſtrong Aſſaults t eadure : 
But all in vain, no Force, no Warlike Art, 

* From ſudden breaking can preſerve that part, 
Where Ricbard like a Dart from Thunder falls: 
His Foes give way, and ſtand as brazen Walls 
On either ſide of his inforced Path, : 

While he neglects them, and reſerves his Wrath | 
For him whoſe Death theſe threat'ning Clouds would clear) [hi 


Whom now with Gladneſs he beholdeth near, bac 
And all thoſe Faculties together brings, Til 
Which move the Soul to high and noble things. To 
Ev'n ſo a Tyger having follow'd long . = 
The Hunter's ſteps that robb'd her of her Young: Perc 
When firſt ſhe ſecs him, is by Rage inclin'd 'Br 
Her ſteps to double, and her Teeth to grind, uy 
| 2 „ U 

Now Horſe to Horſe, and Man is joyn'd to Man for 

$9 ſtrictly, that the Soldiets hardly can hut 
Their Adverſaries from their Fellows know: ln B 
Here each brave Champion ſingles out his Foe. Wit 
in this Confuſion Brakenbury meets for 
With Hungerford, and him thus foully greets: ros 
* Ah Traytor, falſe in Breach of Faith and Love, And 


What Diſcontent could thee and Bourchier move. 

Who had ſo long my Fellows been in Arms, 

* Toflie to Rebels? What ſeducing Charms | 
© Could on your clouded Minds ſuch Darkneſs bring, 

* To ſerve an Out-Law, and negled the King? 
With tlieſe ſharp Speeches Hungerford enrag'd, 
I' uphold his 1 thus the Battel wag d: 

© Thy doting Age (ſaith be) delights in words, 

hut this Aſperſion muſt be try'd by Swords, 
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WM Then leaving Talk, be by his Weapon ſpeaks,  .; 
And drives a Blow, which Brackenbury breaks EE 
Bj hiking up his Left Hand, elſe the Steel 
dad pierc'd his Burgonet, and made him feel 

The a of Death : But now the Fury fell 
upon the Hand that did the Stroke repel, 
And cuts ſo large a Portion of the Shield, 

That it no more can ſafe Protection yield. 
hold Hungerford diſdains his Uſe to make 
For this Ay. inn but doth ſtraight forſake 
J ili maſſy Target, render'd to his Squire, 
And ſaith : * Let Cowards ſuch Defence deſire. 
© This done, theſe valiant Knights diſpoſe their Blades, 
ua ſtill the one the other's Face invades, 
Till Brakenbury's Helmet giving way 
To thoſe fierce Strokes that Hungerford doth lay, 
E bruis d and gapes, which Bourcbier fighting near, 
berceives and cries: Brave Hungerford forbear, 
bring not thoſe Silver Hairs to timeleſs end, 
'He was, and may be once again our Friend, 
But ob, too late! the fatal Blow was ſent 
from Hun gerford, which be may now repent, 
but not recal, and digs a Mortal Wound 
In Brakenbury's Head, which ſhould be crown'd 
With precious Metals, and with Bays adorn'd 
tor conſtant Truth appearing, when he ſcorn'd 
Toſtain his band in thoſe young Princes Blood, 
And like a Rock amidſt the Ocean ſtood 
\panſt the Tyrant's Charms, and Threats unmov'd, 
Though Death declares how much he Richard lov'd. 
tout Ferrers ſtrives to fix his mighty Launce 
n Pembrolbe's Heart, which on the Steel doth glance, 
add runs in vain the empty Air to preſs: = 

bit Pembroke Spear obtaining wiſht Succeſs, | 

brough Ferrers Breaſt-plate and his Body ſinks, 
nd Vital Blood from inward Veſſels drinks. 
lere Stanley and brave Lovell try their Strength, _ 
(hoſe equal Courage draws the Strife to length, 
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They think not how they may themſelves defend, 2 


To ſtrike is all their Care, to kill, their end. 
So meet two Bulls upon adjoynirg Hills 


Of Rocky Charnwood, while their Murmur fills 
The hollow Crags, when ſtriving for their Bounds, 


* waſh their piercing Horns in mutual Wounds, 


If in the midft of ſuch a bloody Fight 
The Name of Friendſhip be not canal too light, 
Recount my Muſe, how Byron's faithful Loye = 


To dying Clifton did it felt approve: 

For Clifton fighting bravely in the Troop, 
Receives a Wound, and now begins to droop : 
Which Byron ſeeing, though in Arms his Foe, 


In Heart his Friend, and hoping that the Blow 
Had not been mortal, guards him with his Shield 
From ſecond Hurts, and cries, Dear Cliſton, yield; 
FTnhou hither cam'ſt led by ſiniſter Fate, 

c Againſt my firſt Advice, yet now, though late, 
« Take this my Counſel. Clifton thus replied: 


It is too late, for I muſt now provide 


To ſeek another Life: Live thou, ſweet F riend, 
© And when thy {ide obtains a happy end, 

© Upon the Fortunes of my Children look, 
Remember what a ſolemn Oath he took, 


- © That he whoſe part ſhould prove the beſt in 17 
Would with the Conqu'ror try his urmoſt Might, 


© 'To ſave the other Lands from rav'nous Paws, 

Which ſeize on Fragments of a luckleſs Cauſe. 

My Fathgr's Fall our Houſe had almoſt drown'd. 

: Bur by chance aboard in Shipwreck found. 

© May never more ſuch Danger threaten mine 

© Deal thou for them, as I would do for thine. 

This ſaid, his Senſes fail, and Pow'rs decay, 

While Byron calls; Stay, worthy Clifton, ſtay, 

And hear my fauhful Promiſe once again, | 
© Which if I break, may all my Deeds be v Vain. 
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now % knows that Vital Breath is fed, 
{needleſs words are utter'd to the dead; 
the midſt of Richard's Strength he die 
entin g glorious Acts to Henry's Eyes, 
for his Service he expects no more, 
Mi Clifton s Son from Forfeits to reſtore, 


While Richard bearing down with eager Mind, 
e Steps by which his Paſſage was confin'd, 
bands on Heury's Standard as his Prey; 
ng Brandon bore it, whom this fatal Day 
us with a black Note, as the only Knight, 
ut on the conquꝰ' ring part forſakes the Light. 
© Time, whoſe Wheels with various Motion run, 
ys this Service fully to his Son, 
ho marries Rechmond's Daughter, born between 
1 Royal Parents, and endowed a Queen. 
tn now the King perceives that Brandon ſtrives 
ave his Charge, he ſends a BlowThar rives 
Skull in twain, and by a gaping Hole, 
ts ample Scope to his departing Soul, 
a thus inſults ; © Accurſed Wretch. farewel; 
ne Enſigns now may be difplay'd in Hell : 
ere thou ſhalt know it is an odious thing, 
o let thy Banner fly againſt thy King. 
in Scorn he throws the Standard to the Ground, 
en Cheney for his Height and Strength renowa'd, 
ö forth to cover Richmond, now expos d 
. sword: The Ring with C beney clos q, 
to the Earth this mighry Giant ſell'd. 
kn like a Stag, whom Fences long wich-helg 
n Meadows, where the Spring in Glory reigns, 
having levell'd thoſe un pleaſing Chains, 
lircading proudly on the vanquiſht F lowers, 
0 his Hopes a thouſand Joys devours: 
mw no Pow'r to croſs his end remains, 
ly Henry, whom he never dains 
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(36) 
They think not how they may themſolves defend, 
To ſtrike is all their Care, to kill, their end. 
So meet two Bulls upon adoring Hills 


Of Rocky Charnwood, while their Murmur fils 
The hollow Crags, when ſtriving for their Bounds, 
They waſh their pregay Horns in mutual Wounds, 


| If inthe midſt of ſuch a bloody Fight 40 
The Name of Friendſhip be not Ma too light, 
Recount my Muſe, how Byron's faithful Loye 

To dying Clifton did it ſelf approve: 

For Clifton lighting bravely in the Troop, 
Receives a Wound, and now begins to droo 


Which Byron ſeeing, though in Arms his 4 


In Heart his Friend, and hoping that the Blow 
Had not been mortal, guards him with his Shield 


From ſecond Hurts, and cries, © Dear Cliſton, yield; 


< Thou hither cam'ſt led by ſiniſter Fate, 

c Againſt my firſt Advice, yer now, though late, 

« Take this my Counſel. Clifton thus replied: 

* It is too late, for I muſt now provide 

© To ſeek another Life: Live thou, ſweet F riend, 

© And when thy {ide obtains a happy end, 

© Upon the Fortunes of my Children look, 
Remember what a ſolemn Oath he took, 

© That be whoſe part ſhould prove the beſt in Fight. 


© Would with the Conqu'ror try bis urmoſt Might, 


o ſave the other Lands from rav*nous Paws, 
© Which ſeize on Fragments of a luckleſs Cauſe. 


My Fathgr's Fall our Houſe had almoſt drown'd. 


F Bur 1 by chance aboard in Shipwreck found. 


May never more ſuch Danger threaten mine 


© Deal thou for them, as I would do for thine. 
"This ſaid, his Senſes fail, and Pow'rs decay, 
While Byron calls; Stay, worthy Clifton, ſtay, 
* And hear my fauhful Promiſe once again, 

5 Which! break, may all * Deeds be vain. 


1 
ow he knows that Vital Breath is fed, 
{ needleſs words are utter'd to the dead; 
othe midſt of Richard's Strength he flies, 
entin g glorious Acts ro Henry's Eyes, 
for his Service he expects no more, 
an Clifton's Son from Forfeits to reſtore, 


* 


While Richard bearing down with eager Mind, 
e Steps by which his Paſſage was confin'd, 

s hands on Heury's Standard 2s his Prey; 
mg Brandon bore it, whom this fatal Day 
links with a black Note, as the only Knight, 

hat on the conqu' ring part forſakes the Light, 
it Time, Whoſe Wheels with various Motion run, 
kpays this Service fully to his Son, | 
to marries Richmond's Daughter, born between 
u Royal Parents, and endowed a Queen. 

ben now the King perceives that Branden ſtrives 
lo fave his Charge, he ſends a Blow That rives 
Skull in twain, and by a gaping Hole, 

ves ample Scope to his departing Soul, 

ad thus inſults ; © Accurſed Wretch, farewel; 
ſhine Enſigns now may be difplay'd in Hell: 
There thou ſbalt know it is an odious thing, 

Jo let thy Banner fly againſt thy King. 

"th Scorn he throws the Standard to the Ground, 
den Cheney for his Height and Strength renown'd, 
es forth to cover Richmond, now expogd 
O Richard's Sword: The Ri ng with Cheney clos'd, 
nd to the Earth this mighty Giant fell'd. | 
Ihen like a Stag, whom Fences long with-held 
bm Meadows, where the Spring in Glory reigns, 
0% having levell'd thoſe unpleafing Chains, 

nd treading proudly on the vanquiſht Flowers, 

ein his Hopes a thouſand Joys devours: 
"now no PowW 'r to croſs his end remains, 

4 only Henry, whom he never dains 
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To name his Foe, and thinks he ſhall not brave 
A valiant Champion, but a yielding Slave. 
Alas! How much deceir'd, when he ſhall find 
An able Body and courageous Mind: 
For Richmond boldly doth himſelf oppoſe 
Againſt the King, and gives him Blows for Blows, 
Who now confeſſeth with an angry Frown 

His Rival, not unworthy of the Crawn. 


The Younger Stanley then no longer ſtaid, 
The Earl in Danger needs his preſent Aid, 
Which he performs as ſudden as the Light, 
His coming turns the Ballance of the Fight. 

So threat'ning Clouds, whoſe Fall the Plow-men fear, 
Which long upon the Mountains top appear, 
Diſſolve at laſt, and Vapours then diſtil 
To wat'ry Showers that all the Vallies fill. 

The firſt that ſaw this dreadful Storm ariſe, 
Was Catesby, who to Richard loudly cries, 

No way but ſwift Retreat your Life to ſave, 
© It is no Shame with Wings t avoid the Grave. 
This ſaid, be trembling turns himſelf to fly, 
And dares not ſtay to hear the King's Reply, 
Who ſcorning his Advice, as foul and baſe, 
Returns this Anſwer with a wrathful Face; 

Let Cowards truſt their Horſes nimble Feet, 
And in their courſe with new Deſtruction meet, 
Gain thou ſome Hours to draw thy fearful Breath : 
© To me ignoble Flight is worſe than Death, 
But at th? approach of Stanley's freſh Supply 

The King's fide droops: fo gen'rous Horles lie 
Unapt to ſtir, or make their Courage known, 
Which under cruel Maſters fink and groan. 
There at his Prince's Foot ſtout Ratcliffe dies, 
Not tearing, but deſpairing, Lowell flies; 
For he ſhall after end his weary Lite 
In not fo fair, but yet as bold a Strife. 


Th 


39 
„e King maintains the Fight, though left alone: 
p gor Henry's Life he fain would change bis own, 
i. 23 a Lioneſs, which compaſs d round 
ih Troops of Men, receives a ſmarting Wound 
come bold hand, though hinder'd and oppreſt 
| 1 other Spears, yet {lighting all the reſt, 
Will follow him alone that wrong d her firſt: 
b Richard preſſing with revengeful Thirſt, 
\imits no Shape but Richmond's to his Eye, 
nd would in triumph on his Carcaſe die: 
u that great God, to whom all Creatures yield, 
tes his Servant with a Heav *nly Shield, 
i Pow'r in which the Earl ſecurely cruſts, 
bates the Blows, and falſifies the Thruſts. 
e King grows weary, and begins to faint, | 
:erieves him that his Foes perceive the taint : 
ome ſtrike him, that till then durſt not come near, 
Nth Weight and Number they to Ground him bear, 
dere trampled down, and hew'd with many Swords, 
fe ſoftly utter'd theſe his dying Words 
Now Strength no longer Fortune can withſtand, 
[periſh in the Center of my Land. 
s hand he then with Wreaths of Graſs infolds, 
ud bires the Earth which he fo ſtrictly holds, 
it he would have born it with him hence 
þloth he was to loſe his Rights Pretence. 


—_— — ” - 
- — — an 2 4 — * 4 _ ” = — 
8 — 2 r Wn — * 2 
TA N a. > — * ? L's * 3 — o 

an - 5 n * 5, 2222 Win ** ON ror — K * ” 4 

wy" rr — — —— 

2 * 2 = 5 "5 a 5 — 1 — — — - 
G 5 - 9 72222 = 


* © * 
- 8 * ES ab 1 2 


— 7 - S 
— — 


— A * 2 of = : —_ _ * E 
- — 2 8 = 
1 — 
l — 


2 a 


3.42% 

17 
+. © 
1 


1 e 


A Cataligue of Poems, &c. Printed and Sold by H. Hill 
in Black-Fryars, near the Water-ſide; where ſeverd 
more may be bad that are not here Inſerted, 


A Congrattlatory Poem on 
A Prince George of Denmark, 
&c, on the Succeſs at Sea. 
Marlborough Still Conquers. 
The Flight of the Pretender. 
Honeſty in Diſtreſs, a Tragedy. 
The Kit- Cats a Poem; e. 
Wine, a Poem, Ce. 3 1 0 
Cyder, a Poem, in 2 Books, with 
the Splendid Shilling. Ge. 
The Pleaſures of a Single Life, &c. 

Faction Diſplay'd. | 
Moderation Diſplay c. 
The Duel of the Stags; &c. 
Coopers-H'\l, by Sir 7. Den ham. 
An Eſſay on Poetry, by the Earl of 

Murlgrave. | 
Abſalom and Achitophel. 
The Plague of Athen,. 

A Satyr againſt Man and Woman. 
The Forgiving Husband. 
Inſtructions to Yanderbank. 

The Temple of Death. | 

An Eſſay on Tranſlatcd Verſe, by 

the Earl of Roſcomon _ 

Forace: Or the Art of Poetry. 

The Hiſtory of Infipids. 

The Swan-Trip- Club, 

Lucretius on Death, Cc. 

The Medal againſt Scdirion, 

Bellizarius a great Commander. 

Daphua, or a Paſtoral Elegy. Cc. | 

A Foem on the Counteſs of 4bing- 
aon, | ” a 

_ Kondine Sturbrigi 

Tunbrigialia. | | 

An Ode on the Incarnation, c. 

Hoglandiz Deſcriprio, 3 

Milton's Sublimit y on Cy der. 

Boſworth-feild, a Poem, by Sit 


1 


S 


Se- James's Park, a Satyr. 
| Blenheim, a Poem, by Phillips, 


| The Female Reign, an Oce, | 


| The Upſtart, a Satyr. 
| A Poem on the Taking St, Mar -... 


} 
J 44 59 
nces, 


Account of the Birth of the 


\ 


Milton's Sublimity aſſerted, in 1, 
_ {wer to Cyder, a Poem. | 
Canary Birds Naturaliz'd. 
Baucis and Philemon, &c. 
Circus, a Satyr : Or the Ring | 
Hide Park. | 
The Spleen, a Pindarique Ode, 
Philips's Paſtorals, | | 
A Letter from Italy, to my Io 
Halifax, with other Poems. 


Mac Flecknoe, by 7. Dryden; wi 
Spencer's Ghoſt, by 7. Olaba. 


Saw. Cobb. 


Windſor Caſtle, a Poem. 
The Servitor, a Poem. 
The Pulpit War. 


| The Campaign, a Poem, by 


Hadiſon. 5 
The Counter-Scuffle, a Poem. 
Don Franciſco Sutorioſo. 
Conſolation to Mira mourning, 
A Panegyrick on Oliver Crows 
with three Poems on his Deat 
A Poem in Defence of the Cho 

of England. 

The Apparition, a Pocm. 
The Hind and Pant her Trans: 

ro the Story of the Covil 

Mouſe and City Mouſe, 
Dr. Gath's Diſpenſary. 

The Memoirs on the Right 
lainous 7ohn Hal, the late Fam 
and Notorious Robber, Cc. .. 
Mr Shaftoe's Narrative giving int. 
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A Catalogue of Poems, &c. Printed and Soli by H. Hil 
in Black-Fryars, near the Water-ſidez where ſeve; 
more may be bad that are not here Inſerted, | 


A Congratulatory Poem on | Milton's Sublimity aſſerted, in aq 


Prince George of Denthark, | (wer to Cyder, a Poem. 
&c, on the Succeſs at Sea. | Canary Birds Naturaliz'd, 
Marlborough Still Conquers. Baucis and Philemon, &c. 
The Flight of the Pretender. Circus, a Satyr: Or the Ring 
Honeſty in Diſtreſs, a Tragedy, \f Hide Park, | 
The Kit-Cars a Poem; c. St. James's Park, a Satyr. 


Wine, a Poem, Go. I | The Spleen, a Pindarique Ode, j 
Cyder, a Poem, in 2 Books, with | Phzlips's Paſtorals, | 
the Splendid Shilling, Ge. A Letter from Italy, to my Log 
The Pleaſures of a Single Life, C. Halifax, with other Poems. 
Faction Diſplay'd. | Blenheim, a Poem, by Philly; 
Moderation Diſplay q. Mac. Fletknoe, by 7. Dryden; vi 
The Duel of the Stags: &. Spencer's Ghoſt, by 7. Oldhar 
Coopers-Hill, by Sir 7. Den ham. | The Female Reign, an Oce, | 
An Eſſay on Poetry, by the Earl off Sau. Cobb. 


Murlgrave. The Upſtart, a Satyr. 
Abſalom and Achitophel. A Poem on the Taking St, Mar -.... 
The Plague of Athens. _ Windſor Caſtle, a Poem, 
A Satyr againſt Man and Woman. | The Servitor, a Poem, 
The Forgiving Husband. The Pulpit War. 
Inſtructions to Vanderbannk. The Campaign, a Poem, by 
The Temple of Death. Madiſon. 


An Eſſay on Travſlatcd Verſe, by | The Counter-Scuffle, a Poem, 
the Earl of Roſcomon” _ ¶ Don Franciſco Sutorioſo. 
Horace: Or the Art of Poetry, | Conſolation to Mira mourning, 


The Hiftory of Infipids. A Panegyrick on Oliver Cronn 
The Swan-Trip- Club, | with three Poems on his Deat 
Lucretius on Death, Cc. A Poem in Defence of the Chu 
The Medal againſt Sedition. of England, 

Bellizarius a great Commander. The Apparition, a Pocm. 


Daphni, or a Paſtoral Elegy, Cc. | The Hind and Panther Tranſot 

A Poem on the Counteſs of Abing- to the Story of the Condi —— 
=_- Ho 8 59 Mouſe and City Mouſe, 

Nondinæ Sturbrigiences. Dr. Gath's Diſpenſary. 


Tunbrigialia. I The Memoirs on the Right 

An Ode on the Incarnation, e. lainous John Had, the late Fam 
Hoglandiz Deſcriptio. and Notorious Robber, ©. IF 
Milton's Sublimity on Cyder. | Mr Shaftoe's Narrative giving int, 


Boſwor t h- fei ld, a Poem, by Sir Account of the Birth of the 
john Leaumonnt Bar, | tended Prince of Wales, $6. 
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Yi. only ſuch as pretend to enter 
J' Truth they can ſcarce live handſomely 


"7" 0- ALL 


[0M MON ERS 


| Who live like Gentlemen. 


SIRS, 


HESE Lan - are not intended to 
expoſe all Commoners in * 


o, when 


&rvitours ; (I could give many Inſtances 
F bis nature, but Names wou d be offen- 
ve) and yet wou d willingly impoſe on the 
World, Quod Craſo ditiores fuerint cum 
lo reversa Pauperiores apparcant. Theſe 
are the Men hinted at, © beſe are the Men 
o be expoſed, which to do nicely is a Task 
bat far tranſcends my Genius, but I hope 
ſome abler Pen will finiſh what I have im- 


Ierſectly begun. So vain are theſe Men to 


think x 0 J. 1s alone make a Genile- 
man, that they will buff and bully thoſe 
bat are by 1 their Betters, when per- 


1 bays. 


haps they ban t one Farthing in their Poch 
ets to keep the Devil out; but being Com — 
moners (altho ſcandalous) they endeavour © 
to ride Paramount, and fooliſhly indulge 
themſelves in a flupid Fondneſs of being 

counted Genteel, when perhaps but laſt Year| 
they followed the Plough, or elſe which ig 
worſe, ſerved their Brother Hogs. So wiſh- . 
ing that every one would learn to know hin 


 fſelfand act according, I ſubſcribe my ſelf, 


GENTLEMEN, 


Your Friend, Incognito. 


— — — 
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POEM. 


W HEN Titan with his ſplendid Rays had bleſt 
The drooping Earth, with Winter's Cold oppreſt, 
ind grateful Ceres did begin to mile 

On Peaſants that had grumbl'd a long while, 
Then 'was that a poor Bumpkin who had been 

ome Lord's Foot-Page, or elſe ſome Farmer's Hind, 
began to rent a Farm ten Pounds per Year, 

ind liv'd as great as Lords at Weſtminſter, 

he thought : He thriv'd, and ſtrait begun 

o chuſe a Mate, by 5 he got a Son. 

dt Nurſing of this Son I ſhall not treat, 

ho lay in Blankets oft for want of Sheet. 

Altho' thus hardy bred, the Boy yet thriv'd, 

ind to fix Years of Age at length arriv d. 


' '& | And 


| (6) 
And then to School the Bumpkins their Son ſent, 
{The following Lines ſhall he for what Intent,) 
As by the Fire Old Fobn and Joan were fate, 
And Dame pull'd up her Coats (as wont) to heat 
The Sparks of Fire did her Black Neſt annoy, 
And then ſhe thought on the fled Bird, her Boy. 
And thus ſpoke : Jobn, what ſhall we do, (ſays ſhe) 
With our Young Darling Son, my Boy Tamy 
Labor' ous Tasks we've under gone with Sweat 
To get our Bread, and very oſten wet 
Have bcen as hich as fork'd, and all we can 
Endeavour d of Tom t wake a Gentleman. 
What mean you by a Gentleman? ask'd he, 
And faid, our Tom ſhall go to plough with me. 
Vor he's ry luſty, ſprack, and bold, 


Stout, ſurly, firong, and can the Plough Tail hold. 


Rows very well, how with an Hey or Hoe 
To make the Horſe: ſlow'r, or fafter goe: 

This Work, I think, *tis beſt to put bim to. 
Therefore let's breed him to this Buſineſs, Wife; 
Yor *tis an Healthy and Gold-getring Life. 
At this ſhe ſtorm'd and raving ſwore aloud, 
That her Son ſhould not work, do what be would, 
At laſt to put a ſtop to further Strife, 
Old John was ſorc'd to yield, to pleaſe his Wife. 
'The Boy to School muſt go for fix Years more; 

Which being expir'd, he knew as much before 
As now he did almoſt : Excepting this, 

To grope a Maid, or give a ſlabb'ting Kifs, 
But when the Boy was grown to full Fiſteen, 

A ſecond Conf rence was begun between 


Th 
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Id this their Son _ fen 15 


we Father ſaid be ſhould his Living get 


iy lopping Beards : The Old Dame in a Pet 

Cries no— no, John, he ſhall a Parſon be, 

cl! ſend him to the Univerſity. 

or Scholarſhip he is moſt Excellent, 

Can read the Bible and the Teſtament. 

1 Therefore to Oxon let us ſend him quick; 

ho knows but he may get a Biſhoprick. 

But yet ſuppoſe he can't attain that Station, 

But hath the pooreſt Pariſh in the Nation, 

bat doth not yield him paſt ten Pounds a Year, 
lle then may preach to Day, the next ſell Beer. 

Wd after Evening Zarmon, (tis no ſin) 

lay play on Fiddle to call Cuſtom in. 

An hot Diſpute there was: Which to decide, 

Ill to his Maſter gwo, the Old Man cry d, 

That I mayn't looſe my Work, Pl walk anon 

To zee the Maſter when the Boys ales gwon. 

Thus ſpoke : In haſt our ſets the good Old Man, 

With flopping Hat and Hazell Stick in hand. 

but when within the Sight of t Houſe he came, 

Cock'r was his Hat, and cleanꝰd his Hazell Cane: 

At Door he knocks: Out came the Maſter ſtrait, 

And to the Clown gave Entrance at the Gate. 

„ ſoon as ſeen, three Rev*rend Bows were gave; 

As Papiſts do when they adore the Grave 8 

Of ſome renown'd Saint, who in former Days 

[For Conqueſt over Sin did wear the 1 8 


A 4 When 


| When Compliments were paſt this ſpoke the Boi ir 
7 Zur I am come to be adviꝰd, bevore 
That I my lurned Zon do from School take; 

© Wore I had beſt of him a Prieſt to make. 

© Vor he have coſt me niany Pounds I'm zure; 
© The which to raiſe much Labour I endure. 

© But yet I will not grudge my pains, if he 

© But by bis Lurning may a Biſhup be. 

I have a mind to zend him to Oxvord; 

* That he heteafter may live like a Lord; 
To which the Maſter ſmiling, Anſwer made, 

It will be better for him than a Trade. 

Some Rules I will, good Farmer, your Son give; 

That he as cheap as if at Home may live. 
A Servitour; you may maintain him cheap 

For three or four Shillings l'm ſure a Week. 

* A Zarvitor! Zur I ſhould be aſham'd 

© That zuch a thing ſhould be hereatter nam d. 
For Vorty Pounds a Year I have been told 
MA Mon might live, and keep zum ftore of Gold 
* To zerve Occas on if he ſhould be ill, 
* Zo much ] will afford with a free Will. 
He may live on't, if he'll but careful be, 
But ſomewhat ſhabby (as you'll quickly ſee.) 
He muſt live cloſe (quoth he) as J have done, 
© Or elſe Pm zure he muſt again come Home. 
And thus advisd, he with three formal Scrapes 
Draws back ; ind of the Maſter his leave takes. 
Full fraught with New: he hurries Home in baſly 
Relates to Joan what bad betwint them paſt; 
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(9) 

MW this the Dame was pleaſed wondrous well, 

Wind aid, T'hat ſhe next Market-Day would zell b 
pps, Cheeſe and Butter, and would alſo buy 

m things to fit ber Zon for Varſity. | 

he Day is come: With ſpeed out ſets the Dame 5 

ind her Horſe prov'd to be in one Foot lame) 

It by good Chance ſhe to the Market came, | 

Viling ſhe was to ſell, but yet ſold dear, 

nlid'ring the great Charges of the Year. 

(laſt he ſald : And with the Money bought 

Ware rugged Freze to make her Son a Coat. 

ie Taylor's ſent for, and muſt come with ſpeed; 

cauſe it is a thing of Urgent Need. NE 

| he Boy is meaſur'd, and ſtrict Charge is given 

o make it large, to turn upon occaſion. 

he old Plough Mare that work't her ſelf mol! blind, 

now put up to fat againſt the time 

at they for Oxford do their Journey take, 

tat there ſhe may ſome gallant Figure make, 

ow all things are got ready, and the Boy | 

overwhelm'd in Extaſie of Joy: 


Im (ſays the Father) get your Boots well greas d, 
And all things vit, or elſe I ſhan't be pleas'd, 
or Mounday Morn; I do intend to gwo 
Lo zee if I do like Oxvord or nwo. 
e Boy does all he can, and ready gets 
the appointed time; if dry, if wet, 
Ney muſt ſet out, for ſure they cannot ſpare 
Fir precious time to wait for Weather fair. 
ther and Son begin to weep amain, 
Ping they ſhould not fee each one again. 


To 


(10) 
To dies a piece of good Plumb-Cake ſhe ſlides, 
And fays *twill ſerve to eat as you do ride. 
Now Father mounts his old Dun cripled Beaſt; 
The Son an Afs nineteen Years old at leaſt. 
Longing to fee dear Alma Mater's Face, 
With ruſty Spur pricks Horſe to mend his pace. 
But by hard Riding having Leather loſt, 
Tom thought he had rid with the Devil Poſt ; 
Curs'd all the Sciences, and bid Hell rake 
And ſpoil all Learning for his poor Bum's ſake, 
Fortune was kind, and on them till did ſmile; 
„Till they to Oxford came within a Mile: 
| Where on a ſudden a Gowns-Man they ſaw, 
Who on their Spirits ſtruck a dreadful Awe: 
What's that? Cries Tom, alaſs, I greatly feat 
The Place that's Bedlam call'd is ſeated here: 
For zure that Man is mad, ot he would ne'er 
© Aſquare Clout inſtead of a Beaver wear. 
But when they came a little further in, 
They faw ſome Deans that had been circuiting. 
5 They'r mad indeed (ſays the Old Map) alack ! 
Here come ſome Men with Red Rags at their Back. 
To Inn they come: Calls for a private Room, 
And the Old Man reads Tom his Fatal Doom. 
© Now Zon (quoth he) mark and mind what I Tay, 
* And ſtudy hard as well at Night as Day. 
© Take care of Evil Company, my Zon, 
« And do not itito vicious Courſes run. 
Abſtain from Drink, Rakes Company decline, 
| - And d be at Home before the Clock ſtrikes dds, 
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Fus hiving ſaid : He whiſtled for the Hoſt, 
Jad order'd him to bring up a large Toaſt, 
ear and Ale, Nutmeg and Spice, that * 4 
id Tos together might ſup lovingly. | 
MW: having ended Supper, went to bed, 
Joer they had ſome mumbling Prayers (aid. 
u Toaſt lying heavy on the Maw, Tom lay 
ling the Night and wiſhing for the Day. 
v fooner had the watchful Cock declar'd, 
That Sol's bright Chariot in the Eaſt appear'd ; 
but up he gets, and nicely put on's Cloaths, 
ching bis Hat and Rowling up his Hoſe : 
toſe: So I call them, for they were home-ſpun, 
er part Black Wool inter-wove with White Thrum. 
is Waſtcoar, Coat and Breeches were of Freze, 
iich dangled down a Foot below his Knees, 
W's Hair was thin, ſhort and Canonical, 
ike that of Friars, ſhap'd by Edge of Bowl: 
Niked on top, (by which Emblem they ſhow 
t tna cold above, is hot below, 
ind that they as much as brisk young Men can do. 
[hus being dreſs'd, they walkt abroad to ſee 
he Buildings of the Univerſity. 5 
key thought the Schools a Church, ſo entred i in 
oſee the Raretics that were baton: 
ty their Shoes, walking they did refrain, 
fuld off their Hats, and ſo march'd out again. 
ifſing along, they did with Joy repair 
o ſee that ſtately Pile, the Theatre: 
Where they but little faw, as they thought rare, 
xcept ſome Benches, and an old work'd Chair. 
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cn) 
To Ph ylick-Garden then they bend their Courle: 
But the Old Man was forc'd to ride on Horſe; 
For Stockings ſtiff and dirty by the Sweat 
Had miſerably gall'd his ſtinking Feet. 
But when they at the Garden Door arriv'd, 
Shafer diſmounting Steed, on each band fpy'd 
Two Men in Green of a prodigious Size, = 
With Mouths from Ear to Ear and Sawcer Eyes. 
To them theſe Men of Yew-Tree did appear, 
Gigantes fierce, which made them run for fear. 
Rambling on farther ſtill, at laſt they come | 
Unto the Place, where hangs lll- natur d TOM, 
Whoſe dreadful Sound calls Scholars Home at Nine; 
Tho in the midſt of Jollity and Wine. 
And makes them hurry Home in haſt ; tho? they 
Are willing to fit up till break of Div. 
No ſooner had Old Tag the Bell perceiv d; 5 
But he (well read in Scripture) ſtrait believ d 
That twas the Son of great God BELL and faid, 
That to his Father Kings great Homage _ 
Therefore with Hat in hand, he and his Son 
Bow 'd low: The Hammer preſently ſtruck One: 
W hoſe Stroak Tom feeling, made a diſmal Noiſe, 
And told it One a Clock by his hoarſe Voice. | 
At this Old Maggum ſrightned, would not ſtay, 
But mounting Sbagg, rode haſtily awaß. 
They came to Inn, and whilſt they din'd, , did ell 
The Dangers manifold that them beſel. 
And having din d, a ſecond Walk they went, 
And to the Tatot's Chamber their Courſe bent. 


Wh 


(nn). 
here being come, they thrice knockt at the Dar x 
u came the Rey'rend Tutor: But before . 
came in faght, their Hats were held in hand, 

nd trembling ſtood as tho on Holy Land. 

ih thrice three Bows our Senior Peafant faid, _ 
Zur, I have brought my Zon that you might aid 
Him in zome things: I will of him Care take, 
nd be his Friend for his old Maſter” s fake, 

he worthy Tutor ſaid: And then begun 

o ask ſome Queſt'ons of the Farmer's Son. 

Wo every Word the Youngſter ſpoke, a Nod 

Jes gave, as tho' he ſear'd the Laſh of Rod. 

What Gown do you deſign that he ſhall wear? 
Alas, good Zur, he is a Coramoner, 

[he Gown's put on; the Boy himſelf can't 3 
o Wonder) for he looks like ſome Scare- Crow. 
all their other Acts I ſhall not ſpeak, 

kauſe, Pm ſure, they would take up a Week. 

oy "tis high time for Gaffs to go Home, 

id leave behind him his Beloved Son, 

[leave him on his Journey to Fate's Care, 

dice what do become of his young Heir, 

he Tyro ſtruts and vaunts, and ſbakes his Gown, 
nking himſelf the fineſt in the Town. 

ls out his Money, hectors all the reſt 

the ſame Gown, and counts himſelf the beſt, 

ne dares to ſpeak without his Hat in hand, 

d ev'ry one muſt run at his Command. 

now obſerve what Courſes he doth take: 

dea one Year's paſt, (and if I don t miſtake) 


* he 


< 14) 
The Scene is alter d much; for now youll find 
His Pockets empty, but fil full his Mind. 
Shoes, Caps and Shirts all taken upon Tick, 
And ten to one but that he ſhows a Trick. 
Or if not ſo: He can't from Chamber come, 
For fear of that peſtiferous thing, a Dun. 
If one knocks at the Door, (altho' well known) | 
"Tis hard to get Admittance : left that one 
Should come along with him, whoſe . 05 would | 
Him ſcare, and ſtop the circulating Blood. 


Thus miſerable lives the Vaunting Beau, 
And dares not, bat his Head like Owls, to ſhow. 


All this; is very true, 1 do proteſt, 
Cun _— alizs wo nunc A Jongum ef. 
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Congratulatory Poem on 
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aboroygh Still Conquers. 

I; Flight of the Pretender. 

ty in Diſtreſs, a Tragedy. 
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er, 2 Poem, in 2 Books, with 
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e Pleaſures of a Single Life, O's. 
fon Diſplay'd. 
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a Plague of Athens, 
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un. 
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Ode on the Incarnation, Ge. 
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hy on the Counteſs ot Abing- | 


Catalogue of Poems, We, Printed and Sold by H. Hilk, 
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Poems on the Death of the late 
Qucen Mary. 


Baucis and Philemon, &c. 


Circus, a Satyr: Or the Ring in 
Hide Park. [ 


St. James's Park, a Satyr. 
The Spleen, a bindarique Ode, Ge 
Philips's Paſtoralss. 

A Letter from Jtahy, to my Lord 
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Mac Flecknoe, by F. Dryden; with 
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The Female Reign, an Ode, by 
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The Upſtart, a Sore. 


A Poem on the Tang St, Mary's, 


Windſor Caftle, a Poem, 

The Servitor, a Poem. hands 

The Pulpit War. 

The Campaign, a e by Mr, 
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The Counter- Scufflo, à Poem. 
Don Franciſco Sutorioſop. 
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A Panegyrick on Olrwer Cromwel, 
with three Poems on his Death. 
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The Hind and Paxt her Tranſvers' d 


to the Story of the Conntry | 
Mouſe and City Mouſe, 


Dr. Gath's Diſp-nfary. 


Mcmoirs on John Had, the Famous 
Robber. c. 
Mr Shaftoes Narrative wins an 
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with a Letter, and large Vindica- 
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Dr. Moore, Biſh. of Ely. + 

ll. Talbot. Biſhop of Oxford, 

Will, Nicholfon, Bp. ot Carliſle. 

Iv, Flee:waod, B. of St. Aſaph, 

Anth. Horneck, D. D. 

John Adams, D. D. 
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Ir ir E was inſpir d, the firſt Life was Divine, 
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Then Life divided was: The Number Two 
Made both unequal ; but the chiefeſt ſigg 
Of Duty is to think, and then to do: _ 

Both which had purchag'd a perpetual Life, 
It Adam had been equal with his Wife. 


for then inferior Woman had not ſtroy e 
Totempt her Monarch : Who did thoughtleſs yield, 
*keing he had none equal nor above, 

ut his Creator, in the ſpacious Field: 

Thinking for any there was then no room, 

But for himſelf, himſelf to overcome. 


o did one weaker, and one far below, 

uvert the Folly of Man's poor Conceit : 

Cor he did only Good and Evil know, 

y Profpe&, not by Burthen or by Weight > 
Thus though no living Creature well could reach 


His Worth, yet Woman cauld his Will impeach. 
25 


And 


(4) 


And hence it comes that all inferior Forms, 
Traduce the worthy Shape which is above: 
Our Ocean is diſtra Ned, by the Storms 
Inviſible : And Luck ſorſakes true Love: 
Thus Adam though he knew the Guilt of Sin, 
Yet knew he not the Curſe which was within. 8 


So Adam; s Dignity was over-match d. 
Not match'd : And fo Confpiracies deftroy 
The Cauſe remote; but they away are ſnatch'd 
E'er with Succeſs they can the ſame enjoy : 

For we deceive our Memories indeed, 

When we deprive, we ſtill hope to ſucceed. 


Nor Adams Will may fimply be excus d. 
For he had Power to reſtrain his Will : + 
Yet Fleſh ſo far bis Heavenly Part abus d, 
To ſhew he could not be exempt from Ill: 
And we have taken the ſame Preſident, 
That we might know by our Experiment. 


From Adam we detive Infirmity, 

And ſomewhat more: He never knew the Name 

Of Child but Youthful, for Minorit7 

Of doubtful Practice purchas'd all his Blame: 
But (the Compleat Man which in Figure lies, 
Being his own) he might have Prejudice, 


For if we ſleep away the Name of Child, 

As Adam did; and when we firſt awake, 

But at full Age, or may be truly ſtil'd 

As perfect Men by Knowledge : this doth make 
No full diſproof: For we do only gueſs 

Until we try bad Luck or Happineſs, 


Gold I may know, yet never know the Weight : 

I may diſcern the dusky Colour dark, -- 

In ſome deep Vault; bur never know the Height, 
Till i deſcend: [ hear Fon not the Lark, 


5 = cM 
Till I approach : So Adam he did ſet 
The Colour only, not the Quantity. 


Adam was firſt a Man, but was alone; 

His Marriage was a thing of Conſequence, 5 
Jud better Husband than himſelf was none 

becauſe the firſt: All Acts were Innocence ee 
Except the firſt, which being ſer aſide, 
Adam (to us) might ſoon be Stellify'd. 


Husband, with Adam did begin to make > rt 

Man more ſupreme, than Nature could deviſe : 3 
Nature (by Approbation) doth awake 
fancy ; but Marriage makes our Fancy wiſe 
For if it thrive; we ſtill ſeek to preſerve, | L 
If it thrives ill, we ſeek how to deſerve. ey TO 


Cp >» 
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lection is an Optick of the Su. 
Which chuſerh Men far off, among the Croud, 
Ile whilft unknown: we cannot Choice controul, 
lhough we do obſcure it with a Cloud? 
For Modeſty may bluſh, but never can 
Be able to reſiſt her choſen Man. 


oth Sexes have their Privilege alike 

o chuſe: But Woman hath Prerogative: | 5 
ite may forbeat, deny, and never ſtrike CO 
ll the juſt Hour, but Man doth ſtill revive. 5 
Each Minute's Fancy: And at firſt agree {© 
To know by Diſtance, what the Hour will be: 


our Election is Conditional, 

at Dotage is Election Abſolute: | 

lte end of both Fruition : But withal 

lhe firſt is paſt when we enjoy the Fruit: 
The ſecond never doth enough enjoy, 
Until we do the object clean defttoy. 


Mage is ſervile, doth neglect, abuſe;- 
Ti (like the Spainiel) doth become more fond 
8&3 


2 
n WF: 


(5) 
A doating Husband can have no Excuſe,  _ 
But the conſuming part of Wedlock's B nd: 1 5 


For tis attended ever with one Pain, 
To love, yet nothing to receive again. 


She never was well match'd thar choſe a Man 2 1 py 3 
By Commendations of another's Tongue 
Love makes the Choice : And Innocence the Scan 
May never with Adverſity be ſtung. | | 

If hd miſcarry Woman doth lament 


The Cauſe : Not of her choſen Love repent. 
But Friends Friend is a more deceitful Path 
Than Dotage for a Woman to conceive:  « {| 
Love neither thao ace Thad but Freedom hath, 
And Love to Praiſes ma) her Will men ----. 5 

Not her Affection: Dotage ſees her own: 
But Objects only prais'd, are ſeldom known. 
Love honours. beſt and worſt, both Rich and Poor, 
Tawny Complection, Fair, and Swarth, and Black, 
With equal Vertue ; F ancy is the Door. | 


Love the Receiver : True Love cannot jack. 5 
The ſimple End, if but enjoy it can, 
Nor doth it wiſh, to love a better Man. bo 

b Nor muſt a Woman, therefore. give Conſent 
> To take this Man, becauſe ſhe cannot call art 1 
1 Another, Husband: Her Affections bent I 7! 
0 With being Sun-burnt; and the very Al! Por 
I Of her Intention is a crooked Piece, Nor 
1 And only hangs about the Fleſh or Fleece, Nor! 
1 Humour is Nature's own Interpreter, + r 
iv And often doth againſt his Will expreſs, | 
1} Caution enough to ſome : Who can infer © IAB 
= Judgment, by Signs of his Unſteadineſs? „us 
B Safe is not ſudden, nor is violent. Dou 


Degrees make perfect Love, not gur intern; 
WI 


(7) 

Wh Humours Melancholy hath a place, 
jnd is, (if graceful) a producing Art: 

ut that which you diſcover by the Face, 
Makes Diſcontent appear: The middle part 
Of this inclines to Choler, though he purge, 
It comes again: And Diſcontenr doth urge. 


a Spleen is needful, , and doth Reliſh give 
lo chy juſt Credit, Diligence, and Mirth : 
Choler 8 Ml; And alone doth live 
e Spleen implies a Senſe, bove Clay and Earth : 5 
Chober excludes Mirth ; Spleen ſubmits, admits 
The Title Husband, in bis Fore- head ſits. 


fouth ſaith he loves, and he may get Belief, 
| you perſuaded be, he loves no more: 
 Whouth bath the quicker Spirit, but io brief, 
full Man hath Futures, ſaw what went before. | 
And ſearches rather to apply, than learn, 
For elſe Religion were a thing extern. 


01d Men do marry firſt, then they would love, 

they quickned up with Flattery : 

Ele they eft-ſoons more troubleſome do prove, 

And will conſtrain a formal Amity, 
Like Children they avoid the dark: And ſtay _ 
Near freſh-warm Life, that Death might loſe his way, 


ſealous they are, not wrong'd with Jealouſy, 

For he extends no further than himſelf : 

Nor doth he more eſteem the Dignity 

Or Loſs, than Carnal Brauty : Muckiſh Pelf 
He honours much : He is by Life * 
Only to love what cannot be reſtor d. 


A Batchelor i is to be doubted more 
Than Widower, not to be fear'd ſo much: 
Doubts be of that which never was before, 
| Fear of what hath been, leſt it ſhould be ſuch ; 


44 


Wi 


a Miſchief: But where firſt Love firmly tod. 
Then fear the ſecond cannot be ſo good. 12829 4 


Although you doubt of ſuch as never knew ß 
The Force of Wedlock, yet conceive ſome hope: 
For though (unmarried) ſuch do prove,untrue, _ 
Husband, may change their moſt laſcivious Scope. 
A Wife adds Ballance: Makes him till rely 

Much upon her, much on Poſterity. 


But Widowers, if they did firſt abuſe. 
Wedlock: The Sequel you may juſtly feat 5 
By inſtance: It they did directly churfſfſfe 
And love the firſt ; they will forgetleſs bear N 
That Love till Death: So precious Ointments leave 
An Odour, though the Subſtance you hereave. 


When therefore ſuch a Man thou doſt beheld 
With Reaſon's Eye; ſurvey the Body laſt: | 
Chuſe where his Love was rather young, than old. 
With chief relation to his Marriage pal. © 
Love him who truly did not love before, 
Rather than ſuch a one, who loy'd no more. 


Male doth not make the Man, but Majeſty, | 
That knows no more of Comely than command: 
If either do exceed; his Dignity yy 0 

Becomes effeminate ; or doth withſtand 
The pleaſing Humour of ſmooth- breaſted Love, 
And comes too nigh, or doth too far remove. 


Decent with him is fairly beautiful, 
And if his well-grac'd Carriage can exprefs 


A valiant Beauty, to abhor the Gul. ak 
To make his Mind, not Strength the Happiness o. 
Of Shame's Encounter, yet include his Strength, vn 

His clear Diſtinction hath a Husband's Length. : 


Deformity of Limbs Inferior, 
Iz no eſſential part of Womens Hate 


— 


g tad - 

je Smile, Voice, Es be ſuperior; 
nd do expreſs enough, or to abate, _ 

Or multiply the Sparks of Womens Love, 
But things indifferent cannot purchaſe Lore. 


Te Gloſs and Varniſh df a Huband's Choice, : 
+ Cloaths, and good Behaviour : | They attract 
ly, or elſe confirm : A ſilver Voice 
ting theſe unforeſtalbd, doth well EY 


That (then which) nothing Ml be a more bla. 


uhority is a commanding Style, 

id doth impart ſmall Motives to conſent; 
xcept the Match: If Perſonage be vile, 

ben ſhe reſ pects not him, but ber Extent, 
If he, or any love, without Love's Skill, 

It makes a Wife unchaſte againſt her Will. 


et bis Profefſion be the World's, not thine, 
, be it ſhameful, it offends not thee, 
e it ingenious, it will combine bes 
[by vow'd Affection: Things indifferent be. *% 
Which do depend upon ſome principal, 
Take only that, and you enjoy them all 


or may the Love that you beſtow on them, 
ive the due Honour unto him you chuſe : 
ut if you make his Majeſty the Sten 
Df your Conceit, Love nothing will refule : 
For Life and Motion follow perfect Health, 
As Love attracts the Complement of Wealth. 


ake what he hath, and leave what he hath not, 
[o the Perfection of a better Age: | 
Things un-exiſtent are by Love begot; 

doth with Futures preſent need aflwage. 

lt you ſee Adjuncts, you propound a Limb; 
But do include all, by propoyndiog him, 


The Face's Admiration and Elect nr 
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(015 1 FO 
His Beard | is barn: outward" Oompletnent; oY „ate 
And yet bewrays he hath had time to Part & ie bt 
Which well may ſerve (though ſome huth bech miſpent) 
To make a Husband ; Fame tfe upper-Otearn | 
Which grinds him, will dif 5 5 what he. . 
Contempt of Fanſe may mak e him, prove,agul: 


Anc 
Pea 
Ine Ke 
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Such Fame is publick, and the Circumſtance | WJ N. 
Of it, incourages a happy End 3 „ 1 „ ken, panne Th 
Contempt will purchaſe no Baweriner; 1207 
Nor take due Motives: ff he d˙ — a 


Fame with an Affectation he is proud, 
If he contemns, he cantiot be; allow d. 


E is our Hackney, not the Journey Y ell. 80 
He runs together, hen we move our e, 6 6h 
Goes backward, if the Rider bim _ 
And with inceſſant Speedineſs he delves'' N 
The Grave of Goods Oblivion: Much truſt 
In Fame deceives, roo little, makes Men ruſt. 


Take therefore ſuch a Man that hath beſtrid, 

The lack of Fame, where he is beſt beknown : 
Stipendious Voices ever wilt out- bid 
The common Rumour," which Report is grown 
A Tryal now, Capprove Good, and condemn, = 
For Sins it calls Sins, though it nouriſh chem. Wit 


Bad Fame is Black Complection to the Eye, 
And gives a bitter Taſte to outward Form: 
A comely Villain pitied we eſpy, 
Seldom by true Love, reſcued from the Storm, * 

For when ſhe takes the Med' cine with the Weed, 


. 
That Woman only, loves a Man indeed. ; Pay 
But your proteſting Suitor runs too faſt, : 

. He loves the Name of Husband, not the Wife : 
The Toogue bewrays the Judgment wer hun . hut 
He doch exclude Neceſſity in Strife: : 188 


(1 0 
ind like (the Turkiſh Captains) (doth propayed ©: 
Peace, Where = AR of Conquel doth hoy rec 


31433 £1613; 270.1 


he too Officious,' Me too Elog vent, | 
je Tenor of his M eaning dot betray 
id rather practiſe a new Element, Jae noted: 

Shadow than Affection: This delay - 4901 H toy 1071 
Confounds : Proves ſubtle, or Ox imply 1 1 Jen 91 1 
The vain Indulgence of Idolatey- Sn | 


he true beſt Hunband : never doth divide 
ſfection into Rags: But holds entire: 

o Wife his Love is one: Nor is deny'd, 

or looks above himſelf : The noble Hire Pr tha 2h 
Of that alone deſerves an equal Wife, e ee eee 
For all his Age i is but another? s Life," 02124 


* 
** * 


= 


ſhe Woman's Birth, with Beaut beiog co nd, TE 
;nothing to the Man : : His Peche ree pa 


\eighed with bad Fame : Is bur 5 be enſaard 
kwixt two Miſchiefs: Honour makes up three; 
Remove that Fame, they both are excellent, 
Add, and it makes the 1] more Eminent, 


ealth ſhe may take, but cannot chuſe the Wealth 
(he loves well: Nor may ſhe Wealth deſpiſe, 
though ſhe hath — The outward Stealth 
f Fame and Credit on Expences lies, 
With many more : Wealth b medicinal: | 
To the true Maſter, and Official. 


ood Nature is with Men much better Kare 
ban is the ſame with Women: Or than Art 
ia chemſelves: Balm doth reduce a Scar, 

Foyſon applied, his Gall it doth impart: 
The Medicine operates and nat the Wound, 
Woman by Man's good Nature ſtill is bound, 


but Man more bead-ſtrong cannot ſo exchange 
i Nature , agg his Art perhaps he may : | | 
An Nature 


* 


Nature is long acquainted: Art is lnger 5115 

Uatil by Labour it provokes a Way t 
Lies lends through Liberality : And Joy -- - 
Borrows them both, bur cannot both Wa 20 


Io chuſe a Man by Art is frivolow; a” eee FO 
For you muſt love his Nature, not his At 
He cannot Art beſtow in Love, and thus, chan 
You challenge Nature as the chiefeſt part: 

Which doth retain it ſelf, yet render all; .. 
The Noble Part of Love is natural, i 


4 | 
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Art is too ſubtle : Nature i 15 too plain; 3 n! 
Nature comes bare- fac d, Art is double mask ds 23 
Love walks between; rejects all meer- Difdain, „ ls 16d; 
And doth diſcover what he is umask' d: 0 E 9 
If he miſcarry, he doth rather nor . | 
His Debt unpaid, than go about ro owe. 


The Father not the Husband ob the Child, 
The Husband not the Father loves the Wife: * 
Familiar with himſelf 1s nothing vil'd ] 
His Wife's himſelf entire: No venial Strife 
Unwiſhes : But their one Society 
Holds a Proportion no Propriety. 


They love their Children as the Soul of both, 

The Soube Affections crave unequal rate: 

Some follow Indiſcretion, Shame, and Sloth, 

Thoſe we reclaim firſt ; then we banith Hate: In 
Which leaves the Organ and reſiſts the Vice, 
Bad Children once; good be reſpected twice. 


Tae ill ſurvives, and quickens in the Loſs, 
The Wife inherits all the Husband's Love: 
As he receives of her : The chiefeſt Gloſs 
Of that Inheritance, is to approve 
The Care as welcome; not unjuſtly view 
The Cauſe fo far as to ingender new. 


( 13) | KOT 
With Women things indifferent, which drag 
I oiſproportion to their Paſſive Fex, 958 1 

ky (by the Juſtice of our common Law) 

ich Dignity to civil Man annex: 

And we may ſafer about him conclude, 

That want of Learning makes the Husband rude. 


er than (ay ſhe hath a pregnant Wit, 

ad therefore will become a Noble Wife: 
« ſuch Humility will ſcarce ſubmit 

ohis Directions: He ſhould uſe the Knife 
be make it more acute: She may conteſt, 


He only know her Scope, and ſo digeſt: 


\t whilſt you do ſurvey the Body s Grace, 

ou ſee Reflection of the Thoughts within: 

(hich (as Reflection) if you make a place 

x proper Objects quickly will begin 

To give their Ventage: Every Man doth pleaſe 
dome Eye Ghough Brutiſn) if be hides diſeaſe. 


Fiat makes him nearer Death; whilſt Reaſon's Eye 
oks to the Image, which may well ſurvive; | 
nd ſhew a Comfort in the Company 
equal Worth, whilſt it remains alive: 

For Hymens Torch is lighted : And the Wife 
Doth wholly think upon a Blefſed - IS 


ſhich with good Husbands is perpet'al Spring 
hath no Yearly Seaſons ; but retains 

il the ſame Eſſence: yet inſatiate brings 

| unto her; that all with him remains: 

For Love Ga precious Alchimy) if true; 
Converts, being ready to convert a-new. 


tis Husband ſometimes may have leave to frown 
e doth infuſe a Reliſh io his Joy, 


"ch brings the ſulſome Pleaſure [weetly down, 
It never doth AﬀeCtions torce deſtroy: 


_—_ 5 For 
VI 


8 
For Love (though it aſſume new 1425 
Keeps (if not adds unto) old Quantity. 571. 


Ie rather loves, not leaſt he ſhould offend, 
Fo much, as to preſerve his Amity :; | 
For who is dutiful, or doth amend 
Only to pleaſe; implies Servility. 
"Rather [ll be divorc'd, and fo forbear 
To love at all, than love's Wife with rear. | 


Yet (being chief ) I wiſely would contrive, 

Not to oppreſs her Patience with Grief: 

That moſt concerns me; but I would deprive 

Her of her own; by comforted Relief. 
I in no Diſcontent will Partner make 
My Wife; ſhe only ſhould in Joy nen | 


Yet to abridge her of Domeſtick Care, 
Is to become indulgent without Cauſe ; 
Wives not deſiring Rule is very rare; 
Tbat in her Houſhold profitable draws, 
The Current of her Blood another way; 
And makes her ſee the Morrow, in this _ 


So ſhall he have, and not her Aid implore; 
And ſo permits no Empire to take place: 
A Wife ſhould be a Miſtreſs now ao more; 
But the Vice-gerent to her Husband's Grace. 

So whilſt he limits Care that may oppreſe, 
Her Care becomes a private Happineſs. | 


x 


My Husband faintly looks upon Diſeaſe, 

With a lamenting Fear to be bereft, we) 

Of thar, which (above Fleſh) did Nature oleaſe ; ; Jeri 

of that, whoſe dear Society is left 

Oaly! in Thought: If one forſake Life's Fire, 
Husband and Wife (I fay) do both expire. | 


Now eas for Death EF trangely 1 
The joys of Marriage, when they fall prefers + \ 


9 2 
tue Love, it, never can well diſunite,., ;.,, ? 
dough Love proteſted makes a full Divorce, 

The firſt a Pattern keeps (though Death deftroy. . _ - 
Our Carcaſs) of the Squl and Heavenly, Joy. 


o be he prais d, true reliſht and adorn d | 
ith all Felicity; if you perfuade-—O 
[ove to accept him, take the reſt unſcornd 
ut not unconſtrued: Our Inventions made 
Fortune's external Purchaſe reverence, .' 
Bat Love (Divine) was made of Innocence. 
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27 L, thy aſpiring part which doth converſe - ; 
With more than outward Man, may thus behold © 
fs hidden Fabrick; and divinely pierce - 1 54 + 
ito Records of Truth, which lay enroll'd  ; 
So long before Creation; to expreſs vo 


The heightned Pattern of true Holineſs, 95 


Look upwards then, to that Eternal Cauſe, 
Vhich by a potent Miracle, hath rear'd 

Man to the Orb of Dignity ; by Laws 

Vf Diſquifition ; rather to be fe d)! 
Than followed as the Architect of Man; oy 
Who meaſures immenſe Bodies by a Span. 


or when ſome Heads, among the crouded Heap, 
ere a more peculiaBExtent „ 
Vt Knowledge, than the reſt; who ſeldom reap 
ore than Tradition, or Experiment; 
Then that ſupreme All-mover I may ſee, 


Which moves mixt Earth and Wiſdom by degree, 
To | = | | Thus 


— (6) 
Thus be allayed then (my commanding Soul) 
Through Meditation of thy Earthly Part: 
Converſe with Fleſh, but ever do controul 
And not partake with Body : So the Heart 
Will tremble in Delight of Earthly Good, 
When it remembers Flelh, and mortal Blood. 


Both which with purblind Men ſo much prevail, 
As though my Labour hath exactly writ 
A Husband's Form; yet will they rather rail 
Becauſe (I think) unable or unfit 

To practiſe all, than all to underſtand ; 

So my Impreſſion will but touch the Sand. 


As for the Woman, whom I never knew, 
Beyond her Gloſs, and my external Si ght: 
I dare not counſel, to create a-new _ 
Her often envious and oft ſtubborn Spright : 
Yet if ſhe only looks upon the Leaves, 
Her Glaſs and Painting not ſo ſoon deceives. 


Nor hath my purpoſe been to challenge hence \ 
The dear Opinion of that Female Sex: 
By making them privy to my Pretence 
As if I could nos their Ambitions vex : | 
For though I thus deſcribe, yet I infer, F=— 
None may love me, except I firſt love her, 1 


So let me ſingle or un. ſhipwrack'd ſtand, m 
To view the Tempeſt-ſtricken Mariner : 
U pon a Rack, ſafer than Sea, or Land, 
To give good Warning; while the Fates inter 
My humbled Carcaſs on the muddy Shore, f 
To be a Model of what went Abe. 
eee 
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340 and PHILEMON: | 


On the Ever- Led Loſs of che 
Two YEW-TREES, 


In che Pariſh of Chiltborne, near the 
County - Town of Somerſet. 


=. Together with 
Mrs. Harris 8 Earneſt Petition: 
And an Admirable R ECIPE 


By the ante of The Tale of a Tub. 


AS ALSO 


An O D B upon Solitude: 
By the Earl of Roſcommon. 
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Printed, and Sold by H. Hills, in Black-Fryars, near ; 
the Water-ſide, 1710, 9 
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57 Om 
dn eek ahel eh elic 
The Metamorphoſis of Baucis and Philemon, | 
Burleſqu d; from the 8th Book of Ovid. | 


[7 Ancient Times, as Story tells . 


The Saints would often leave their Cells, 
And ſtrole about, but hide their Quality, 

| To try good Peoples Hoſpitality. e 
It happen'd on a Winter-Night, 

As Authors of the Legend write, 
Two Brother Hermits, Saints by Trade, 
Taking their Tour in Maſquerade, 

J Diſguisd in Habits, poor and rent, 

HJ To a ſmall Village in Somerſet went; 
Where in the Strolers Canting Strain, 
They begg'd from Door to Door in vain; 
Try'd ev'ry Tone might Pity win, 
But not a Soul wou'd let them in. 
Our wand'ring Saints in woful State, 

Treated at this ungodly Rate. 
Hapying through all the Village paſt, 
To a ſmall Cottage came at laſt, 

Where dwelt a good honeſt Veoman, 

Cal'd in the Neighbourhood Philemon, 

Who kindly did the Saints invite 

In his poor Hut to paſs the Night; 

And then the Hoſpital Sire, 

Bid Goody Baucis mend the Fire; 

Whilſt he from out the Chimney took 

A Flitch of Bacon off the Hook, 

And freely from the fatteſt Side 

Cut out large Slices to be fry'd : 

Then ſtept aſide to fetch them Drink, 

Fill d a large Jug up to wh Brink, 


And 


(4 
And ſaw it fairly twice go round; 
Yer (hat is wonderful) they found, 
'Twas ſtill repleniſt'd to the Top, 
As if they neer had touch'd a Drop. 
The good old Couple were amaz'd , 
And often on each other gaz d: 
For both were frighted to the Heart, 
And juſt began to cry, What art! 
Then ſoftly turn'd aſide to view, 
Whether the Lights were burning blue . 
The gentle Saints were ſoon aware on't, 


Told them their Calling, and their Errand : 


Good Folks, you need not be afraid, 


Me are but Saints, the Hermits ſaid, 


No Hurt ſhall come to you or yours; 
But for that pack of Churliſh Boors, 
Not fit to live on Chriſtian Ground, 


VB They, and their Houſes, ſhall be drown'd : 


 . Whilſt you ſhall ſee your Cottage riſe, 
And grow a Church beſore your Eyes. 


They ſcarce had ſpoke, when fair and ſoft, 


The Roof began to mount aloft : 
Aloft roſe ev'ry Beam, and Rafter, 
The heavy Wall climb'd flowly after. 
The Chimney widen'd, and grew higher, 
Became a Steeple with a Spire ; 

The Kettle to the TI op was hoiit, 


And there ſtood faſtned to a Joiſt ; 


But with the upſide down, to ſhew 
Its inclination for below. 

In vain: For a Superiour Force 
Apply d at bottom, ſtops its Courſe, 
Doom'd ever in ſuſpenſe to dwell 
Tis now no Kettle, but a Bell. 

A Wooden Jack, which had almoſt, 
Loſt by diſuſe the Art to Roaſt; 
A ſudden Alteration feels, 
Inereas'd by new inteſtine Wheels. 


3 
But what exalts the Wonder more, 
The Number made the Motion {lower : 
The Flyer, though't had leaden Feet, 
Turn'd round ſo quick, you ſcarce cou'd ſee 1t; 
But ſlacken'd by fome ſecret Power, 
Now hardly moves an Inch an Hour. 
The Jack and Chimney near ally'd, 
Had never left each others {ide ; 
The Chimney to a Steeple grown, 
The Jack would not be left alone, 
Bur up againſt the Steeple rear'd, 
Became a Clock, and ſtill adher'd : 
And ſtill its Love to Houſhold Cares, 
By a ſhrill Voice at Noon declares ; 
Warning the Cook-maid not to burn 
That Roaſt-meat which it cannot turn. 
The Groaning Chair began to crawl, 4 
Like an huge Snail, along the Wall ; | f 
Then ſtuck aloft in publick view, 5 5 f 
And with ſmall Change a Pulpit grew. 
The Porringers that in a Row, 
Hung high, and made a glitt'ring ſhow, 
To a leſs noble Subſtance chang'd, 
Were now but Leathern Buckets rang's 
The Ballads paſted on the Wall, 
Of Joan of France, and Engliſh Moll; 
Fair Roſamond, and Robin- Hood, 
The Little Children in the Wood, 
Now ſeem'd to look abundance better, 
Improv'd in Picture, Size, and Letter, 
And high in Order plac d, deſcribe 
he Heraldry of ev'ry Tribe. 
Bedſtead of the Antique Mode, 
ompact of Timber, (many a Load) 
Pach as our Anceſtors did uſe, : 
'as Meramorphogd into Pews; 

But V hich ſtill their ancient Nature keep, 

y lodging Folks diſpos'd to fleep. 
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The Cottage by ſuch feats as theſe, 
Grown to a Church by juſt degrees : 
The Hermits then deſir'd their Hoſt, 
Io ask for what he fancy'd moſt. 
Philemon having paus'd a while, 
 Return'd them Thanks in homely Stile: 
Then ſaid; My Houſe is grown ſo fine, 

Mcthinks 1 ſtill wou'd call it mine: 
I'm Old, and fain wou'd live at Eaſe; 
Make me the Parſon, if you pleaſe : 
| He ſpake, and preſently he feels 

His Grazier's Coat fall down his Heels: 
He ſees, yet hardly can believe, 

About each Atm a Pudding-Sleeve. 

His Waſtecoat to a Caſſock grew, 

And both aſſum'd a Sable Hue; 

But being Old, continu'd juſt 

As Thread-bare, and as full of Duſt. 

His Talk was now of Tythes, and Dues, 
Could ſmoak his Pipe, and read the News; 

Knew how to Preach eld Sermons next, 

Vampt in the Preface and the Text. 
At Chriſtnings well could get his part, 
And had the Service all by Heart; 

Wiſh'd Women might have Children faſt, 

And thought whoſe Sow had Farrow'd laſt. 
Againſt Diſſenters would repine, 

And ſtood up firm for Right Divine. 
Found his Head fill'd with many a Syſtem, 
But Claflick Authors he ner miſod them. 
They having furbiſh'd up a Parſon, 


? 


Dame Baucs next they play'd the Farce on; | 


nſtead of Home-ſpun Quoifs, were ſeen 
| Good Pinners, edg'd with Colberteen. 
ler Petticoats transform'd apace, 
Became Black Satin flounc'd with Lace. 
Plain Goody would no longer down, 
'I was Madam in her Grogram Gown. 


Phil 
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1 (7) EC 9 
Philemon was in great Surprize, 9 ; = 
And hardly could believe his Eyes; 
Amaz'd to ſee her look fo Prim, 

And ſhe admir'd as much at him. 

Thus happy in their Change of Life, 

Were ſeveral Years this Man and Wife : 
When on a Day, which prov'd their laſt, 
Diſcourſing on Old Storys paſt, SY 
They went by chance amidſt their Talk, 
To the Church-yard to take a Walk : 

| When Baucs haſtily cry'd out, 

My Dear, I ſee your Forehead ſprout. 
Sprout, quoth the Man, what's this you tell us? 
| hope you don't believe me Jealous : 

put yet, methinks, I feel it true, 

And truly yours is budding too. 

Nay, now I cannot ſtir my Foot, 

I feels as if *twere taking Root. 
Deſcription would but tire my Muſe ; 

la ſhort they both were-turn'd to Yews. 
Honeſt old Goodman Haine of Hill, 

days, methinks I ſhou'd ſee em ſtill : 
He'll talk of them from Noon till Night, 
And goes with Folks to ſhew the ſight: 

On Sundays, after Ev'ning-Prayer, 

He gathers all the Pariſh there: 

Points out the Place of either Yew; 

Here Baucu, there Philemon grew. 

Till once a Parſon of our Town, 

To mend his Barn cut Raucs down : 

At which 'tis hard to be believ'd, 5 
How much the other Tree was griev'd; 
Grew Surly, Died, at Top was zrunted , 

So the ſame Parſon Stubb'd, and burnt it. 
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To Their Excelencies, GC. 
The Humble Petition of Frances Harris, 
Who muſt ſtarve, and die a Maid, if it miſcarries. 


Humbly ſheweth, 


. 80 — went to warm my ſelf in Lady Betty's Chant 


becauſe J was Cold, 


And! bad! in a Purſe, Seven Pounds and Four Shillings, i 


(beſides Farthings) in Money, avd Gold: 


So becauſe I had been buying things for my Lady laſt | 


Night, 
J was Tefoly'd to tell my Money, to ſee if it was right. 
Now you muſt know, becauſe my Trunk has a very 
bad Lock; 
Therefore all the Money I have, which, God knows, 
is a very ſmall Stock , 
1 keep in a Pocket ty'd about my middle, next my 
Smock. 
So when I put up my Purſe, as God would have! it, my 
Smock was unript; 
* inſtead of putting it into my Pocket, down it 
ipt. 


Then the Bell ruog, and I went down Stairs to put my 


Lady to Bed; 

Wie, God knows, I thought my Money as ale as 
my Maidenhead. 

8. mo I came up again „1 found my Pocket very 

„light; x 

But when J ſearch'd and miſgd my Purſe, Lord! | 

thought I ſhould have ſunk outright : 
Lord! Madam, ſays Mary, how d'yc do ? Indeed, ſays 
I, never worle : 

Bur Pray Mary, can 2 you tell what! have done with my 
Purſe! Lot 


© 9 
lord help ehe Mar), l never ſtirr'd out of this Place! ! 


ay, faid | 
a plain Cafe. 
Mo Mary got me to Bed, and cover'd me up warm; 
However, ſhe ſtole away my Garters, that I might do 
my ſelf no Harm: 
J tumbled and toſgd all Night, as you may very 
well think, 
ut hardly ever ſet my Eyes together, or ſlept a Wink. 
ol was dream'd methought, that we went and ſcarch'd 
che Folks round, 
bad in a corner of Mrs. Duke s Box, tydi in a Rag, the 
„Money was found. 
o next Morning we told Whittle, and he fell a ſwearing; 
t frhen Mrs. Wadger came, and ſhe, you know, is thick 
o hearing : 
ame, faid I, as loud as I could bawl, do you know 
what a Loſs I have had? 
Nay, ſaid ſhe, my Lord * Collway's Fol ks are all very fad. 
tor my Lord 4 Dromedary comes a Iueſday without fail; 
ugh! ſaid I, but that's not the Buſineſs ail. 
Ways Cary, ſays he, I have been a Servant this Five and 
Twenty years, come Spring z 
y Mind in all the Places I liy d, I never heard of ſuch a 


had it in Lady Betty's Chamber, that's 


Thing. 
i ** lays the Steward, when I wasat my Lady Sbreuf- 
uryꝰ 5 i 
1y och a thing as this happen'd juſt about the time of 
A CGooberries. 


as FO to the Party ſuſpected, and found her full of 
rief 


r you know, of all things 1 in the World I hate a 
lie 
However, Iwas refolv'd to bring the Diſcourſe lily about, 


Mrs, Duke? * laid I, here's san ug! y Accident has happen d 
Our ; 
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22 _ not that l value the Money Three Skips of a * A 


No, faid 5 tis the ſame thing, the Chaplain will 


But the thing l ſtand upon, is the Credit of the Rouſe: * 

*Tis true, Seven pound, Four ſhillings and SIX Pence 8 
makes a great Hole in my Wages, 

Beſides, as they ſay, Service is no Inheritance in theſ 

Ages. 

Now oy Dukes, you know, and every Body undet 

ſtands 

That tho tis hard to judge Money can't go withou 
Hands. 

The © Devil take me, ſaid ſhe, bleſſing ber ſelf, if eyer 
aw't! 

So ſhe roar'd like a Bedlam, as tho' 1 bad call'd her ti 
naught : 

So you know, what could I ſay to her any more, 

1 88 left her, and came away as wiſe as J was be 

ore. 

Well: But then they would have had me gone to th 

| Cunning-Man : 


here anon. 

So the Chaplain came in; now the Servants fay, he 
my Sweet-heart, 

| Becauſe he's always i in my Chamber, and Lalways tak 
his Part: 

So, as the Devil would have it, before I was aware, o 
I blunder d; 

Parſon, ſaid I, can you caſt a Nativity, when a Bodynd 
plunder'd ? le& 


Now you muſt know, he hates to be calld Parſon, ld 
the Devil; cies 
Truly, ſaid he, Mrs. A lab, it might become you toWirh 
more civil: of 


If your Money be gone, as a Learned Divine ſaÞd : 
d'ye fee, Pr th 
You are no > Text for my bandling take that from ol ſha! 


Cn) 
was never taken for a Conjurer before, I'd have you 
to know: 


xd, ſaid I, don't be angry, I'm ſure I never thought | 
you fo, 


Dou know I honour the Cloth; 1 deft ign to be a Parſon 8 

Wife; 

#5 took one in your Coat for aConjurer i in all my 
ife: 


lich that, he twiſted his Girdle like a Rope, as who 
ſhould ay, | 


ow you may go hang your ſelf for me, and ſo went 
way 


Nell, 5 thought I ſnould have ſwoom d: Lord, ſaid I, 
phat ſhall 10 do ? 


have loſt my Money, and ſhall loſe my True- Lore 
too. 


Jen my Lord call d me; Harra, ſaid my Lord, don't 

cry, 

| give ſomething towards thy Loſs; and, fays my 

Lady, fo will 1. 
Jn but, ſaid I, what if after all, my Chaplain won't | 

come to? 


that, he ſaid, (and't pleaſe your Excellencics) | muſt 
petition you. 


0 Premiſſes tenderly conſider'd, 1 deſire your Excel- 
lencies Protection 


00) A 1 1 may have ſhare in next Sundays Col- 
Fiction: 

„ lad over and above, that! may have your Excellen- 
ces Letter, 


1 t0Mith an Order for the Chaplain aforeſaid ; or inſtead 
Jof him a better: 
ſaſſzad then your poor Petitioner, both Night and Doe: 


FW the Chaplain, for 'tis his Trade, as in Duty bound, 
a (ball Pray. 


* 


Admirable RECIPE. 


X AIs Mol, a fam'd Toaſt, was Fair and Young, 
Had Wealth and Charms, —- but then ſhe had 
fo Tongue ! 5 = 
From Morn to Night th' Eternal Larum run, 
Which often loſt thoſe Hearts her Eyes had won. 
Sir Fobn was ſmitten, and confeſs'd his Flame, 
Sigh'd out the uſual Time, then wed the Dame: 
Poſſeſs d he thought of ev*ry Joy of Life, 
But his dear Mcly prov'd a Very Wife. 
Exceſs of Fondneſs did in Time decline, | 
Madam lov'd Money, and the Knight loy'd Wine. 
From whence ſome petty Diicord would ariſe, 
As, You're a Fool, — and, You are mighty Wiſe! 
Thoc' he and all the World allow'd her Wit, 
Her Voice was ſhrill, and rather loud than ſweet. 
When ſhe began, —for Hat and Sword he'd call, 
Then, after a faint Kiſs, —Cry, By, Dear Moll: 
N and Friends expect me at the Roſe. 
And, what, Sir 7ohn, You'l get your uſual Doſe 
Go, ſtink of Smoak, and guſle naſty Wine, 
Sure, never Virtuous Love was us'd like mine! 
Oft, as the watchful Bellman march'd his Round, 
At a freſh Bottle gay Sir Job» he found. 
By Four the Knight would get his Buſineſs done, 
And only then reel'd off,— becauſe alone; 
Full well he knew the dreadful Storm to come, 
But armi'd with Bourdeaux, he durſt venture Home. 
5 My Lady with her Tongue was ſtill prepar'd, 
she rattled loud, and he impatient heard: 
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is a fine Hour! In a ſweet Pickle made! 
id this, Sir Jobn, is ev'ry Day the Trade. 

tte J fit moping all the live- long Night, 
your'd with Spleen, and Stranger to Delight: 

l Morn ſends ſtaggering Home a Drunken Beaſt 
cfolv'd to break my Heart, as well as Reſt. 
Hey ! Hoop! d' ye hear my damn'd obſtrep'rous Spouſe! 
hat, can't you find one Bed about the Houle ! 
ſill that perpetual Clack lie never ſtill! 
hat Rival to the Softneſs of a Mill! 
me Couch and diſtant Room mult be my Choice, 
Fhere I may ſleep uncursd with Wife and Noiſe. 
Long this uncomfortable Life they led, 
Vith ſnarling Meals, and each a ſeparate Bed. 

dan old Uncle oft ſhe would complain, 
ks his Advice, and ſcarce from Tears refrain; 
Id Wiſewood ſmoak'd the Matter as it was, 
Wicer up, cry'd he! and lll remove the Cauſe. 

A wond'rous Spring within my Garden flows, 
Sov'reign Virtue, chiefly to compoſe 
bmeſtick Jarrs, and Matrimonial Strife, 

e beſt Elixir appeaſe Man and Wife; 

range are th' Effects, the Qpalities Divine, 

Water call'd, but worth its Weight in Wine. 

in his ſullen Airs, Sir John ſhould come, 

iree Spoonfuls take, hold in your Mouth--then Mum: 
ile, and look Pleas d, when he ſhall Rage and Scold, 
lin your Mouth the Healing Cordial hold; 

ne Month this Sympathetick Med'cin try'd, 

ell grow a Lover, you a Happy Bride. 
I deareſt Neece keep this Grand Secret cloſe, 

0 t ey' ry pratling Huſſy'l beg a Doſe. 
1G, A Water-Botrle's brought for her Relief, 
ot Nants could ſooner eaſe the Lady's Grief: 
er buſy Thoughts are on the Tryal bent, 
id Female-like, impatient for th' Event. 

The Bounty Knight reels Home exceeding clear, 
bard for Clamour, and Domeſtick War. 
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Madam, aſide, an ample Mouthful takes, 
But found his Ears agreeably deceiv'd. 


Then claſping her about, Why, let me Dye! 


With that, he figl'd, her Hand began to preſs, 
And Betty calls her Lady to undreis. LG 


The Water's Water,— Be thy ſelf thy Friend; 
Such Beauty would the coldeſt Husband warm, 

But your provoking Tongue undoes the Charm: 

He ſilent, and complying,— You'll ſoon find, 


Entring, he cries, — Hey! Where's our Thunder fled 
No Hurricane! Betty's your Lady dead! 


Curt'ſy's, looks Kind, but not a Word ſhe ſpeaks: 
Wond'ring, he ſtar'd, ſcarcely his Eyes beliey'd, 
Why, How now, Molly, What's the Crotchet now: 0 
She ſmiles, and anſwers only with a Bow. * 


Theſe Nightclothes, Mol, become thee mightily! | 


Nay, kiſs me, Molly, for Pm much inclin'd. 
Her Lace ſhe cuts to take him in the Mind. 
Thus the Fond Pair to Bed enamour'd went, 
The Lady pleasd, and the good Knight content. 
For many Days theſe Fond Endearments paſsd, 
The Reconciling Bottle fails at laſt ; 
T was us'd and gone,. Then Midnight Storms aroſq 
Ard Looks and Words, the Union diſcompoſe. 
Her Coach is order'd, and Poſt-haſte ſhe flies 
To beg dear Uncle for ſome freſh Supplies; 
Tranſported does the ſtrange Effects relate, 
Her Knight's Converſion, and her happy State! 
Why, Neece, ſays he,—1I prithee apprehend, 


Sir Joby, without a Med'cin, will be kind. 


: Poſtſcript. 
In Marriage are Two happy Things allow'd, I. 
A Wife in Wedding-Shcets, and in a Shrowd. Fith 
How can a Marriage-State then be accurs d, ] 
Since the Laſt Day's as happy as the Firſt. | 
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DDE upon SOLITUDE. 


Witt I. 5 
Ail, Sacred Solitude! from this calm Bay, 
| view the World's Tempeſtuous Sea 
And with wiſe Pride deſpiſe 
All thoſe ſenſeleſs Vanities : 
With Pity mov'd for others, caſt awa: 
u Rocks of Hopes and Fears, I fee em toſꝰd 
n Rocks of Folly, and of Vicel fee em loſt: 
me the prevailing Malice of the Great, 
Unhappy Men, or Adverſe Fate, C 5 


nk deep into the Gulphs of an afflicted State. ) 
ut mor e, far more, a numberleſs prodigious Train, 
ſhilſt Virtue courts em, but alas in vain, 

kly from her kind embracing Arms, : 
taf to her fondeſt Call, blind to her greateſt Charms, 
nd ſunk in Pleaſures, and in brutiſh Eaſe, 


iey in their Shipwreck'd State themſelves obdurate 
pleaſe. 1 | 


all, Sacred Solitude, Soul of my Soul, 
le is by thee I truly live, 

hou do'ſt me better Life, and nobler Vigor give; 
Do'ſt each unruly Appetite controul : 

y conſtant Quiet fills my peaceful Breaſt, 


Nth unmix'd Joy, uninterrupted Reſt. 
Preſuming Love does neer invade 
I his private Solitary Shade, 5 


nd with fantaſtick Wounds, by Beauty made; 


The 


The ſolid Comforts of this happy Sphere; 


And purined from Luſt's diſhoneſt Stain: 
Nor is it for my Solitude unfit, 
Here in a full and conſtant Tide doth flow 


Pleaſures which do from Friendſhip and from Knq 
Which make us happy, as they make us wiſe. 


The Joy has no Allay of Jealouſy, Hope, and Fear, 


Vet I exalted Love admire, 
Friendſhip, abhorring ſordid Gain, 


1 
4 | 
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For I am with my Friend alone, 
As if we were but one; 
Tis the polluted Love that multiplies, 
But Friendſhip does two Souls in one compriſe. 


8 


All Bleffings Man can hope to know ; 
Here in a deep Receſs of Thought we find _ 
Pleaſures which entertain, and which exalt the Ming 


5 o 


ledge riſe, a 


Here may I always on this downy Graſs, 
Unſeen, unknown, my eaſy Minutes paſs ; 


Till with a gentle Force Victorious Death 


My Solitude in vade; 
And ſtopping for a-while my Breath, 
With Eaſe convey me to a better Shade. 
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rginary Dangers they Create, 

1d loath it Elixir that preſerv d the State. 
— Garth's Diſpenſ. 
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OW this Fantaſtick World is chang d of late! 
Sure ſome Full Moon has work*d upon the State: 
: Time was, when it was queſtion'd much in Story. 
AI Which beſt deſzrv'd, the Devil or a Tory? 
But now, alaſs! thoſe happy Times are ver, 
lhe Rampant Things are Couchant now no more, 
But T'rump-up Tors, who were Whigs before. 


There was a Time when fair Britannia lay 0 


Diſſ,lv'd in Eaſe, and with a gentle Sway 
Enjoy'd the Bleſſings of a Halcyon- Day ! 
Plex with the Bliſs, their Friendly Union made, 
Beneath the bending Olive's peaceful Shade, 
Carcicſs and free her happy Sons were laid. 
No Feuds, no groundleſs Jealouſys appear 
To rouze their Rage, or wake them into Fear: 
With Pity they beheld a Neighb'ring State, 
Toſt by the Tempeſt of a ſtormy Fate; 
Wild Frenzy thro? her blaſted Borders paſt, 
Whilſt noiſy Faction drove the furious Blaſt , 
Calm and ſerene we heard the Tempeſt roar, 
And fearleſs view'd the Dan ger from the Shore. 
Thus bleſt, we ſlumbred in a Downy France, 
Happy, like Eden, in mild Ignorance: : 
Till Diſcord, like the wilely Serpent, found 
Th' unguarded Path to the forbidden Ground; 
1 
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| Shew'd us the Tree, the tempting Tree, which ſtood 

The faireſt, but moſt fatal of the Wood; 

And where (as hanging on the Golden Bough) 

The glittering Fruit look'd ſmiling to the View. 

Taj;, and be Wiſe, the fly Provoker ſaid, 

And fee the Platform of your Ruin laid: 

Rouze from the Dulneſs you too long have ſhown, 

And view your Churches Danger, and your Own. 

Thus at Superior Wit we catch'd in haſt, 

 Whagh moch d th Approach of our deluded Taft. 
And, now | | 

Imaginary Schemes we ſeem to ſpy, 

And ſearch for Dangers with a curious Eye; W 

From Thought to Thought we roul, and rack our Senſe Þ 

To obviate Miſchicfs in the Future Tenſe : = 

Strange Plots in Embrio, from the Lords we fear, 

And dream of Mighty 7s, the Lord knows where; 

Wretchedly Wiſe, we curſe our preſent Store, 

But bleſs the Witleſs Age We knew before. 

Near that & Fam'd Place, where ſlender Migbts reſort, 

And gay Pulvilio keeps his Scented Court; 

Where Exild Wit ne er ſhews its hated Face, 

But happier Nonſenſe hills the Thoughtleſs Place; 


Where Suckzng Beaux, our future Hopes, are bred, „eu 
The Sharping Gamefer, and the Bully Red, * . 
O'er- ſtock'd with Fame, but indigent of Bread: "Wil: 
There ſtands a f Modern Dome, of vaſt Renown, ind 
For a plump Cook, and plumper Reck'nings known : * 
Rais d high, the Fair inviting Bird you ee, et 
In all his milky Plumes, and feather'd Letchery : bh 
In whoſe ſoft Down immortal Jove was dreſt, Tho 
When the fair Nymph the Wilely God poſleſt : he 
Still in which ſhape he ſtands to Mortal view, nd 
Patron of boring, and of Toping tov. bis 
Here gravely meet the worthy Sons of Zeal, 128 
To wet their pious Clay, and decently to al; 1 
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mortal Courage from the Claret ſprings, 
Iro cenſure Heroes, and the Acts of Kings: 
oung Doctors of the Gown here ſhrewdly ſhow, 
Wow Grace Divine can ebb, and Spleen can flow; 
he pious Redcoat moſt devoutly ſwears, 
rinks to the Church, but ticks on his Arrears ; 
Irne gentle Beau too Joins in wife Debate, 
Bdjuſts his Cravat, and Reforms the State, 
when the Sun, ona returning Flood, 
arms into Life the animated Mud; 
Prange wondrous Inſects on the Shoar remain, 
nd a new Race of Vermin fills the Plain: 
s from the Excrement of Zeal we find, 

$ limy Race, but of the modiſh Kind; 

(awl from the Filth, and kindled into Man, 
lake up the Members of the Sage Divan. 

Of theſe the Fam'd Borachio 1s the Chief, 
Son of Pudding, and eternal Beef; 

ſhe Jovial God, with all inſpiring Grace, 
its on the Scarlet Honours of his Face; 
lis happy Face, from rigid Wiſdom free, c 


fcurely ſmiles in Thoughtleſs Majeſty, 
3 own Tithe-Geeſe not half ſo plump as He. 
Vild Notions flow from his immoderate Head, 
ind Statues quoted, — moderately read; 
Vhole floods of Words his moderate Wit reveal, 
et the good Man's immoderate in Zeal. 
ow can his fluent 'Tongue and Thought keep touch, 
Vho thinks too little, but who talks too much? 
hen Peaceful Tarrs with Gallick Navies meet, 
ind loſe their Honour to preſerve the Fleet; 
Ins wondrous Man alone ſhall Conqueſt boaſt, 
Ind win the Battles which the Heroes loſt, | 
Ven juſt Eſteem he would of William raiſe, 
damn: the Glories which he means to praiſe ; 
Ie poor Encomium, is ſo thinly ſpread, 
bames the injur'd Aſhes of the Dead; 
ho' tor the Orator, *cis ſaid withal, 

e meant to praiſe him, if he meant at all. 
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Egregions Magpye charms the liſt'ning Throng; 
_ Whilſt inoffenſive Satyr tips his Tongue. 
Grey Politicks adorn the Beardle(s Chir, 
Of Foreign Manners, but of Native Wit: 
Scarce wain'd from Diddy, of his Alma Mater, 
The cocking thing ſteps forth the Churches Erra Pater. 
High-flying Thoughts his low-built Size ſupply, 
And hoiſt the Tow'ring Puppet to the Sky; 
On brazen Wings, beat out from Native ſtock, 
He mounts, and rides upon the Weather-cack , 
From whence the Stupid Britiſh Iſle he views, 
The Stupid Britzſh Iſle he ſees, and ſpews; 
Laments the Talent of his Wiſdom loſt 
Upon an Iſle, and a rough Northern Coaſt. 
Thus Daws, when percht upon a Steeple's top, 


With Pars ſtrut, and Pride ſuperiour hop; _ 
And whilſt on Earth, they haughty Glances throw, The 
Take humble Curats but for Daws below. Darf 
Firedrale, a Senator of aukward Grace, Hail 
But fam'd for matchleſs Modeſty and Face; Ine 
With Chriſtian Clamour fills the deafned Room, 10 
And Propheſies of wondrous Ills to come. The 
Hea in in a hurry ſeems t᷑ have form'd his Paſte, loo 
FilPd up his Spleen, but left his Head- piece waſte, lab 
He Thinks, he Argues, nay, he Prays in haſte. Mill 
When in ſoil'd Sheets the dirty Wight is ſpread, fer. 
And High- flown Schemes for Curtains grace the Bed; Thy 
Wild freakiſh Fancy, with her airy Train, Ob 
Wbirls thro the empty Region of his Brain: | N 
' Shews him the Church, juſt rott'ring on his Head, For 
And all her mangled Sons around her ſpread ; Wit 
_ Paints out himfelf, of all his Hopes beguild, And 
And his Domeſtick Sicorzx dehld: | Whi 
Then kindling at the Sight, he flys abour, And 
And puts Diſſenting Squadrons to the rout; _ Our 
Brim full ot Wrath, he plunges into Strife, Beht 
And thumps the Paſive Carcaſe of his Wife Wu 
He routs the flying Foe, he ſcours the Plain, dhe 


And bolely fights the Viſionary Scene. 
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Th*Appollo of the Cauſe, old Grimbeard ſtands, 

nd all th? inferiour Fry of Wit commands; 

Jurſt up in Faction, and a Foe to Peace, 

e robs his Bones of neceſſary Eaſe ; 

gun k with inveterate Spleen, he ſcorns his Age, 

ud Nature's loweſt Ebb ſupplys with ſprightly Rage. 

Id driv'ling Time has all his Nerves unſtrung, 

ut left untouch'd his Letchery of Tongue; 

fs Letchery of Tongue, which ſtill remains, 

nd adds a Friendly Aid to want of Brains: 

Ie blames the Dulneſs of his Party's Sloth, 

Find chides the Fears of their unactive Youth, 

ſells them the time, the happy time is come, 

When Moderation ſhall behold its Dom; 

When ſniv'ling Mercy ſhall no more beguile, 

ut Chriſtian Force, and Pious Rage ſhall ſmile ; 

Warns them againſt thoſe Dangers to provide, ER, 

Thoſe Dangers which his Spectacles have ſpy'd, 5 

Dark and unknown to all the World beſide. 

al, Venerable Man! defign'd by Fate 

Jl be ſaving Genius of a ſinking State! 

, proſtrate at thy Feet we trembling fall, 

Thou great Twin- Idol of the thundring Baal! 

dow ſhall thy Votarys thy Wrath aſſuage, 

labend thy Frowns, and deprecate thy Rage? 

Millions of Victims ſhall thy Altars foil, 

Heroes ſhall bleed, and Treaſurers ſhall broil 

Thy Divine Worth ſhall in our Lays be ſung, N 

O bend thy ſtubborn Rage, and ſheath thy dreadful Tongue. 
Nut-brain, a Daggle Gon of large Renown, BE, 

For weak ſupport to needy Client known; 

With painted Dangers keeps his Mob in awe, 

And ſhrewdly conſtrues Faction into Law. 

When Popiſh Council wav'd its fatal Wand, 

And with Hibernian Locuſts curſt the Land; 

Our fruitful Egypt, with the Load oppreſt, 

beheld, with Grief, its happy Fields laid waſt: 

With watry Eyes, and with a Mother's Pain, — 
the heard her People groan, but heard in vain, Till 
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J ill that bleft Change : And then they took the Wind Oe 
But left this ſtragling Vermine here behind: 


Ane 

Too well he lib d our fruitful Egypr's Plain, J Nis 
To hungry Dublin to return again. Nil 
Say, Blind Britannia, for what Charms unknown WW: 

Y adopt a Man, whom you ſhould bluſh to on: Ia 
 Beggar'd and ſpoil'd of all your VV calthy Store, is 
Yes bug the Viper, whom ye curſt before. IVV 

Is this the pious Champion of your Cauſe, _ ITF 


V ho robs your Off- ſpring, to protect your Laws Ti 
Slily diſtilis his Venom to the Root, „ | 
And blaſts the Tree from whence he plucks the Fruit 
Who ſees your Ruin, which he ſmiles to ſee, | 
Whoſe Gain's his Heaven, and only God's a Fec? 
In the ſiſt Rank fam'd Sooterkin is ſeen, 
Of happy Vilage, and enchanting Mein, 
A lazy modiſh Son of melancholy Spleen : 
Whoſe cv'ry Feature flouriſhes in Print, 
And carly Pride firſt taught the Youth ro Squint. 
What niggard Father wou'd begrudg his Braſs, 
When travel'd Son docs home-bred Boy ſurpaſs ? 
Went out a Fopling, and return'd an Afs, 
Of Trought ſo dark, that no erroneous Hit 
Eer ſhow'd the lucid Beautys of his Wit. 
When ſcanty Fee expects a healing Pill, 
Wich carcleſs Yawn he nods upon the Bill, 
Secure to hit ;—who never fails to kill, 
When coſtive Punk in Penitential Caſe, 
Sits ſqueezing out her Soul in vile Grimace, 
T'o eaſe his Patient, he preſcr1bes—his Face. 
Well may the Wretch a Providence diſown, 
Who thinks no Wiſdom brighter than his own 
Long ſince he left Religion in the lurch, T. 


Wo yet wou'd raiſe the Glorys of the Church, 


And ſtickles for its Rites, who nc'er comes near the Porch. I 4; 
Immortal Crab ſtands firmly to the Truth, 00 
And with ſage Nod commands the liſt'ning Touth; Vy 
in whom rank Splcen has all his Vigor ſhewn, A 


13 . ? 
and blended all its Curſes into one; Oer 


(9) 

O er-flowing Gall has chang'd the Crimſon Blood, 
and turn'd to Vinegar the Wretches Blood. 

Nightly on bended Knees, the muſty Put 

Joull ſaints the Spigot, and adores the Butt; 

wich fervent Zeal the flowing Liquor plys, 

Aut damns the moderate Bottle for its Size. 

His liquid Vows cut ſwiftly thro! the Air, 

J \Vhen glorious Red has whetted him to Prayer; 
L Thrifty of Time, and frugal of his VVays, 
I Tipling he rails, and as he rails he prays. 

In the Sage Liſt, Great Moon-Calf is enroll'd, 
Fam'd as the Delphick Oracle of old, 
Propitious Dulneſs, and a ſenſleſs Joy, 
 Wbhone at his Birth, and bleſt the hopeful Boy; 
Vo utters Wonders without Senſe of Pain, 
Ind ſcorns the crabbed Labour of his Brain. 
lceting as Air, his VVords out-ſtrip the VVind, 
Vbilſt the ſage tardy Meaning lags behind. 

No ſaucy Foreſight dares his V Vill controul, 
Jr ſtop th' impetuous Motion of his Soul; 
His Soul, which ſtruggles in her dark Abode, 
Cruſh'd, and o'erlay'd with the unwieldy Load. 
Prevailing Dulneſs did his Senſe betray, 
And crampt his Reaſon, to extend his Clay; 
His V Vit contracted to a narrow Span, 

A Yard of Ideot to an Inch of Man. 
Hail, mighty Dunce, thou largeſt of thy Kind, 
ö How well thy Mein is ſuted to thy Mind! 


VVhat if the Lords and Commons can't agree, 
Thou dear, dull, happy Thing, what is't to thee ? 
dit down contented with thy preſent Store, 
Heav'n ne'er deſign'd thee to be Wiſe and Poor; 
Truſt to thy Fate, whatever Partye join, 
Thy want of Senſe obſtructs thy want of Coin. 
As when Imperial Rome beheld her State 
Grown fainr, and ſtrugling with impending Fate; 
When barbarous Nations on her Ruins trod, 


And no kind Tov? apoear'd her Guardian God 


Of! 
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A ſacred Gooſe could all Her fears diſperſe, 
And ſave the Miſtreſs of the Univerſe : 
Of equal Fame the Great Example be, 
Our Churches Safety we expect from Thee ; * 
In Thee, Great Man, the ſaving Brood remains, 
Of equal Piety, and equal Brains; 


| In this we differ but in point of Name, 05 
Unlike the Romans We, but Thou, our Gooſe, the ſame, 


And now with folemn Grace the Council ſat, 
And the Third Flaſque had rais'd a warm Debate; 
When Faction entring, walk'd the Giddy-Maxe, 
Sworn Foe, and noted Enemy to Peace; 


And taking Grimbeard's Shape, ſhe Silence broke, 


And ia ſhrill Voice the eager Fury ſpoke. 


© Bewitneſs, Heaven! how much Im pleas'd to find 


F© Such Gallant Friends, and of ſo Brave a Mind; 
5 Souls fit to rule the World, and proudly fit 
% 'The nobleſt Sons of Piety and Wit. 


Uncommon Vigour in your Looks I ſpy, 
© Refolv'd the utmoſt of your Force totry 


© Bravely to ſickle for your Churches Laws, 

*© And ſhed a gen'rous Influence on her Cauſe. 

** Sce how with Grief ſhe hangs her penſive Head, 
** Whilſt trickling Tears upon her Garments ſhed, 
© Mourn all Her Luſtre, and her Beauty fled. 

% In Hair diſ-ſhevel'd, and with Boſom bare, 

*© Wih melancholy Sounds ſhe fills the Air. 


©. Wou'd You, my Friends, the weighty Buſineſs know, 


© And learo the cruel Reaſon of her Woe ? 
*© The Cauſe ſhe has to grieve,the World believes 


© Is thi. Hem.— Hem Why, tis enough, ſhe Grieves? 


What Sons from Tears their flinty Souls can keep, 


* And with dry Eyes behold their Mother weep ? 
*© Ah! ſtop the Deluge of ber wat'ry Store, 
And let her taſt thoſe Joys ſhe felt before. | 
* When William (Curſe upon that hated Name! 
© Forever blotted, and unknown to Fame) 
© When Hilliam in Imperial Glory ſhone, 
* And to our Grief poſſeſt Britannia s Throne; 


« My 


Fragrant to All, as it is Sweet to Me! 
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„Mark with what Malice he our Church debas'd, 


Her Songs neglected, and her Rites defac'd: 


* To canting Zeal deſign'd her Form a Slave, 
And meant to ruin what he came to fave. 

5 VVhat tho the World be fill'd with bis Alarms, 
And fainting Gallia trembled at his Arms; 
Vet ſtill the Doughty Hero did no more 
Than Julius once, and Ammon did before. 

* Is this the Idol of the Peoples Love, 

" The poor Mock- Puppet of a Ruling Jove? 

" Sorrel ! we owe his haſty Fate to Thee, 
* Thou lucky Horſe; Oh! may thy Memory be 


Too far, I fear, the vile Infection's ſpread, 

* Since ANNA courts the Party which he led, 
And treads the hated Footſteps of the Dead. 

* It fo, VVhat now can we expect to hear, 

* But black Effects of thoſe damn'd Ills we fear? 
* Your fat Endowments ſhall be torn away, 

© And to Geneva Zeal become an eaſy Prey! 
Cold Element ſhall give your Guts the Gripes, 


REN 


And, ah! no more you ſhall indulge in Tripes ! 
No Sunday-Pudding ſhall adorn the Board, 
or burn the Chops of its too eager Lord! 


Mat 


No gentle Abigail ſhall Caudles make, 

Nor cook the Jelleys for the Chaplain's Back! 

* Long-winded Schiſmaticks ſhall rule the Roaſt, 
And Father Chriſtmas mourn his Revels loſt! 

" Rouze then, my Friends, and all your Forces join, 
And act with Vigour in our great Deſign; | 
What! tho? our Danger is not truly great, 

* *Tis brave Coppoſe a Government we hate: 
Poiſon the Nation with your jealous Fears, 

And ſet the Fool together by the Ears: 

" VVhilſt with malicious Joy we calmly ſit, 

And ſmi'e to ſee the Triumphs of our V Vit. 

" Sound th* Univerſitys with niceſt Skill, 


' Inflame the beardlefs Boys, and bend them to your VVill. 
| | <CY YVhaſ | 
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” What tho? unmoy'd their learned Sons have ſtood, 
© Nor facrific'd to Spleen their Country's Good: 
Vet ſearch them throughly, and there will be found 
ce Some Branches tainted, tho'.the Trunks are ſound. 
*© Shew but the Lure, which never fails to hit; 
% Approve their Briskneſs, and admire their Wit: 


* Youth againſt Flattery has no Defence, 
ce Fools ſtill are Cheated with the Bait of Senſe. 


- — 


O — — — ⏑ 2 


*© Glean &en the Schools from Letchery and Birch, 1 
And teach the Youngſters to defend the Church. At 
© Tis Fools we want, and of the largeſt Size, N 
T wou'd ſpoil our Cauſe to practiſe on the Wiſe: Ar 
© The Wiſe are Eagles of the ſharpeſt Ren, T] 
And calmly weigh the Merits and the Men; my 
Pierce thro' the Cobweb Veil of erring Senſe, 0 
And know the Truth of Zeal, from the Pretence: An 


1 © Whilſt Fools, like Game-cocks, are the Slaves of Show, 
i © And never ask a Cauſe, but fly upon the Foe, 
5 Chance only guides them wand'ring in the Night, 
k& © When in an Age they ſtumble on the Right : 

| © God never gave a Fool the Gift of Sight. 

. He ſaid,.— With Joy the pleasd Aſſembly roſe; 

Well mov d, they cry'd, and murmur'd their Applauſe; 


| VVhen,. lo, before the Board, coafeſt in Sight, An 
1 Stept forth a Heavenly Gueſt ſerenely brigbt; 4 
No kaun Beauty could with Hers compare, Pol 
\ Or Poets Fancy form a Maid fo fair; Row 
4 Around her Head Immortal Glorys ſhine, Ane 
And her mild Air confeſt the Ny mph Divine; 1. "I's 
VVhilſt thus She ſpake=—. _ nc 

© Ack not, my frighted Sons, from whence I came, Pro 

cc Bur mark me well, RELIGION is my Name; ind 

*© An Angel once, but now at Fury grown, ra: 
Too often talk'd of, but too little known: 94 

© ]s it for me, my Gans that you engage, 1 

Ss And ſpend the Fury of your idle Rage ? but 

C | 


Tis falle unmanly Spl:en your Boſoms warms, 
© And a pretended Zeal your Fancy charms, 
ve When 
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Where have l taught you in the Sacred Page, 
To conſtrue Maderation into Rage; 
T' affront the Pow'r from whence your Safety ſprings, 
And poorly ſpend your Rage agaiaſt the beſt of Kings? 
Branded with Infamy, you ſhun the Light, 
gut court like Birds obſcene, the Covert of the Night. 
z then Unlawful Riot fit to be 
The great Supporter of my Church and Me ? 
Think you, weak Men, ſhe's of her Foes afraid, 
Or wants th' Aſſiſtance of your feeble Aid? 
When round her Throne Seraphick Warriors ſtand, 
And form upon her Side a Heav'nly Band? 
When fixt as Fate, her deep Foundation lies, 
And ſpreads where &er my AN N A's Glory flics? 
Think on th' intended Ruins of the Day 
When to proud Rome you were deſign” q a Prey: 
With wonder read thoſe Fatal Times again, 
And call ro mind the Melancholy Scene 
When down its rapid Stream the Torrent bore 
Your Country's Laws, and Safety was no more; 
Torn from your Altars, you were forc'd to roam 
Ii needy Exile from your Native Home, 
1 was then, my Sons, your Mighty William roſe, 
and bravely fell like Lightning on your Foes : 
| With Royal Pity he deplor'd your Fate, 5 
and ſtood the Atlas of your ſinking State. 85 
When Sacrifice on Idol Altars ſlain, 
Pollured all the Iſle, and dy'd the Plain; 
e's Mob of Saints did al your Temp! es fill; 
ind Confecrated Groves crown'd ev'ry Hill: 
Twas then, Joſiab like, that he defac'd 
heir Pagan Rites, and laid their Altars waſt; 
„ Prove our their Idols from their lov'd Abodes, 
ind pounded into Duſt their Molten Gods. 
be s True Lord was to his Rule reſtor'd, 
gain his Name was heard, and was again ador'd. 


Wondring, you ſaw your Great Deliv'rer come, 
Mm while he warr'd Abroad, you rail'd at Home; 


0 * Dread- 


So ſoon are all thy thining Honours fled, 


© Bur when with fading Beams they quit the Skies, 


© Tho' laſt begotten, yet the firſt in Fame; 
Were but the fainter Types of Greater Thee; 


Aid Worth to Worth, and dignify a Crown. 


14 
*© Dreadfully gay in Arms, but ſcorn'd in Peace; 
* The uſclefs Buckler of inglorious Eaſe : 
* Oh poor and ſhort-liv'd Glory and Renown ! 
* On falſe unenvy'd Pleaſures of a Crown! 


** Traduc'd while Living, and defam'd when Dead! 
© Straage Fate of Heroes, who like Comets blaze, 
© And with a ſadden Light the World amaze ! 
* No more to ſhine the Wonder of our Eyes; 4 
* Their Glories ſpenr, and all their fiery Store, „ 
We ſcorn the Omens which we fear'd before. 0 
% My Royal ANNA, whom ery Virtuecrowns, WM 
Feels your ill-govern'd Rage, nor ſcapes your Frowns: , 


* Your want of Duty you ſupply with Spi ght. 
5 Traduce her Councils, and her Heroes ſlight; 4 
* Lampoon the Mildaeſs of her Eaſy Sway, W | 
* And ficken at the Light of her Superior Day; J' - 
© Poiſon her Sweets of Life with groundleſs Fears, 
* And fill her Royal Breaſt with anxious Cares. l. 
* VVhat! ſuch a Queen, where Art and Nature join W*# 
“ To hit the Copy of a Form Divine; A 
* Unerring Wiſdom purg'd the Droſs away, 1 
© And form'd your A NN A of a nobler Clay: 4 
* Breathing a Soul, in which in Glory ſhone 3 
* Goodneſs innate, and Virtue like its own; 8 
er She knows how far engaging Sweetneſs charms, B 
*© And conquers more by Mildneſs than by Arms; #. 
* Like Sampſon's Riddle in the Sacred Song, * 
* A ſpringing Sweet ſtill flowing from the Strong; A 


* Like haſty Sparks her ſlow Reſentment dies, 4 
*© HerRigour lagging, but her Mercy flys. 
© Hail, Pious Princeſs ! Mightieſt of thy Name, 


„ Thoſe Glorious Heroins we in Story ſee, 


Let others take a Luſtre from the Throne, 
© You thine with brighter Glories of your own, 


ne 
olt have I mark'd with what a ſtudious care, 


My Words you ponder, and my Laws revere; 
To thee, Great Queen, what Elogies are due, 
* Who both protect the * Flock, and feed the Shepherds too 
For waich I {till preſide o'er thy Alarms, 
And add a ſhining Luſtre to thy Arms; 

© 1 form'd the Bartel, and I gave the Word, 
And rid with Conqueſt on thy Ormond's Sword, 
J* V Vhen Anjou's Fleet yielding its Indian Store, 

And at thy Sacred Feet depos'd the Slver Oar. 
I ſent the Goddeſs when Victoria came, | 

And rais'd thy CHURCHILL to [mmortal Fame, } 
And Hoc hſtet's bloody Field advanc'd the Here's Name. 
By me He yet will more Immortal grow, N 
I VVhen Ramilies and Audenard ſhall know, 5 
His Arms Triumphant ſtill againſt the Gallick Foe. 

Nor ſhall thy Glories or thy Triumphs ceaſe, 
Till rugged WVar at laſt ſhall ſoften into Peace. 
gut hrſt you ſhall (for your Repoſe and mine) 
* Your Siſter Realms in ancient Union join: 
* A Work, that Heav'n has ſtill reſerv'd for You, 


Which nor your Fathers, nor Great William's Self cou'd do! 

Charles then from Thee his Diadem ſhall receive, 

And ſhining Pomp, which Thou alone canſt give; 

The Gallick Lion liſt ning at his Shore, Y 

* Shall fear ro tempt the Britiſh Dangers more, * 

* Bur ſculk in Deſarts where he us'd to roar: 8 

© Admiring VVorlds before thy Throne ſhall ſtand, 

And Willing Nations bend to thy Command; 5 

And thus in Glorious Eaſe thou long ſhalt bleſ+ the Land. 3 
*© For you, y' inveterate Enemies to Peace, 

' VVhom Kings can ne'er oblige, nor Heav'n can pleaſe. 

' VVho blindly Zealous into Faction run, 

And make thoſe Dangers you'd be thought to ſhun ; 


For ſhame the Tranſports of your Rage give ver 
And let your Civil Feuds be heard no more,; ; 


————— 
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© To the wiſe Conduct of my A NN A truſt, 

| © Know your own Good, and to your ſelves be juſt, 
l And when with Grief you ſee your Brother ſtray, 

Or in a Night of Error loſe his way, . 
Direct his Wandring, and Reſtore the Day. 
N © To guide his Steps, afford your kindeſt Aid, 

1 © And gently pity whom you can't perſuade ; 


l © Leave to avenging Heav'n his ſtubborn Will, 

1 * For, O, remember he's your Brother ſtill : 

I Let healing Mercy thro? your Actions ſhine, 

4 And let your Lives confeſs your Cauſe Divine. 

_ Frowning, the Goddeſs ſpoke, and ſtrait withdrew, 
F Scatt'ring Ambroſial Odours as ſhe flew; ; 

bl Her tremblins Sons immoderately ſcar'd, 1 
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led from th uneaſy Truths which ſuddenly they heard. 
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N Pindaritk Poem, ae 


. d= 
Eſolate Albion, mourn thy cruel Fate, 
L Maria's Dead! 
ie fair, the chaſt, the great, the good Maria „ Dead! 
ad wich her all thoſe glorious Titles fled, 
at Virtuous cou'd Adorn, or add to Grear, 
of Graces ſh'had fo vaſt a Store, 
apoveriſh?d Nature cou'd not add one more. 
J Beauty and Goodneſs in her ſo combin'd, 
That, like the Sun, where- e' er ſhe ſhin ' F 
once ſhe gave both Light and Warmth to bumane Kind. 
How happy Britain's Throne, 
Whilſt ſhe vouchſaf'd to ſtay below, 
Envy'd by all, envying none, 
oo bleft, in Her, long to continue fo! 
lite Gods of old, ſhapp ear'd, but ſoon was rapt away, 
bl why fo bright the * and ſo ſhort Its ee. 
Il. 
Bid Neptune, who with ſoft Embrace, 
EKiſſes thy fruitful Banks in ev ry place, 
Texpreſs his Grief, his foaming Billows ſwell; | 
nd bid the Nymphs and Sea-gods Britain 's Sorrows tell: 
We'll add ten Thouſand Rivers more, : 
I' increaſe his Store, 0 
vers of Tears which from lamenting Eyes do pour. 
Ia vain his ſwelling Billows riſe, 
la vain we add the Tribute of our Eyes, > 


' expreſs qur mighty Grief, A Deluge can't ſuffice. 
A2 in 


4 
In each true Britiſh Heart, 
Since Charles was ſnatcht from England's Throne; 
(To make us Slaves ro France and Rome,) 
Grief never plaid fo true, fo juſt, fo fad a part. 
III. 
Fatal Diſeaſe ! that couldſt at once deſtroy 
Natures Chie Ornament, and Albiow's Joy; 
We weawd have. brib'd thee, Her have ard, - fy. 
With Millions of the common Herd; . 
Bur thou, relentleſs Tyrant! ſeizedſt the Heart, 
And ev ry noble part; 
There thou in Triumph farft, and didſt with Pride =} 
The vain Efforts of Humane Art deride. 8 * 


That Sacred Art, whoſe power and uſe to ſtain, | 5 
(A trifling Wirling la bours at in vain: _ 1 
Unable to ſupport the Task, to praiſe. | 
His borrow'd Gall, would ill-tim'd Laughter raiſc : : 
But Praiſe or Malice, equally the Scorn | Wy 
Of all, aſperſe as little as adorn.) | | ' 
' No blazing Comet did appear, | 
To terrifie our Hemiſphere; 6 
No ominous Sign, or dire Preſage, + 4 
Foretold her Doom, | 
Or warn'd us to prevent Heav'ns Wrath to come, 
| And by our Pray*rs and Hecatombs its Vengeance to aſſwag 
1 Heaven's juſt Anger we have cauſe to fear, | 
; Since unconcern'd it con'd appear, | 
And ſaw fo great a Ruin threaten us ſo near, * 


1 BY. Bi 
She's gone, alas! ſhe's gone! 0 : 

And to thoſe Bleſſed Manſions flown, 

Where, free from Trouble, an or Care, 

With pity ſhe locks down, 

On her afflicted Lord, and groveling Subjects here 
Her Pious Soul to Hear? na did long ſince tend, 

Her Body ſeem'd to linger here behind; 4k 
To fuch a noble height her Soul did riſe, 407 


Wb: 


(5) 
ben to the Holy Alter ſhe approach'd; 
With burning Zeal fo ſtrongly touch d. 
Jſhat the Spectators drew Devotion from her Eyes; "Mo 
Her Form was ſo Divine, 20 
Phe ſeem'd a Goddeſs, not a Vot'ry of the Shrine; 
And yet ſo lowly, ſhe | 
Was the great Pattern of Humulity, 
und taught the Meaneſt how t approach the Deity: 
V. >» 
In one fo highly fix'd, 
Ioreatneſs with Goodneſs were moſt ſweetly mix'd; 
y ſhe was Great, it muſt be underſtood, 
Only in doing Good; 
Her tender Ear 
Was always open to receive, 
As freely as her Liberal Hand to give; 
FJ" hen Virtue pleaded, or Deſert put up a Pray r: 
Wich (o much Eaſe her Bounties ſhe beſtow'd; 
With ſuch a pleaſing Air they flow'd, 
That all, who did a Benefit receive, 
Bleſs'd the Sweet Donor more than Donative. | 
She never had a Fo, 
wag But thoſe that were to Goodaeſs ſo; ; 
And when they did offend, | 
uch was the gen'rous Temper of her Mind, 
With juſt Revenge the ne' er purſu'd their Faults; 
but left *em to be plagu'd by their own guilty a 
This the Ingrates did own, 
And yet they treſpaſs'd on; 
Which made her Mercy ſeem the more Divine, 
is Gold being oft refin'd does brighter ſhine, 
VI. 5 
See, ſee, the mighty Hero tears 
The Lawrel from his ſacred Head. 
And quits the Thoughts of Arms to mourn Maria dead, 
The noble Partner of his Toils and Cares; 


A] | | | 
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That Martial Fire which ſparkled in his Eyes, 
And gave Life to his Friends, Terror to's Enemies, 
Is all diffolv'd in Tears, or vented in fad Sighs. 
Fearleſs amidſt ten thouſand Foes he ſtood 
In reeking Fields of Blood; 

Amidſt ten thouſand Deaths, and gaping Wounds, : 
Which angry Mars threw all around, 
Un&unted he triumphed o'er | 

The grim inſulfing Tyrant, and defi'd his Power: 
Tho ll his horrid ſhapes, and ghaſtlieſt looks he wore, 
8 His Manly Soul, 
Which Danger ne'er could Fright, nor Fear * 
With ſuch a weighty Grief preſi'd down, 

The weakneſs of Mortality muſt own. 

So have we ſeen a generous Tree, 

The fierceſt Storms and Thunders rage defies, 

But if fome unkind Hand divide 

The loving Mate which flouriſh'd by his fide, 
Hangs down his lofty * grows fick, and grieving die, 

II. 


Mourn, Mourn, thou faireſt Sex, who fil wer't nigh 
So much Divinity ; 


To you ſhe, as a Miſtreſs Great, was kind; 
Yet tender to you as a Friend, | Bo 
She to Religion did invite: 1,5 
To vertuous Deeds excite 
By her own good Example, free 
From Cloiſteral Auſterity, 
Which may compel, but ne*er can charm to Piety, 
- You ſaw how Innocent 
She paſs'd the Days, how Sweet her Nights w were ſpent; 
So Vertuous was her Court, 
That Angels there might undehPd "reſort. 
Ah where will Vertue now for ſhelter run, 
When ſhe the great hw” + of it's gone? 
TW 
| Ye Sons of Levi write her Elegy, 
And let it be, 


Great as the Subject, Sad as our gd ; 


on (2) 
Let every Voice her Praiſe aloud proclaim; 
Jad let each Pulpit eccho forth her Fame : 
: Write Glorious Epitaphs, that fo 
Poſterity may know, 
How much Divinity to her did owe. 

In vain your learned Argument y had tr d 
Yor Arguments and Senſe were always on your fide.) 
In vain you bandrd airy words 
leainſt a Ruling Pow'r, and Cutting Swords; 
Had not the Hero, by Maria mov'd, 

(Maria the Belov'd!) 
fepp'd in and ſav' d your finking Church and State, 
bth had been ruin' d by one common Fate; 
And Muddy Tiber, long e er this, 
fad ſullr'd the pure Streams of Thamiſis. 
ay then, to ſuch Deliwerers, what's due, 
lad let that gratefully be pany by you. 
_—_— . 


le Friends of Helicon Lament and Mourn, 
And all your Numbers to ſaid Dirges turn, 
| Since ſhe is gone, the nobleſt Theam ! 
And Patroneſs of you and Them! 
No more ſhe now ſhall hear 
Tour Joyful Notes ſaluting the New Year, 
Which till was happy whilſt ſtill bleſs'd wich her! 
Her Praiſes now rehearſe 3 
In mighty Numbers, mighty Verſe, 
Now let your-higheſt Fancies looſlly fy, 
| You cannot ſoar too high, 
thin the Limits of Mortality. 
Rack, Rack, each Meraphor 
our flatt'ring Tribe have heretofore 
\pply'd to Woman-kind ; it will appear 
They're true of her, and only her, 
Flatt'ry ſhe hated here below, 
he higheſt Fancy cannot reach her Merits now: 


dies 
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| | | . 

Stop here my Muſe - thou ſtriv'ſt in vain; 

With flagging Wings the mighty height to gain; 

She is as much above thy feeble Praiſe, 

As is the place 5 

That holds her glorious Spirit now, 

Diſtant from little Thee below: 

So have we ſeen a Falcon in his flight, 

Purſue the nimble Quarry out of fight; 

Weary'd, and ſpent, at laſt | 

Deſcend with hanging Wings and eager haſt. 

And yet before thou leav'ſt thy Song, 

Let the great William take thy Wiſh along; 
May he his Conquering Arms advance W 
Into the Bowels of Inſulting France: Ft 

May Bleſs d Marias Soul inſpire 
His active Breaſt with double Fire; 
Then crown'd with Laurels let him come, 
Bring Peace and Glory with him home; 
And he, and they, upon us Smile, 
Whilſt he rules Albion, or Maris is remembred in our! 
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Pindarick Ode, 


8 I. 

He's dead, alas! beyond recov'ry dead! 
The Queen is dead in whom we liv'd, 
While all our Joys far as her Soul are fled, 

And ſcarce can ſooner be retriev'd : 
What then remains for Comfort or Relief, 
But a free Vent to our Juſt Source of Grief? 
Deſcend, Britannia, from thy loſty Seat, 
Lay all the Enſigns of thy Grandeur down; 
hy Robes, thy Scepfer, and thy Crown; 


ur I Shew thy concern, as its occaſion, great, 


No more thy mingled colours of thy Roſe 
Shall their united Beauty boaſt, 
vince thoſe her fairer Cheeks did once diſcloſe, 
Are pale and wither'd, dead and loſt. 
Call fair Albania to partake thy woe, 
For, as the Loſs, ſhe will the Sorrow ſhare, 
Whoſe Stings more pungent than her Thiftles are. 
Thy Handmaid, fad Terna, too 
A mournful Lamentation muſt prepare, 
Her Golded Lyre muſt now neglected lie 
Like thoſe of frael in exile; 
dhe, tho' long vers'd in feign'd complaint, 
And in affected Mourning quaint, 
Thro? all the confines of her Iſle 
Will raiſe a louder than her native Cry, 
Will real Sorrow to her Heart admit, 
And grieve N Tears no longer counterfeit. 


Let 


— 
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II. 

Ler your loud Out- cries reach the Belgie ſhore; 
Her Lyon will with yours in Conſort roar, 

And ſhe will weep at the amazing ſound, 

Till from the Flood-gates of her Eyes 

Her Land is more in danger to be drown'd, 

Than by the Tides that at her Slyees riſe, 

For Grief her dear Maria breathſefs lies, 

For Grief her lov'd Maria is no more. 

She ſought Maria, and obtain'd her young, 

Her Prince renown'd in Council and in Arms, 
Who never any Conqu'ror knew, 

Till he Maria's powerful Eyes did view, 
And found their influence too ſtrong; 

Subdu'd by her reſiſtleſs Charms, 

Courted rhis Treaſure to enrich the Land, 
Whoſe value with her years increaſt, 
Did more and more the Peoples Hearts command, 

Who moſt eſteem'd her, as they knew her beſt; 
She bleſt them early, and adorn'd them long, 

Till, to her native Soil recall'd, 

By Chriſtian, worſe than Heathen Rome enthrall'd, 
She here did with tranſcendent luſtre ſhine, 

Our Rights and our Religion did ſecure. 

Kept them inviolate, that firm and pure 

Our Practice by Example did refine. 

But Death has quencht our 1raePs Light, 

Has rob'd Britannia Eyes of their Delight, 

Has ſnatch'd Albanie's and Jerna's Joy, 

And diſappointed Belgia's longing Sight. 

Since Fate does all your Bliſs alike deſtroy, 

All ſhould in Sorrow, as in Suff ring joyn, 

And till her Body ſhall revive, 

Preſerve her ſacred Memory alive; 

Then loudly your confederate Voices raiſe, 3 
Mourn, mourn Maria's Fall, ſing, ſing, Maria's Praiſe. 
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(1) 
III, 
While we our ſorrow for her loſs expreſs 
ind with unbounded grief our own bewail, 
Well may we fear to find the paſſion fail, 
I Rather than ſwell to an exceſs ; 
or if a Deluge of inceſſant Tears 
ind Pyramids of monumental Verſe, 
re but due Off rings at a worthy Herſe; 
To her's the Tribute ſhould be largely paid, 
Tro her's, in whom all Excellence was found, 
n whom each Grace and Virtue did abound, 
l by which Man is good or happy made: 
All to be valu'd or defird, 
u to be imitared or admir'd, 
all that for which the wiſeſt Monarch pray'd, 
l that which makes the Juſt, alive of 
ind dead, as univerſally deplor'd, 
Humble as higb, and affable as great, 
Pe did her Subjects as a Parent treat; 
To all their circumſtances had regard, 8 
Supply'd the needy, and the good preferr'd, 
The objects of her Pity or her Care. 
Did both, as both were wanted, ſhare, 


This Practice, theſe Perfections of her Mind, 
Have made her dear, as ſhe was good, to all; 
And do oblige, as they affect Mankind, 
To wait cloſe Mourners at her Funeral. 
IV, 
For, oh! A fatal and a loath'd Diſeaſe ; 
Fatal to England heretofore, 
And juſtly hated for its Injuries, 
When it the Royal Blood did ſeize, 
Alſoon as Heaven its Current did reſtore, 
And ſnatch our darling Glocefter from our eyes. 
Did Beauty on its Throne invade, 
Alike to Heav'n, as her, and us unkind, 


rd, ; 


Thoſe found Relief, and thoſe obtain'd Reward. 


Ince Heav'n was copy d in her Face and Mind, 


Its 


( 12) 
Its Glory here, its Goodneſs there diſplay'd; 
Daily the growing Malady prevail d, 
And weak' ning her, increaſt its ſtrength; 
Till baffled Art fell to o deſpair at length, 
To ſee how its Succeſsleſs meaſures fai'd, 
And her Phyſicians by their Sighs and Tears; 
Declar'd the ſad Preſages of their Fears. 
V. 
Fend could theie chief Embaffador of Heaven, | 
To whoſe reluctant tongue the Charge was giv'n ; 
Lay the Conſtraint on his abhorring Breath 
To vent the fad Preparative for Death; 
But what his faltring words could hardly ſpeak 
Was not unwelcom to her Ears, 
She with a ſmile the fatal Summons hears 
With leſs concern, than he who brought it ſhew'd; 
And more unmov'd, than they who liſt ning ſtood; 
All Hearts, bur her's, appear'd with Griet to break, 
She in the Sentence no ſurprize did find, 
Nor now was to prepare to dye: 
That mighty work was her great buſineſs made, 
How to perform it ſhe did often try, 
And with leſs fervency for daily Bread, 
Than daily dying to the World, ſhe pray'd. ame 
Thus ſhe Heav'ns Gift, her Life, to Heav'n reſign d, 10 


As treely as the Scepter from her Hand, Wb 
Which in our Monarch's Abſence well ſhe ſway' d; 1 
Nor more to loſe her Life, than Pow'r, repin'd, 0 


But chearſully her Prince and God obey'd, 
As cer ſhe did the Realms they call'd 44 to, command. T 
VI. 
And now the "ESA of Death's ſad pomp appears, 
Tue Queen is from her felt eſtrang d, 


Her ſtrength impair d, her lovely Viſage chang'd, Wo 
In ev'ry part ſhe dying Symptoms bears. 1 
While the proud Conqueror inſults her Face, C ; 


Does Beauty's nobleſt Cittadel ſurprize, 
Clouds all the darling Splendor of her Eyes, JON 
And triumphs over every captiv'd Grace. Naſſu 


es Wh +: 
\oſſau obſerv'd her yieldling to the Foe, 
e ſaw, and dreaded Nature's quick decay, 
And found his Courage baffled now; 
hat Courage that did falling States ſupport, 
And frighten Armies from the Field, 
Can to her ſuccor find no way, 
zut unſucceſsful in its chief effort 
| ſelf does to the powerful Tyrant yield; 
Ince ne can bring Maria no relief, 
jnce nothing for her ſafety can be done, 
He grows regardleſs. of his own, _ 
bandon'd wholly to Exceſs of Grief; 
And ta divert the Raviſner 
J From his injurious force an her, 
vites him rather on himſelf to prey, 
ind ſwooning, haſtes to meer big on the way. 
| „ 
Wiſely the Pyrant to commit his Rape, 
Aſſum'd this formidable ſhape, 
e could no other frightful Viſage wear, 
In no diſinaying Form but this appear, 
No ſhock unduaunted VNaſſau's daring Soul, 
Vho oft, unmov'd, had look'd him in the Face, , 
ft! ſought him out in every likely place; : 
mong loud Cannon and their roaring Balls, : 
In Camps entrench'd, and well mann'd City Walls, 


While Show'rs of breaking Bombs fell round his Head, 
e ſaw the fierce deſtructive Lightning roul, 


Amidſt the Danger, free from Dread; 1 
ind could Death's Terrors ev'ry where deſpiſe | 
But in his dear Marias dying Eyes; 
There they a ghaſtly Vizard wore, 
Such as he never ſaw before. 
his diſmal Object pierc'd bis ſoftned Heart, 
Ihe Foe attacking thus his tendreſt part, 
Soon made a Conqueſt o'er the whole: 
nd now he firſt knew what it was to fear, 


ar could have known it for himſelf, but her. VIII. 


Naſſu 


(14) 
VIII. 

Her he preferr'd to his own precious life, 
For ſhe its greateſt Bleſſing prov'd, 
And had not this attempt « Fare, 

Too well convinc'd him of her mortal ſtate, 

Had he not thus been undeceiv'd, | 

He by her form and goodneſs had believ'd 

An Angel, not a Woman, was his Wife. 

So firmly, ſo intirely ſtill they lov'd, 

That never two became more truly one: 

She had no will, but to her Lord's reſign'd, 

His pleaſure ſwayd the Empire of her mind; 

In every thing, they were fo cloſely joyn'd, 

That Death a nicer task did never know, 

Than how to make the ſeperation, 

To kill the Wife, and not 3 Husband too: 

1 
Trembling and pale the Monarch near her ſtood, 
- And as on her, Death laid his Icy Hand, 

He felt its froſty chillneſs ſeize bis Blood, 

Nor longer could, when ſhe was falling, fand; 
Faintly he calbd to be remov'd, 

He could not go, and durſt not ſtay 

To ſee her dying Pangs, whom he ſo: dearly loy' 'd 

To ſee Maria forc'd away. 
| Scarce was he carried from the wounding fight, 

When as if griev'd with him to part, 

And that alone remain'd to break her Heart, 
As if difpleas'd to ſee the light: 

She did he weary Eyc-lids cloſe, . 

And in Death's cold Embraces fell aſleep; 
Baut has alas! diſturb'd the World's pri 
And left it cauſe for future Years to weep; 
While our lamenting Soveraign's ſole Relief, 
Is in the num rous Partners of his Greek. 

5 
Such Comforts, if there Comfort can be found, 

Do in his own and foreign Realms abound: 


(15) 
al Lands wherein the doleful news is known, 
will che vaſt Joſs with equal grief bemoan ; 
All but the Galliek Askelon. 
40 never may the Rumour thither come! 

May ev'ry Tongue, that in thoſe ſtreets would ſpread 
JThe Fatal Tydings, that Maria's dead, 
Iror its reward be ſtruck for ever dumb, 
Leſt the inſulting Daughters of our Foe, | 

nk in our Grief, and triumph in our Woe. 

St 
: At 1 they ſhall at our Loſs rejoyce, 
f For ſtill Victorious Naſſau lives, 
. Piſpels our Fears, our Courages revives. 
Ine faithful Senate crouding round his Throne, 
| I recognize him with a general Your, 
In dutiful Addreſſes bows, 

Fidelity and juſt Obedience vows 
Nor do they promiſe him their aid in vain, | 
Piace they, in his, do their own Rights maintain; 
Puch are the Bleſſings of his happy Reign. 
Supported thus, he ſhall our Arms advance 
To ſcourge the haughty Inſolence of France; 
hall her faint Hopes and fading Lillies blaſt, 
ind make her dearly pay for her Injuſtice paſt, 


To France then let us all our thoughts transfer. 
und for ador'd Maria grieve no more, 


That happy Princeſs 1s above our Care, 
ind we her change injuriouſly deplore 
nce for a Mortal Diadem laid down, 

She ſhines in an immortal Crown, 
Intitled to it by her ſecond Birth, 


ind reigns a Queen in Heav'n, whe liv'd a Saint on Earth. 
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To Mr. DRT DE MN, 


ON HIS « 
RELIGIO LAICI | 


Egone you Slaves, you Idle Vermine go. 
Fly from the Scourges, and your Maſter know) f 


Let free, impartial men from Dryden lean II 
_ My ſerious Secrets, of a high concern, Jin 
Al weighty Truths, ſolid convincing Senſe, Ife 
Explain'd by unaffected Eloquence. 0 


What can you (Reverend Levi) here take ill? 
Men till had folks, and men will have them tillJ(4 
He that hath none, and lives as Angels do It 
Muſt be an Angel; but what's that to you? Ih 
While mighty Lewis finds the Pope too great, 
And dreads the Yoke of his impoſing Seat, Ot 
Our Secs are more Tyrannick Power aſſume, 
And would for Scorpions change the Rods of Rom 
That Church detain'd the Legacy Divine ; | 
Fanaticks caſt the Pearls of Heaven to Swine: 
What then have honeſt thinking men to do, 
But chuſe a mean between th Uſurping two e 
Nor can the Ægyptian Patriarch blame a Muſe, 
Which tor his . does his heat excuſe; IV. 
Whatever Counſels have approv'd his Creed In 
The PRE FACE lure was his own AQ and Deed E 


At 
0, | * 


(3) 
a Our Church will have that Preface read (You 1 
Tis true, But ſo ſhe will th Apocrypha; [fay,) 
Land ſuch as can believe them freely may. 
But did that God (fo little underſtood) 
whoſe Darling attribute is being good, 
from the dark Womb of the Rude Chaos bring 
Such various Creatures, and make Man their King; 
Vet leave his Favorite, Man, his chiefeſt care, 
More wretched than the vileſt Inſects are? 
1 O! how much happier and more ſafe are they ? 
wilt helpleſs Millions muſt be doom'd a Prey 
Iro Yelling Furies, and for ever burn 
In that fad place from whence is no return, 
For unbelief is one they never knew, 

Jr for not doing what they could not do! 

The very Fiends know for what Crime they fell, 

ullz And fo do all their Followers that rebel) 

If then a blind, well- meaning, Indian ſtray, 
Shall the great Gulph be ſhew'd him for the way ? 

at, | For better ends our kind Redeemer dy d, 

Oc the fall'n Angels Rooms will be but ill ſupply d. 

„ | That C/, Who at the great deciding Day 

Rom] For he declares what he reſolves to ſay.) 

Will damn the Goats, for their IJ. natur'd faults, 
And fave the Sheep, for Actions, not for Thoughts, 
Hath too much mercy to ſend men to Hell, 
kor humble Charity, and hoping well. 
luſe, To what Stupidity are Zealots 3 85 
Whoſe inhumanity profuſely ſhown ſown! 
In Damning Crouds of Souls, may Damn 2 
Tl err at leaſt on the ſecurer ſide, 
A Convert free from Malice and from Pride: 


Oed 


ON 


FE 'ROSCOMON, 


Poem with ſo bold a Title, and a Name preſiæ d, from which"* 
the handling of ſo ſerious a ſub ject wou'd not be expected, may 
_ reaſonably oblige the Author, to ſay ſomewhat in defence both 
| of himſelf, and of his undertaking. In the firſt place, if it 
be ob jected to me, that being a Layman, 1 ought not to have concern di"! 
my ſelf with Speculations, which belong to the Profeſſion of Divinity; Iye 
cou'd Anſwer, that perhaps, Laymen, with equal advantages of Parti? 
and Knowledge, are not the moſt incompetent Judges of Sacred things 
But in the due ſenſe of my awn weakneſs and want of Learning, I pleat 
not this: I pretend not to make my ſelf a Judge of Faith, in others, bus 
only to make a Confeſſion of my own ; 1 lay no unhallewed hand up 
the Ark, but wait on it, with the Reverence that becomes me at a di 
ſtance: In the next place I will ingenionſly confeſs, that the helps I hare 
us d in this ſmall Treatiſe, were many of them taken from the Work 
of our own Reverend Divines of the Church of England; ſo that th 
Meapon with wkich I combat Irreligion are already conſecrated ; thoug! 
I ſuppoſe they may be taken down as lawfully as the Sword of Goliah wa} 
by David, when they are to be employed for the common Cauſe, again 
' the Enemies of Piety. I intend not by this to iutitle them to any of n) 
errowrs; which, yet, 1 Hope are only thoſe of Charity to Mankind; an 
ſuch as my own charity has caus'd me to commit, that of others may mori 
eaſily excuſe. Being naturally inclin'd te Scepticiſm in Philoſophy, 
have ne reaſon to inpeſe my Opinions, in a Subject which is above it 
But whatever they are, I ſubmit them with all Reverence to my M. 
ther Church, accounting them no fart her mine, than as they are auth 
riz'd, or at leaft, uncondemn'd by her. And indeed, to ſecure my ſe 
on this ſide, I have us d the neceſſary Precaution, of ſhowing this Pu 
per before it was publiſÞ'd to a judicious and learned Friend, 4 man iv th 
defatigably zealous in the ſervice of the Church and State: and whi| 
Writings have highly deſerv'd of both, He was plear'd to approve th 
| body of the Diſcourſe, and I hope he is more my Friend, than to ao it ff 
of Complaiſance: Tis true he had too good a taſte to like it all; at 
amongſt ſome other faults recommended to my ſecond view, what 1 ha 
written, perhaps too boldly, on St, Athanaſius : which he adviſed Wetio: 
wholly to omit, I am ſenſible enough that I had done more prudent\}l i: 
ro have jollow'd his epinion? But then ] could not haus ſatisfied Miſe 7 


(5 


I, that I had done Honeſtly not to have written what was my own. J. 
lt always been my thought, that Heathens, who newer did, nor with. 
aut Miracle cou d here of. the Name of Chriſt, were yet in a poſſibility 
Salvation. Neither will it enter eaſily into my belief, that before 
e coming of our Saviour, the whale World, excepting only the Jewiſh, 
ation, ſhou'd lye under the inevitable neceſſity of everlaſting Puniſt- 
ent, for want of that Revelation, which was confin d to ſo ſmall a ſpo: 
round as that of Paleſtine, Among the Sons of Noah we read of one 
oel who was accurs'd; and if a bleſſing in the ripeneſy of time was re- 
%, for Japher, (of whoſe Progeny we are,) it ſecms unaccountable to 
phich ne, why ſo many Generations of the ſame Offipring, as preceeded our 
mayo viour in the Fliſh, ſhon'd be all involv'd in one common couemnation, 
both end yet that their Poſterit ſhou'd be entituled to the hopes of Salvation: 
if ifs if © Bil of Excluſion had paſſed only on the Fathers, which debarr'd 
ern Aut the Sons from their Succeſſon. Or that ſo many Ages had been de- 
ty; M'c1'd over 2 Hel, and ſo many reſerv'd for Heaven, and that the 
Parti vi! had the ſirſt choice, and God the next. Truly I am apt to think, 
What the revealed Religion which was taught by Noah to al his Sons 
lead ught continue for ſome Ages in the whole Poſterity. That afterwards 
it was included wholly in the Family of Sem is manifeſt: but when the 
Progenies of Cham and Japhet ſwarm'd into Colonies, and thoſe Colonics 
ers ſubdivided into many others; in proceſs of time their Deſcendants 
ft by Little and little the Primitive and Purer Rites of Divine Wor- 
ſip, retaining only the notion of one Deity; to which ſucceeding Gene- 
ations added others: (for men took their Degrees in thoſe Ages from 
mquerors 10 Gods.) Revelation being thus eclipſed to almoſt a4 Man- 
Wind, the light of Nature as the next in Dignity was ſubſtituted; and 
inet ir ir which St. Paul concludes to be the Rule of the Heathens; and 
which they are hereafter to be judg'd. If my ſuppoſition be true, 
Wien the conſequence which I haue aſſum d in my Poem may be alſo true; 
amely, that Deiſm, or the Principles of Natural Worſhip, are only 
be faint remnants or dying flames of reveal d Religion in the Poſteri- 
of Noah. And that our Modern Philoſophers, nay and ſome of our 
liloſophiſing Divines have too much exalted the facultics of our Souls, 
hes they have maintain d that by their force mankind has been able 
find out that there is one Supreme Agent or Intellectual Being which 
call God; that Praiſe and Prayer are his duc Worſhip; and the reſt 
thoſe deducements, which I am confident are the remote effects of 
W'velation, and unattainable by our Diſcourſe, I mean as ſimply conſt - 
red, and without the benefit of Divine Illumination. So that we 
we not lifted up our ſelves to God, by the weak Prnions of our Reaſon 
Wt be has been pleaſed to deſcend to us: and what Socrates ſaid of him, 
hat Plato writ, and the reſt of the Heathen Philoſophers of ſeveral 
iſed uotions, i5 all no more than the Twilight of Revelation, after the Sun 
idem it was ſet in the Race of Noah. That there is ſomething above , 


ied Me Principle of motion, our Reaſon can apprehend, thongh it cannot 
0 | 1 ailſcover 
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port: "tis to take away the Pillar from our Faith, and to prop it onl . 
with a twig: tis to deſign a Tower like that of Babel, which if it werd 
poſſible (as it is not) to reach Heaven would come to nothing by the 
confuſion of the Workmen, For every man is Building a ſeveral way | 
impotently conceited of his own Model, and his own Materials. Rea 
ſon is always ſtriving, and always at a loſs: and of neceſſity it muſt ſi 
come to paſs, while tis *exercis'd about that which is not its proper ob 
Jef. Let us be content at laſt, to know God by his own Methods; as}; 
leaſt ſo much of him, as he i pleas'd to reveal to t in the Sacred Scripy 
tures; to apprehend them to be the Word of God, is all our Reaſon has 
o do; for all beyond it is the work of Faith, which is the Seal of Hea 
chen impreſs'd upon our human unierſtanding. 5 

And now for what concerns the Holy Biſhop Athanaſius, be Prefack þ, 
of whoſe Creed ſeems inconſiſtent with my opinion; which is, that Ha 
thens may poſſibly be ſav' d; in the firft place I deſire it may be conſider $þ In 
that it is the Preface only, not the Creed it ſelf, which, (till I am bei 


3 
7 
x 
I 


; 
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rer inform d) is of too hard a digeſtion for my Charity. Tu not that 4 
1 am ignorant how many ſeveral Texts of Scripture ſeemingly ſupport gu 
that Cauſe: but neither am I ignorant how all thoſe Texts may recei vi ,,. 
A kinder, and more mollified Interpretation. Every man who u read 1 ,, 


Church Hiſtory knows that Belief was drawn up after a long conteilatiV 3 
on with Arrius, concerning the Divinity of our Bleſſed Saviour, and hi 
bring one Subſtance with the Father; and that thus compil'd, it was ſnl 
abroad among the Chriflian Churches, as a kind of Teſt, which whiſ [7 
ever took, was look'd on as an Orthodox Believer. Iis manifeſt from 
Hence, that the Heathen part of the Empire was not concerned in it: jo 
its buſineſs was not to diſtinguiſh betwixt Pagans and Chriſtians, bu fo 
betwixt Hereticks and true Believers, Tis, well conſider'd, takes off 


6 
the Heavy weight of Cenſure, which I wor'd willingly avoid from | 5 
wenerable a Man; for if this Proportion, Whoſoever will be ſav'd, 4 5 
reſtrained only to thoſe to whom it was intended, and for whom it wil | 
compoſed, I mean the Chriſtians ; then the Anathema reaches not . 
Heathens, who had never heard »f Chriſt, and were wothing intereſſi br 
in that diſpute.” After all, I am far from blaming even that Prefator if 
a Adition to the Creed, and as far from cavelling at the continuation ,, 
it in the Liturgy of the Church; where, on the days appointed, . ., 
preblickly read: Her, I ſuppoſe, there is the ſame reaſon for it now, 'Y 
opt fo the Socinians, as there was then againſt the Arrians ; t 


oe being a Hereſe, which ſeems #0 have been reßn'd out of the other 
| | 47 
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Id with how much mont. plauſibility of Reaſon it combats onr Religion, 


be-W with ſo much more caution to be avoided: and therefore the prudence of 
the wr Church is to be commended, which has inter pos d her Authority for 
1 I the recommendation of this Creed. Yet to ſuch as are grounded in the 
pt true believe, thoſe explanatory Creeds, the Nicene and thu of Athana- 


Ius might perhaps be ſpar'd : for what is ſupernatural, will always be 


ove» Myſtery in ſpight of Expoſition: and for my own part the plain Apo- 

ſup pics Cretd is woſt ſuitable to my weak underſtanding; as the ſimpleſt diet 

only; the moſt eaſie of Digeſtion, | | 

1 71 / have dwelt longer on this Subject thau ] intended; and longer than, 
2 


ber haps, Ioug ht; for having laid down, as my Foundation, that the 
A Scripture is a Rule; that in all things needful to Salvation, it 1s clear, 
I (ufficient, and ordain'd by God Almighty for that purpoſe, I have left 
Fi my /elf uo right to interpret obſcure places, ſuch as concern the poſſi- 
lic) of eternal happineſs to Heathen: : becauſe whatſoever is obſcure 
i concluded not neceſſary to be known. 5 
ep But by aſſerting the Scripture to be the Canon of our Faith, I have 
I 11av0:iaably created to my ſelf two ſorts of Enemies: The Papiſts in- 
area, more directly, hecauſe they have kept the Scripture from us, what 
i hey cou'd ; and have reſerv'd to themſelves a right of Interpreting what 
ef "44 they have acliver'd under the pretence of Infallibility: and the Fena- 
1 ticks more collaterally, becauſe they have aſſum d what amounts 10 an 
Infallibility, in the private Spirit: aud have detorted thoſe Texts of 
@ Scripture, which are not neceſſary to Salvation, to the damnable uſes of 
oY $eaition, difturbance and deſirudt ion of the Ci vil Government. To be- 
DP" gin with the Papiſis, and to ſpeak freely, I think them the leſs dange- 


cel % (at leaſt in appearance to our preſent State) for not only the Pe- 
al 1h ral Laws are in Force againſt them, and their number is contemptible; 
— r alſo their Peerage and Commons are excluded from Parliaments, and 
n hi conſequent Iy thoſe Laws in no probability of being Repeal d. A General 
Jl ana Unixterrupted Plot of their Clergy, ever ſince the Reformation, 1 
ph1ſo ſuppoſe all Proteſtants believe. For tis not reaſonable to think but that 


ſo many of their Orders, as were out ed from their fat Poſſeſſions, wou d 
r: JAY endeavour a re. entrance againſt thoſe whom they account Hereticks, As 
er the late deſign, Mr. Coleman's Letters, for ought I know are the 


Res of beſt Evidence; aud what they diſcover, without wyre-drawing their 
rom | Sepſe, or malicious Gloſſes, all Men of reaſon conclude credible, If there 
d, 1 any thing more than this requir d of me, I muſt believe it as well as 
lam able, in ſpight of the Witneſſes, and out of a decent conformity to 
0! be Votes of Parliament: For I ſuppoſe the Fanaticks will not allow the 
ereſſe private Spirit in thu Caſe: Here the Infallibility is at leaſt in one part 
Ja10'Y of the Government; and our underſtandings as well as our wills are 
7 repreſented. But to return to the Roman Catholic ls, how can we be ſe- 
2, cure from the practice of ̃eſuited Papiſis in that Religion; For not two 
ow, ¶ or three of that Order, as ſome of them would impoſe upon us, bat al-. 
a , 2 not the whale Boay of them are of opinion, that their infallible Maſter 

i 8 
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* has a rig hi over Kings, uot only in Spirituali but Temporalt. Not: Pope 
name Mariano, Bellarmine, Emanuel Sa, Molina, Sentaret, Simancal amo 
and at leaft twenty others of Foreign Countries, we can produce of oy . 
own Nation, Campian, and Doleman or Parſone, beſides many are naw Ml /, 
whom 1 have not read, who all of them atteſt this Dactrine, that the 
Pope can depoſe and give away the Right of any Sovereign Prince, f u- 
vel paulum deflexerit, if he ſpall newer ſo little Worp : but if he one Ich 
comes to be Excommunicated, then the Bond of obedience u taken off fn 
Subjects; ani they may and ought to drive him like another Nebuchad Mit: ( 
| nezzar, ex hominum Chriſtianorum Dominatu, from exerciſing Dom: Nat 
nion over Chriſtians: and to thu they are bound by virtue of DivintAsi . 
Precept, and by all the tyes of Conſcience under no leſs Penalty thai it, 
Damnation. If they anſwer me (as a Learned Prieft has lately Writ vhi, 
ren,) that this Doctrine of the Feſuites 74 not de fide, and that conſ:Y E 
' quently they are not oblig d by it, they muſt pardon me, if I think they a- 
Have ſaid nothing to the purpoſe, for 'tis a Maxim in their Church] Inſo 
where Points of Faith are not decided, and that Doctors are of contrargll cafe 
opinions, they may follow which part they pleaſe: but more ſafely ti ſul 
| moſt receiv'd and moſt authoriz'd, And their Champion Bellarmine h (w/ 
rold the World, in hu Apology, that the King of England u a Vaſſal tf tha 
the Pope, ratione directi Domini, and that he holds in Villanage of : 
Roman Landlord. Which is no new claim put in for England, Ouff vi- 
Chronicles are hy Authentique Witneſſes, that, King Joha was depet I fr01 
by the ſame Plea, and Phillip Avguſtus admitted Tenant, And which na: 
males abe more for Bellarmine, the French Ring was again ejected whei the 
our King ſubmitted to the Church, and the Crown receiv d under th our 
ſordid Condition of a Vaſſalage. „ 
"Ta not ſufficient for the more moderate and wel. meaning Papiſts, ( var 
which I doubt not there are many) te produce the Evidences of their Loy 
alty to the late King, and to declare their Innocency in thu Plot; I vil 
grant their behaviour in the firſt, to have been as Loyal and as brav 
2s they deſire; and will be willing to hold them excus'd as to the ſecond 
{I mean when it comes to my turn, and aſter my betters; for 'tis a mad 
neſs to be fober alone, while the Nation continues Drunk :) but that Sa Hod 
ing of their Father Creſ. is fill running in my heal, that they may 
ai ſpens d with in their Obedience to an Heretick Prince, while the nec 
fity of the times ſhall oblige them to it (for that (as another of then 
rells us,) wu only the effect of Chriſtian Prudence) but when once the 
| ſhall get power to ſhake him off, an Heretick i no lawful King, and cos 
ſequently to riſe againſt him u wo Rebellion, 1 ſhould be glad therefort Di] 
' that they won d follow the advice which was charitably given them M va; 
4 Reverend Prelate of our Church; namely, that they would joyn in. 
" publick Act of diſowning and det eſting thoſe Jeſuitick Principles; a 
ſubſeribe to all Doctrines which deny the Pope's Authority of Depoſin 
' Kings, and releaſing Subjects from their Oath of Allegiance : to wii | 
1 frould thin they might eaſily be induc'd, if it be true that this preſa 
? | . Df 
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ot 24 pipe has condewn'd the Doctrine of Ring killing (a Theſis of the Jeſuites) 
incal mongſt others ex Cathedra (as they call it) or in open Conſiftory. 
Fa Leaving them, therefore, in ſo fair a way (if they pleaſe themſelves) 
am, ſatisfying all reaſonabls Men, 1 their ſincerity and good meaning to 
rde Government, I ſpall make bold to confider that other extreme of 
e, (our Religion, I mean the Fanaticks, or Schiſmasickt, of the Engliſh 
on: Church. Since the Bible has been tranſlated into our Tongue, t hey have 
fro . it ſo, as if their buſineſs was not ta be ſav'd, but to be damn'd by 
bad: Contents, if me conſider only them, better had it been for the Engliſh 
omi Nation, that it had ſtill remain d in the original Greek and Hebrew, or 
vintYs! leaſt in the honeſt Latin of St. Jerome, than that ſeveral Texts in 
thaiſſ it, ſpould have been prevaricated to the deſtruction of that Governments 
Prit which put it into ſo ungrateful hands, 
onſ:Y How many Hereſies the firſt Tranſlation of Tyndal produced in few 
they ears, let my Lord Herbert's Hiftory of Henry the Eighth inform you ; 
urch nſomuch that for the groſi errours in it, and the great miſchiefs it oc- 
raren d, a Sentence paſi d on the firſt Edition of the Bible, too ſpame- 
'y thi ful almoft to be repeated. After the ſhort Reign of Edward the Sixth 
e ha (who had continued to carry on the Reformation, on other Principles 
ſal tiff than it was begun) every one knows that not only the chief Promoters 
of hf if that Work, but many others, whoſe Conſciences wou'd not diſpence 
Ou ith Popery, were forc'a for fear of perſecution, to change Climates: 
per from whence returning at the beginning of Queen Ebzaberh's Reign, 
vhielſl nany of them who had been in France, aud at Geneva, brought back 
when the rigid opinions and imperioas diſcepline of Calvin, to graff upon 
er t our Reformation, which thorigh they cunning iy conceal'd at firft, (as 
well knowing how nauſeoufly that Drug won d go down in a lawful Mo- 
„ (vrch, which was preſerib d for a rebellious Common-wealth) yet they 
LA "!ways kept it in reſerve; and were never wanting to themſelves eitter 
] will in Court or Parliament. when either they had any proſpect of a nume- 
raul row Party of Fanatick Members in the one, or the Encouragement of any 
contÞ Favourite in the other, whſe Covetoulneſs was gaping as the Patrimg- 
1m add ny of the Church. They who will conjult the [Works of our venerable 
Say Hooker, or the account of his l. tfe, or more particularly the Letter writ- 
ay ten to him on his Subject, by George Cranmer, may ſee by what grada- 
nee ons they preceedea; from the ai/like of Cap and Snrplice, the very xext 
then Tep was Admonitions to the Parliament again the whole Government 
the Ecclefiaftica!: then came our Volumes in Engliſh and Latin in defence 
{ conf of their Tenets: and immediately Practices were ſet on foot ro eref their 
efor'Y Diſcipline without Authority. Thoſe not ſucceeding, Satyr and Railing 
em war the next: And Martin Viar-Prelate (the Marvel of thoſe times) was 


an the rt Precbyterian Scribler, win ſanSify'd Libels and Scurrility to the 
ae of the Good Old Cauſe. Which was done (ſay's my Author) upon 
poſinſ thus account; that (their ſerions Treatiſes having been fully anſwered 
and refuted) they might compaſs by railing what they. had luSt by reaſon- 
reſal *g; and when their Cauſe was ſunk in Court and Parliament, they 
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might at leaſt hedge in a flake amongſt the Rabble: for to their ipy, 
rance all things are Wit which are abnſfive; but if Church aud Stati“ 
were made the Theme, then the Doctoral Degree of Wit was to be talen. 
ar Billingſgate: even the Moſt Saint-like of the Party, though they 
durſt not excuſe this contempt and villyfying of the Government, yet war, 
pleas d, and grin'd at it with a pious ſmile; and call d it a jadgment 
. of God againſt the Hierarchy. Thus Sedtaries, we may ſee, were born“ 
with teeth, foul mouth d and ſcurrilous from their infancy : and if Spi. 
ritual Pride, Venome, Violence, Contempt of Superiours and Slander had 
been the marks of Orthodox Belief ; the Presbytery and the reſt of our 
Schiſmaticks, which are their Spawn, were always the Moft wviſtylel 
Church in the Chriſtian World, | 155 
Tis true, the Government was too flrong at that time for a Rebelli. 
on; but to ſhew what proficiency they had made in Calvin's School, even “ 
Then their mouths water'd at it: for two of their gifted Brot her hoo 
(Hacket and Coppinger) as the Story tells us, got up into a Peaſe-Car: f, 
and harangued the People, to diſpoſe them to an Inſurrection, and o "al 
efabliſh the Diſcipline by force: ſo that bowevver it comes about, tha: 
now they celebrate Queen Elizaberh's Birth. night, as that of their Saint 
and Patroneſs; yet then they were for doing the work of the Lord ly) 0 
Arms againſt her, and in all probability, they wanted but à Fana- 
rique Lord Mayor and two Sheriffs of their Party to have compaſs'd it. 
Our wenerable Hooker, after many Admonitiuns which he had giver 
them, toward the end of his Preface, breaks out into thu ProphetictY * * 
Speech, There is in every one of theſe Conſiderations molt juſt caulk 
to kar, leſt our haſtineſs to embrace a thing of ſo perilous conſe- 
« quence (meaning the Presbyterian Diſcipline) ſnould cauſe Polteri- 
ty to feel thoſe Evils, which as yet are more eaſie for us to prevent 
* than they would be for them to remedy, 
How fatally this Caſſandra has foretold we know too well by ſad ex- 
perience: the Seeds were ſown in the time of Queen Elizabeth, he bloody 
Harweſt ripened in the Reign of King Charles the Martyr: and becauſt 
all the Sheawes could not be carried off without ſhedding ſome of the loſe ©* 
Grains, another Crop u too like to follow; nay I fear tis unavoraable Nh! 
F the Conventiclers bs permitted ſtill to ſcatter, 
A man may be ſuffer'd to quote an Adverſary to our Religion, when 
he ſpeaks Truth: and tis the obſervation of Meimbourgh 1x i Hiſto- 
ry of Calviniſm, that where-ever this Diſcipline was flanted and em. 
brac'd, Rebellion, Civil-War and Miſery attended 15. And how in- th 
deed ſhould it happen otherwiſe? Reformation of Church and State ha 1 
always been the ground of our Diviſions in Fnglaud. While we ait 
Papiſit, our Holy Father rid us. by pretending authority out of 1h! 
Scriptures to depoſe Princes: when we ſhook off his Authority, the edtu 
ries furniſh'd themſelves with the ſame Weapons; and out of the ant 
Magazine, the Bible. So that the Scriptures, which are in them (elvil 
the greateſt (cart, of Govermoury:, as (09m anaing ew (5 wen, en i! 
| how, 
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em, are uow turn'd to their deſtruction; and never ſince-the Refor- 
nation, has there wanted a Text of their interpreting to Authorize a 
Rebel, 
ing and Depoſing, which have been taken up only by the worſt Party of 
le Papiſts, the moſt frontleſs Flatterers of the Pope Authority, have 
en eſpous d, def ended and are ſtill maintain'd by the whole body of Non- 
nformiſts and Republicans. Tu but dubbing themſelves the People 
if God, which tis the Intereſt of their Preachers to tell them they are 
md their own Intereſt to believe; and after that, they cannot dip into 
e Bible, but one Text or another will turn up for their purpoſe + if 
they are under Perſecution (as they call it,) then that is a mark of their 


And "tis to be noted by the way, that the Doctrines of King-&l- 


fleck ton; if they flouriſh, then Ged works Miracles for their Deliverance, 
nd the Saints are to poſſeſs the Earth. 1 

They may think themſelves to be too ronghly handled in this Paper , 
ut I who know beſt how far I could have gone on thi Subject, muſt be 
d to tell them they are ſpar d: though at the ſame time 1am not 1g- 
mrant that they interpret the milaxeſs of a Writer to them, as they do 
the mercy of the Government; in the one they think it Fear, and con- 
lade it Weakneſs in the other, The beft way for them to confute me, 
, as I before advis'd the Papiſts, to diſclaim their Principles, and re- 
nownce their Practices. We ſhall all be glad to think them true Engliſp- 
ven when they obey the King, and true Proteſtants when they conform 
'1the Church Diſciplinc. 

I: remains that I acquaint the Reader, that the Verſes were written 
for an ingenious young Gentleman, my Friend; upon hu Tranſ/ation «f 
The Critical Hiſtory ot the Old Teſtament, compos'd by the learned Fa- 
ther Simon: The Ver ſes therefore are addreſſed to the Trauſlator of that 
Work, and the ſtyle of them is, what it ought to be, Epiſtolary. 

If any one be ſo lamentable a'Critiek as to require the Smoothneſs, the 
Numbers and the Turn of Heroick Poetry of thu Poem, I muſt tell him, 
har if he hu not read Horace, I have ftudied him, and hope the fiyle of 
n Epiſtles is not ill imitated here. The Expreſſions of a Poem, deſign 1 
purely for inſtruct ion, oug/t to be Plain and Natural, and yet Majeſtick : 
for here the Poet u1 pre ſum d to be a kind of Law giver, and thoſe three 
qualities winch I hade nam'd are proper to the Legiſlative ſtyle. The: 
Florid, Elevated and Figurative way is for the Paſſions; ſor Love and 
Hatred, Fear and Anger, are begotten in the Soul by ſhewing their Ob 
jets out of their true proportion, either greater than the Life, or lejs; 
but inſtract ion n to be given by ſrewing them what they naturally are. 
A Man i to bs cheated into Paſſion, but to be reajon'd inio Truth. 
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IM, as the borrow'd beams of Moon and Stars 
to lonely, weary, wandring Travellers, 
Is Reaſon, to the Soul: And as on high, 
Thoſe rowling Fires diſcover but the Sky 
Not light us Here; So Reaſon's glimmering Ray 
Was lent, not to aſſure our doubtful way, 
But guide us upward to a better Day. 
And as thoſe nightly Tapers diſappear, 
When Day's bright Lord aſcends our Hemiſphere; 
So pale grows Reaſon at Religions ſight; 
So dyes, and fo diſſolves in Supernatural Lig bt. 
Some few, whoſe Lamp ſhone brighter, have been led 
From Cauſe to Cauſe, ro Nature's ſecret head; 
And found that one firft Principle muſt be: 
But what, or who, that UNIVERSAL HE; 
Whether ſome Soul incompaſſing this Ball 
Unmade, unmov'd; yet making moving Al; 
Or various Atoms interfering Dance 
Leapt into Form (the Noble work of Chance; ) 
Or this great Al was from Eternity; 
Not ev'n the Stagirite himſelf could ſee; 
And Epicurtis gueſs'd as well as He: 
As blindly grop d they for a future State; 
As raſhly judg'd of Providence and Fate: 
* But leaſt of all could their endeavours find 
What moſt concern'd the gonad of Humane kind: 
For Hoppine/s was never to be found; 
But vamiſ}'d from em, like Enchanted ground, 


* Opinions of te ſever! Sets of Philoſophers concerning the Summum 
Zonum. | | | 
by One 


© i ad © bi 
One thought Content the good to be enjoy'd : 5 
This every little Accident deſtroy d: 9 he be 
Irbe wiſer Madmen did for Virtue toil: 
IA T horney, or at beſt a barren Soil: 
Yn Pleaſure ſome their glutton Souls would ſteep ;_ . 
Put found their Line too ſhort, the Well too deep; 5 
ad leaky Veſſels which no Bliſs cou'd keep. 
Thus, anxious Thoughts in endleſs Circles roul, 
Without a Centre where to fix the Soul: 
In this wild Maze their vain Endeavours end, 
How can the Leſs the Greater comprehend ? 
Or finite Reaſon reach Infinity? 
or what cou'd Fathom GOD were more than He. 
. * The Deiſts thinks he ſtands on firmer ground; 
Cries eb, the mighty Secret's found: 
God is that Spring of Good; Supreme and Beſt , 
We, made to ſerve, and in that Service bleſt ; 
|| fo, ſome Rules of Worſhip mult be given, 
Diſtributed alike to all by 1 N 
Elſe God were partial, and to ſome deny d 
The Means his Juſtice fhou'd for all provide. 
This general Worſhip is to PRAISE and PRAY: 
One part to borrow Bleſſings, one to pay: | 
ind when frail Nature ſlides into Offence, 
he Sacrifice for Crimes is Penitence. 
et, ſince th. Effects of Providence, we find, 
ure variouſly diſpens'd to Humane kind; 
hat Vice Triumphs, and Virtue ſuffers here, 
5 A brand that Sovereign Juſtice cannot bear;) 
dur Reaſon prompts us to a future State: 
The laſt Appeal from Fortune, and from Fate: 
here God's all-righteous ways will be declar'd; 
The Bad meet Puniſhment, the Good, Reward. 
Thus Man by his own ſtrength to Heaven wou'd ſoar: 
ind wou'd not be oblig'd to God for more. 
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Vain 


(14) 
Vain, wretched Creature, how art thou miſled 
To thin K thy Wit theſe God- like Notion; bred! 
Theſe Truths are not the product of thy Mind, 
But dropt from Heaven, and of a Nobler kind. 
ReveaP'd Religion firſt inform'd thy Sight, 
And Reaſon Gow not, till Faith ſprung the Light. 
Hence all thy Natural Worſhip takes the Source: 
Tis Revelation what thou think'ſt Difcourſe. 
Elſe how com'ſt Thou to ſee theſe Truths fo clear, 
Which ſo obſcure ro Heat hens did appear? 
Not Plato theſe, nor Ariſfotle found: - 
Nor He whoſe Wiſdom Oracles renown'd. 
Halt thou a Wit ſo deep, or ſo ſublime, 
Or canſt thou lower dive, or higher climb? 
Canſt Thou, by Reaſon, more of God. bead know 
Than Plutarch, Seneca, or Cicero? 
Thoſe Gyant Wits, in happier Ages born, 
( When Arms and Arts did Greece and Rome adorn). 
| Knew no ſuch Syſteme: no ſuch Piles cou'd raiſe 
Of Natural Worſhip, built on Pray r and ta 
To One ſole GOD. 
Nor did Remorſe, to expiate Sin, preſcribe :_ 
But flew their fellow Creatures for a Bribe : _ 
The guiltleſs Victim groan'd for their Offence , 
And Cruelty, and Blood was Penitence. 
If Sheep and Oxen cod attone for Men, 
Ah! at how cheap a rate the Rich might Sin! 


And great Oppreſſours might Heaven's Wrath mn 


By offering his own Creatures for a Spoil! 
Dar'ſt thou, poor Worm, oftend Infixity? 

And muſt the Terms of Peace be given * Thee? ? 

Then Thou art Juſtice in the laſt Appeal; 

Thy eaſy God inſtructs Thee to rebell: 20 

And, like a King remote, and weak, was whe! 

What Satisfaction Thou a art pleas to to make. . 
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But if there be a Pow'r roo Juſt, and frong 
Iro wink at Crimes, and bear uapuniſſid Mrong; 
Look humbly upward, ſee his Will diſcloſe 
Arne Forfeit firſt, and then rhe Fine impoſe : 
A MulF thy Poverty cou'd never pay, 
Had not Eternal Wiſdom found the way: 
ad with Cceleſtial Wealth ſupply'd thy Store: 
Ila Juſtice makes the Fine, bs Mercy quits the Score. 
Pee God deſcending in thy Humane Frame; 
Th* Offended, ſuff ring in th' Offenders Name: 
all thy Miſdeeds to him imputed ſee, 
Jand all his Righteouſneſs devolv'd on thee. 5 
For granting we have Sin'd, and that th' offence 
of Man, is made againſt Ormipotence, 
Pome Price, that bears proportion, muſt be paid, 
and Infinite with Infinite be weightd. 
dee then the Deiſt loſt : Remorſe for Vice, 
Not paid, or paid, inadequate in price: 
What farther means can Reaſon now direct, 
Or what Relief from humane Wit expect? 
Lat ſhews us /ick ; and ſadly are we ſure 
Sil] to be Sick, till Heav'n reveal the Cure: 
If then Heaven's Will muſt needs be underſtood, 
Which muſt, if we want Cure, and Heaven, be Good) 
Let all Records of Hl reveald be ſhown ; 
Vith Scripture, all in equal balance thrown, + 
und our one Sacred Book will be That one. 2. 
ile, L Proof needs not here, for whether we compare 
That Impious, Idle, Superſtitious Ware 
Pf Rites, Luſtrations, Offering, (which before 
In various Ages, various Countries bore) 
With Chriſtian Faith and Virtues, we ſhall find 
None anſw'ring the great ends of human kind 
Put Th one Rule of Life: That ſhews us beſt 
ow God may be appeas'd, and Mertals bleſt. 
Abether from length of Time its worth we draw, 
be World is ſcarce more Ancient than the Law: 


Heav'ns 


N ( 16 ) "IS 
Heav'ns early Care preſcrib, d for every Ape; 


Firſt, in the Soul, and after, in the Page. IA 
Or, whether more abſtractedly we look, No 
Or on the Writers, or the written Book, Tis 
Whence, but from Heav's, cou'd men unskill'd in Arts, ls 8 
In ſeveral Ages born, in ſeveral parts, A But 


Weave ſuch agreeing Truths? or how, or why 
Snou'd al conſpire to cheat us with a Lye? 
UnasF'd their Pains, ungrateful their Advice, 
Starving their Gain, and Martyrdom their Price; 
If on the Book it ſelf we caſt our view, 
Concurrent Heathens prove the Story True: 
The Doctrine, Miracles; which muſt convince, 
For Heav'n in Them appeals to humane Senſe: 
And though they prove not, they Confirm the Cauſe, 
When what is Taugbt agrees with Nature's Laws, 
Then for the Style; Majeſtick and Divine, 
It ſpeaks no lefs than God in every Line: 
Commanding words; whole Force is ſtill the fame 
As the fir ſt Fiat that produc'd our Frame. 
All Faiths beſide, or did by Arms aſcend; 
Or Senſe indulg'd has made Mankind their Friend: 
This o Doctrine does our Luſts oppoſe: 
Uafed by Nature's Soil, in which it grows; 
Croſs to our Intereſts, curbing Senſe, and Sin; 
Oppreſs d without, and undermin'd within, 
It thrives through pain; its own Tormentors tires; 
And with a ſtubborn patience ſtill aſpires. 
To what can Reaſon ſuch effects aſſign 
Tranſcending Nature, but to Laws Divine? 
Which in that Sacred Volume are contain'd; 
Sufficient, clear, and for that uſe ardain'd. 
* Burt ſtay: the Deiſt here will urge anew, 
No Supernatural Worſbip can be True: 
Becauſe a general Law is that alone 
Which mult to all, and every where be known: 


Ob jectien of the Deiſt. 
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A Style fo large as not th Book can claim, 
Nor ought that bears reveal d Religion's Name. 
Tis ſaid the found of a Meſſiab'ꝰs Birth 


Is gone through all the habitable Earth: 

But ſtill that Text muſt be confin'd alone 

To what was Then inhabited, and known : 

And what Proviſion cou'd from thence accrue 

To Indian Souls, and Worlds diſcover'd New ? 

I other parts it helps, that Ages paſt, 
The Scriptures there were known, and were imbrac'd, 
Till Sin ſpread once again the Shades of Night : 
What's that to theſe who never ſaw the Light? 

* Of all objections this indeed is chief 

To ſtartle Reaſon, ſtagger frail Belief : 

We grant, tis true, that Heaven from humane Senſe 
Has hid the ſecret paths of Providence: 


But boundleſs Wiſdom. boundleſs Mercy, may 


ind ev'n for thoſe be-wildred Souls, a way : 
It from his Nature Foes may Pity claim, 
Much more may Strangers who ne'er heard his Name. 
ind though zo Name be for Salvation known, 
But that of his Eternal Son's alone; iD 
Who knows how far tranſcending Goodneſs can 
Extend the Merits of that Son to Man? 
Who knows what Reaſons may his Mercy lead; 

Ir Ignorance invincible may plead? | 
Not only Charity bids hope the beſt, 
But more the great Apoſtle has expreſt: 
That, if the Gentiles, (whom no Law inſpur'd,) 
Nature did what was by Law requir'd ; 
They, who the written Rule bad never known, 

ere to themſelves both Rule and Law alone: 
lo Nature's plain Indictment they ſhall plead: 


Und, by their Conſcience, be condemw'd or ſreed. 


Moſt righteous Doom! becauſe a Rule reveal'd 
none to Thoſe, from whom it was conceal d. 
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Then thoſe who follow'd Reaſons Dictates right; 
Liv'd up, and liſted high their Natural Light; 
With Socrates may ſee their Maker's Face, 
While Thouſand Rabrick Martyrs want a place. 
Nor doth it baulk my Charity, to find 
T' Egyptian Biſhop of another mind: 
For, though his Creed Eternal Truth contains, 
Tis hard for Man to doom to endleſs pains 
All who believ'd not all, his Zeal requir'd , 
Ualeſs he firſt cou'd prove he was inſpir'd. 
Then let us either think he meant to ſay 
This Faith, where publiſh*d, was the only way; 
Or elſe conclude that, Arius to confute, 
The good old Man, too eager in diſpute, 
Flew high; and as his Chrifian Fury roſe 
Damn'd all for Hereticks who durſt oppoſe. 
Thus far my Charity this path hath try'd; 
(A much unskilful, bur well-meaning guide)? 
et what they are, ev*n theſe crude thoughts were bred 
By reading that, which better thou haſt read. 


Thy Matchleſs Author's work: which thou, my Friend, 


By well tranſlating better doſt commend: :- 
Thoſe youthful hours which, of thy Equals moſt 
in Toys have ſquander'd, or in Vice have loſt, 
Thoſe hours haſt thou to Nobler uſe employ'd; 
And the ſevere Delights of Truth enioy'd. - 
Witneſs this weighty Book, in which appears 
The crabbed Toil of many thoughtſul years, 
Spent by thy Author, in the Sifting Care 
Of Rabbins old Sophiſticated Ware 
From Gold Divine; which he who well can fort, 
May afterwards make Algebra a ſport, 
A Treaſure, which if Country-Curates buy, 
They Junizs, and Tremellius may defy : 
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* Digreſſion to the Tranſlator of Father Siggon's Critical Aiftory 
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MI Save pains in various readings, and Tranſlations; 
And without Hebrew make moſt learn'd quotations. 
A Work ſo full with various Learning fraught, 
o nicely pondred, yet ſo ſtrongly wrought, 
As Nature's height and Art's laſt hand re quir'd: 
As much a Man cou'd compaſs, uninſpir'd. 
Where we may ſee what Errours have been made 
Both in the Copzers and Tranſlators Trade: 
How) Jewiſh, Popiſh, Intereſts have prevail'd, 
And where Infallibility has fail d. 
For ſome, who have his ſecret meaning gueſs'd, 
Have found our Author not too much a Prieſt : 
For Faſhion-ſake he ſeems to have recourſe 
To Pope, and Councils, and Tradition's force: 
put he that ol Traditions cou'd ſubdue, 
Cou'd not but find the weakneſs of the New: 
If Scripture, though deriv'd from heawnly birth, 
Has been but careleſly pre erw on Earth, 
Y If God's own People, who of God befere 
Knew what we know, and had been promis'd more, 
la fuller Terms, of Heav'ns aſſiſting Care, 
And who did neither Time, nor Study ſpare 
To keep this Book unt ainted, unperplext ; 
Let in groſs Errours to corrupt the Text: 
Omitted paragraphs, embroy'ld the Senſe, 
With vain Tradition; ſtopt the gaping Fence, 
Which every common hand pulbd op with eaſe : 
What Safety from ſuch bruſhwood-belps as theſe * 
If written words from time are not ſecur d, 
How can we think have oral Sounds endur'd ? 
Which thas tranſmitted, if one Mouth has fail'd 
Immortal Lyes on Apes are intail'd: 
And that ſome ſuch have been, is prov'd too plain; 
if we conſider Intereſt, Church, and Gain. 
Oh but ſays one, Tradition ſet aſide, 
Where can we hope for an unerring Guide? 


* Of the Iufallibility of Tradition, in General, 
| | 2 1 | - "a 
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For ſince th original Scriptare has been loft; 
All Copies diſagreeing, maim d the moſt, | 
Or Chriſtian Faith can have no certain ground, 
Or Truth in Church Tradition muſt be found. 
Such an Ommniſcient Church we wiſh indeed; 
*T were worth Both Teſtaments, and caſt in he Creed : 
But if th& Mother be a Guide fo ſure, 
As canall doubts reſolve, all truth ſecure, 
Then ber Ifallibility, as well 
Where Copics are corrupt, or lame, can tell; 
Reſtore loſt Canon with as little pains, 
As truly explicate what ſtills remains: 
Which yet no Council dare pretend to do; 
Unleſs like Eſdras, they could write it new: 
Strange Confidence, ſtill to interpret true, 
Yet not be ſure that all they have explain d, 
Is in the bleſt Original contain'd. 
More ſafe, and much more modeſt * tis, to ſay 
God wou'd not leave Mankind without a way: 
And that the Scriptures, though not every where 
Free from Corruption, or intire, or clear, 
Are uncorrupt, ſufficient, clear, intire, 
In all things which our needfull Faith require. 
If others in the ſame Glaſs better (ſee, 
'Tis for Themſelves they look, but not for me: 
For MY Salvation muſt its Doom receive 
Not from what OTHERS, but what I believe. 
* Muſt al Tradition then be ſet aſide? 
This to affirm were Ignorance, or Pride. 
Are there not many points, ſome needful ſure 
To faving Faith, that Scripture leaves obſcure ? 
Which every! Sect will wreſt a ſeveral way 
(For what one Sect Interprets, all Sets may :) 
We hold, and ſay we prove from Scripture plain, 


That Chriſt i is GOD; the bold Socisian 
From the ſame Scripture urges he's but MA N. 
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Now what Appeal can end th impottant Suit ; 
ub parts talk loudly, but the Ritle is mute? 
Shall I ſpeak plan, and in a Nation free 

ſſume an honeſt Lapman Libem? 
thiak (according to e 
ro my own Morber-Churth ſubfnftting Rl) 
\Mhat many have been ſav'd, and many mäy, 
J uvno never heard this Queftion brotight in play. 
Th anletter'd Chriſtian; who believes in groſs | 
ods on to Heaven ; and ne'et is at a loſs: 
or the Strait-gate would be made ſtraiter yet, 
Were none admitted there but men of Fit, 
The few, by Nature form'd, with Learning fraught, 
„Horn to inſtruct, as others to be taught, 
Muſt Study well the Sacred Page; and fee 
Which Doctrine, this, or that, does beſt agree 
With the whole Tenour of the Work Divine: 
ind plainlieſt points to Heaven's reveal'd Defign : 
Woich Expoſition flows from genuine Senſe, 
ind which is fore d by Mit and Eloquence, 
Not that Tradition's parts are uſelels here: 
Vhen general, old, diintereſ#d and clear: 
hat Ancient Fathers th s expound the Pape, 
wes Truth the reverend Majeſty of Age: 
onfirms its force, by bideing every Te; 
for beſt Authorities next Rules are beſt. 
nd ſtill the nearer to the Spring we go 
ore limpid, more unfoyPd the Waters flow. 
Thus, firſt Traditions were a proof alone; 
ou'd we be certain ſuch they were fo known : 
but ſince ſome Flaws in long deſcent may be, 
They make not Truth but Probability. 
ven Arius and Pelagias durſt provoke 
lo what the Centurtes preceeding ſpoke. 
euch difference is there in an oft-told Tale: 
ut Truth by its own Sinews will prevail. 
——ſadition written therefore more commends 
luthority, than what from Voice deſcends ; 


on 


- 


Now 


And 


. N (22) 
And this, as perfect as its kind can be, 
| Rouls down to us the Sacred Hiſtory : 
Which, from the Univerſal Church recein/d,. 
Is try'd, and after, for its ſelf believ c. 
*The partial Papiſts wou d infer from hence | 
_ Their Church, in laſt reſort, ſhou'd Judge the Senſe. . 


+ Bur firſt they wou'd aſſume, with wondrous Art, BT 
Themſelves to be the whole, who are but pars | T 
Of that vaſt Frame, the Church; yer grant they wete | H 
The handers down, can they from thence infer T 
A right t interpret? or wou'd they alone | 0 
Who brought the Preſent, claim it for their own ? Cc 
The Book's a Common Largeſi to Mankind; - 4 
Not more for them, than every Man deſign'd: 
The welcome News is in the Letter found; 5 TI 
The Carrier's not Commiſſion'd to ex pound. 25 II 
It ſpeaks its Self, and what it does contain, it 
In all things needful to be knows, is plain. TI 
In times o'ergrown with, Ruſt and Ignorance, 4 
A gainful Trade their Clergy did advaace: Th 
When want of Learning kept the Laymen low, © An 
And none but Prieſts were Aut borix d to know : Th 
When what ſmall Knowledge was, in them did dwell; Anc 
And he a God who cou'd but Read or Spell; # Wa 
Then Mot ber- Church did mightily prevail: 1 _ 
| | ut 


She parcel'd out the Bible by retail: 
But ſtill expounded what She ſold or ga ve; 
To keep it in ber Power to Damn and Save: No 


Scripture was ſcarce, and as the Market went, Stus 
Poor Laymen took Salvation on Content; Text 
As needy men take Money, good or bad: Thi, 
God's Word they had nor, bur the Prieſt they had. Oc: 
Vet whate' er falſe Convepances they made, IWbI 
The Lawyer ſtill was certain to be paid. > | = 

| | OTE l 
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(23) 
n thoſe dark times they learn'd their knack fo well, 
That by long uſe they grew Infallible : 
at laſt, a knowing Age began t enquire 
If they the Book, or That did them inſpire: 
And, making narrow ſearch, they found, tho! late, 
That what they thought the Prieſts, was Their Eſtate: 
I raught by the l produc d, (the written Word) 
ow long they had been cheated on Record. 
Then, every Man who ſaw the Title fair, 
Claim d a Child's part, and put in for a Share: 
Conſulted ſoberly his private good 
And ſav'd himſelf as cheap as &er he cou'd. 
Tis true, my Friend, (and far be flattery hence, 
This good had full as bad a Conſequence: 
Irbe Bock thus put into every vulgar hand, 
IWpich each preſum'd he beſt cou'd underſtand, 
The Common Rule was made the common Prey; : 
And at the mercy of the Rabble lay. 
ne tender Page with horney Fiſts was gaul'd; 
And he was gifted moſt that loudeſt baul d: 
The Spirit gave the Doctoral Degree: 
And every member of a Company 
I Was of bs Trade, and of the Bible free. 
Plain Truths enough for needful uſe they found; 
YH ut mea would ſti]! be itching to expound: 
Each was ambitious of th? obſcureſt place, 
No meaſure ta'en from Knowledge, all from G RA c E. 
Study and Pains were now no more their Care; 
Texts were explain'd by Faſting, and by Prayer: 
This was the Fruit the private Spirit brought; 
Occaſion'd by great Zeal, and little Thought. 
| While Crouds unlearn'd, with rude Devotion Warm, 
About the Sacred Viands buz and ſwarm, 
Ide Fh-blown Text creates a crawling Brood; 
And turns to Mapgots what was meant for F 20d. 
A Thouſand daily Sects riſe up, and dye; 
4 — more the periſh d Race ſupph : 


5 
80 all; we make of Heaven's diſcover'd Will 
Ts, not to have it, or to uſe it ill. 
Tbe Danger's much the ſame ; on ſeveral Shelves 
If others wreck au, or we wreck our ſelves. 

What then remains, but, waving each Extreme, 
The Tides of Ignorance, and Pride to ſtem ? 
Neither fo rich a Treaſure to forgo; j 
Nor proudly ſeek beyond our pow r to know: 
Faith is not built on diſquiſitions vain; 

The things we muſt believe, are few and plain 

Bur ſince men will believe more than they <= 
And every man will make himſelf a Creed: 

In doubtful queſtions tis the fafeſt way 

To learn what unſuſpected Ancients ſay: 

For tis not likely we ſhou'd higher Soar 

In ſearch of Heav'n, than all the Chureb before: 

Nor can we be deceiv'd, unleſs we fee 

The Serrpture, and the F athers Kere. 

If after all, they ſtand ſuſpected till, 

( For no man's Faith depends upon his Will) "Ms 

Tis ſome Relief, that points not clearly known, 

Without much hazard may be let alone: 
And, after hearing what our Church can ſay. 
If ſtill our Reaſon runs another way, 
That private Reaſon tis more Juſt to curb, 
Than by Diſputes the publick Peace diſturb. 
For points obſcure are of ſmall uſe to learn: 
But Common quiet is Mankind*s concern. 
Thus have l made my own Opinions clear 
' Yet neither Praiſe expect, nor Cenſure fear: = 
And this unpoliſh'd, rugged Verſe, I choſe; _ 13 
As fitteſt for Diſcourſe, and neareſt Proſe: 
For, while from Sacred Truth 1 do not ſwerve, 
Tom Sternhold's, or Tom Sba.—I's Rhimes mall ſerve. 
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I T 1 ſtrange to think, in an Age ſo addicted to the 


Muſes, how Paſtoral Poetry comes to be never ſol 
L much as thought upon ; con ſideri ng [4 ſpecially, that it 
has always been accounted the moSt conſiderable of the! 
ſmaller Poems: Virgil ud Spencer made vſe of it as al 
Prelude to Heroick Poetry. But I fear the Innocency of 
the Subject makes it ſo little inviting at preſent, 
There is no ſort of Poetry, if well wrought, but give 
Delight. And the Paſtoral perhaps may boaſt of this in 4 
peculiar manner. For, as in Painting, ſo I believe, in 
Poetry, the Country affords the moſt entertaining Scenes, 
and moſt delightful Proſpects. 
Gaſſendus, I remember, tells us, That Peireskius was 
great Lover of Muſick, eſpecially that of Birds; becauſe 
their Arileſs Strains ſeem to have leſs of Paſſion and Vio 
dence, but more of a natural Eaſineſs, and therefore d 
the rather befriend Contemplation. It is after the ſamt 
manner that Paſtoral gives a ſweet and gentle Compoſurt 
te the Mind; whereas the Epick and Tragick Poem put 
the Spirits in too great a Ferment by the Vehemence 9 
: their Motions, 1 
| To ſee a ſtately, well built Palace ſtrikes us, indeed 
with Admiration, and ſwells the Soul, as it were, wit! 
V  Weotiszs of Grandeur. But when I view a little Count! 
'Y ' Dwelling, acvantageouſly ſituated amiaſt a beautiful Va | c 
N riety of Fields, Woods, and Rivers, I feel an unſpeakabl A 
kind of Satisfaction, and cannot forbear wiſhing, that n 
good Fortune would place me in ſo ſweet a Retirement. BL 
Iheocritus, Virgil, and Spencer, are the only Writer 
that ſecem to have hit upon the true Nature of Paſtoral , 
* ems. So that it will be Honour ſufficient for me, if 1 he © 
wot altopether fail'd in my Attempt. | 5 
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LOBBIN. 
F we, 0 Dorſet, quit the City Throrg 
To meditate i in Shades the Rural Song 
By your Commands; be preſent : And, O, bring 
The Mute along! The Muſe to you (hall 17:7" 
Begin. — A Sepherd Boy, one Ev'ning fair, 
As Weſtern Winds had cool'd the ſultry Air, 
When as his Sheep within their Fold were pent, ” 
Thus plaiu'd him of his dreary Diſcontent; 
SO pitiful, that all the Starry Throng 
Attentive ſeem'd to hear his mournful Song. 
Ah well a Day! How long muſt | endure ee 
This pining Pain? Or who ſhall work my Cure? 1 
Fond Love no Cure will have; ſecks no Repoſe; 
Delights iu Grief; not auy Meafure. knows. 
And now the Moon begins in Clouds to riſe 5 
The twinkling Stars are lighted in the Skies; 
The Winds «ce huſh'd ; the Dews diſtil; and Sleep 
With ſoft Embrace has ſciz'd my weary Sheep. 
| only, with the proviing Wolf, conſtrain'd 
All Night to wake. With Hanger is he pain'd, 
And I with Love. His Hunger he may tame: 
But who in Love can ſtop the growing Flame? 
Whilome did, all as thi; Pop lar fair, 
Up. raile my heedleſs Head, devoid ot Care, 
'Mong ruſtick Rougs the chief for wanton Game; 
Nor could they m ary my oy Lot gin came. 
. Wb 


(4) g 
Who better ſeen, than I, in Shepherds Arts, 
To picaſe the Lads and win the Laſſes Hearts ? 
How dell, to mine Oaten Reed ſo ſweet, 
Wont they, upon the Green, to ſhift their Feet? 
And, whe en the Dance was done, how would they yearn 
Some well deviſed Tale from me to learn? 
For an) Songs and Tales of Mirth had I, 
To chaſe the lingring Sun adown the Sky. 
But, ah! ſince Lucy coy has wrought her Spite 
Within 12 Heart; unn indful of Delight, 
The Jolly Groows 4 fly; and all alon , 
To Rocks and W. cods pour forth my froitleſ Moan. 
Oh quit thy wontcd scorn, relentleſs Fair! 
Fer, lizgrivg long, I periſh thro' Deſpair. 
Had "Roſalind been Miſtreſs of my Mind, 
Tho? not ſo fair, ſhe wonld have been more kind. 
O think, vawitting Maid, while yet is Time, 
How fly ing Years impair our Vouthful Prime! 
Thy Virgin Bloom will not for ever ſtay; 
And Flow'rs, tho” left ungather'd, will decay. 
The Flow'rs a new returning Seaſons bring; 
But Beauty faded has no ſecond Spring, 
My Words are Wind! She, deaf to all my Crics, 
Takes Pleaſure 1n the Miſc hicf of her Eyes. 
Like Frisking Heifers, locſe in Flow'ry Meads, 
She gads Where-c er her roving Fancy leads; 
Yet ſtill from me. Ah me, the tireſome Chace | 
While, wing d with Scorn, ſhe flies my fond Embrace. 
She flies indeed: But ever leaves behin 1d, 
Fly where ſhe will, her Likeneſs in my Mind. 
Ah turn thee then ! Unthinkine Damſcl! Why, 
Thus from the Youth who loves 1 hee, ſhoule' ſt thou fi. 
No ctuel Purpoſe in my Speed | bear: 
. al but love; and Love wh y ſho ald ſt thou Fear?! 
What idle Fears a Maiden Breaſt alarm! 
on ſimple Gul! a Lover cannot harm, 
TWO, Kidlings, ſportive as thy ſelf, 1 rear; 
{Like tender Buds the.r Jnoot ing H. orne! 0 
A. amb * 
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A Lambkin too, pure white, I breed, as tame, 

As my fand Heart conld wiſh my ſcornful Dame. 

A Garland, deck'd with all the Pride cf May, 
Sweet as thy breath, and as thy Beauty gar + 
I'] wezve. But why theſe noavailing ralus? 

The Gifts alike and Givcr ſhe diſdains. 
O would my Gifts but win her wanton Heart! 
Oh could half the warmth I feel impert! 

How would I wander ev'ry Day to hnd 
The ruddy Wildings / Were but Lucy kind, 
For groſſy Fl.mbs I'd climb the knotty Tree, 
And of freſh Hony rob the thrifty Bee 
Or, if tho Ceiga to live a Shepherdeſs, 
Thou Lebbin's Flock, and Lbbin- ſhalt poſſeſs. 
Fair is my Flock; nor yet uncomely l, 
If liquid Fountains flatter not: And why 
Shon!d liquid Forntains flatter vs ? Yet ſhow 
The bord? ring Flew'rs leſs beauteovs than they grove. 
O come, my Love Nor think th' Employment mean, 
The Dams to milk, and little Lambkins wean; 
To drive a-Field by Morn the Fat'ning Ewes, 
E'er the warm Sun drinks up the ccoly Lews, 
„ | How would the Crook beſcem thy bestens Hand! 
How would my Younglias round thee gazing ſtand! 
wy vwitlef, Younglins ; ! gaze not on her Eyc, 
ach heedleſs Glances are the Caule 1 die 
5 trow 1 when this bitter Blaſt will end; | 
a Or it kind Love willever we hefriend. © |. 
sleep, ſleep, my Flock; For, happy you may take | 
Your Reſt, tho nightly thus your Maſter wake. 
Now, to the waining Moon, the Nightingale 


* 


fy in doleful Ditties told ber piteous Tale 
e Love- mY e liſt'ning found Relicf, 
1 leds d with ſo ſweet a Partner in his Grief: 


Tilt by 3 her Notes and ſilent Night 
1 6 $]:mbers ſoft his heavy Heart invite. 
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"The Second Paſtoral. 
THE NON  COLINET. 
TAE N O7. 
HY cloudy Looks why melting thus i in Tears, 


Unſecmly, now that Heav'n ſo blithe appears: * 


Why in this mourntul Manner art thou found, 
Uatben ful Lad, when all things ſmile around? 
Hear how the Lark and Linnet joyntly ſing! 
\ Ther Notes ſoft-warb'ling to the gladſome Spring. 
CON 

Tho' ſeft their Notes, not ſo my wayward Fate: 
Nor Lark would ſing, nor Linnet in my ſtate. 
Each Creature to his proper Task is born; 
As They to Mirth and Muſick, I to mourn. 
Waäak! ag, ar Midnight, IL my \Woes renew, 
BBQ with my Þ cars increaſe the falling Dew. 

„ . N 0 F. 

mal Cauſe, I ween, has luſty Yonth to bn 
Or who may then the weig ht of Age ſuſtain, 
When, as or waining Strength does 421 ceaſe, 
The eircſang Burden doubles its Increaſe ? 
Vet tho” with Tears my Body downwards tend, 
As Trecs beneath their Fruit in Autumn bend; 
My Mins a cheartul Temper til] retains, 
Spite of my incwy Head and icy Veins : 
For, why ſhould Man at crols Miſhaps repine, 
Sour all nis Sweer, and mix with Tears his Wine ? 
But ſpeak: For much it may relieve thy Woe 
To let a Fricud thy inward Ailment know. 

„ EU LOSE 7. 
Till idly waſte thee, Thenot, a whole Day, 
Should it thou pive Ear to all my Grief can ſav, 
Tay Ewes will wander, and thy heedleſs Lambs 
With loud Complaints require their abſent Dams. 
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There's Lighiſoot, he ſhall tend them cloſe; and J, 
Twixt whiles, a-croſs the Plain will glance mine Eye. 

| CQOLINET, 

Where to begin I know not, where toend : 
Scarce does one ſmiling Hour my Youth attend; 
Tho'-tew my Days, as my own Follies ſhow, 

Vet all thoſe Days are clouded oe'r with Woe: 
No Gleam of happy Sun-ſhine does appear, 
My low'ring Sky, and Wintry Days, to chear, 
My piteous Plighr, in yonder Naked Tree, 
That bears the Thunder Scar, too well J ſee : : 
Quite deſtitute it ſtands of Shelter kind, 

The Mark of Storms and Sport of ev'ry Wind : 


Its riven Trunk feels not th' Approach of Spring, 


Nor any Birds among the Branches ling. 
No more beneath thy Shade ſhall Shepherds throng 
With Merry Tale, or Pipe, or pleaſing Song. 
Unhappy Tree! And more unhappy [! 
From thee, from me, alike the Shepherds fly. 
I 

sure thou in ſome- ill choſen Bour was't born, 
When blighting Mildes ſpoil the riſing Corn; 
Or when the Moon, by Witchcraft charm'd, fore ſhows 


| Thro' ſid Eclipſe a various Train of Woes, 
bees born, ill Luck betides thee ſtill. 


EG 5 NE TT. 


And can there, Theor, be a greater Ill? 
THENOT. 


Nor Wolf, nor Fox, nor Rat amongſt our Sheep; 


From theſe the Shepherd's Care his Flock may keep: 


Againſt il Luck all cunning Foreſight fails; 
Whether we ſleep or wake, it noup ht avails. 
. F NET. -- 
Ah me the while! Ah me the ackleſ Day! 


Ah luckleſs Lad! the rather might I fay. .. 1 


Unhappy Heur | when firſt. in Youthful Bud, 
| let the fair Sabrina's ſilver Flood: 
"= 


| (5) 
Ah shy 1! more filly than my Sheep, 
W hich on thy flow'ry Banks I once did keep. 
Sweet are thy Banks! Oh when ſhall l once more 
With longing Eyes review thy flow'ry Shore ? 
When, in the Cryſtal of thy Water, ſee 
My Face, grown wan thro Care and Miſery 2 
When ſhall | fee my Hut, the ſmall Abode 
My ſelf had rais'd and cover'd o'er with Sod ? 
Tho ſmall it be, a mean and humble Cell, 
Vet is there room for Peace and me to dwell. 
THENO:TF.: 
And what the Cauſe that drew thee firſt away? 
From thy lov'd Home what tempted thee to ſtray? 
W 


A lewd Deſire ſtranze Lands and Swains to WII 


Ah Gd that ever l ſhould covet Woe ! 
With wand'ring Feet unbleſs'd and fond of Fame, 
I ſought | know not what, beſides a Name. 
THENOT. 

r, ſooth to 15 did thou not hither roam 
In b pes of Wealth, thou cou'd'it not find at Home? 
A Rolling stone is ever bare of Moſs; 


Aud, to their Coſt, geen Years Old Proverbs croſs. 


n 


Small Need there W a, | in flatt'ring Hopes of Gain, 


i 3 Can Hine Gain at length, 1 trOW, 
To bend up to my {elf ſuch deal of woe! 

My Sheep quite ent thro Travel and 11 Fare, 
Aud, like the a Keeper, ragged grow and bare: 
; Here, on cold Farth to make my Nightly Bed, 
Ard on a binding Willow reſt my Bead. 

Mis 1rd 0 rar the pinchiug Cold with Pain, 
And hard i Want to the UnPractis'd Swain: 
Bat ey nei Wat, nor p. nohing Cold is hard, 
* To bla ing Storms of Calumay compared: 
Unkind as Hi} it falls, Whole pelting Show”: rs 
Deitroy che tender Herb and bud; ling. Flow'rs. 


drive my pinlr 8 FIUckathwart the Plain 
4 
| 
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Slander, we Shepherds count the greateſt Wrong; 3 

or, what wounds ſorer than an evil Tongue * 2 
C0 L T4 N: EF; 1 

Untoward Lads, who Pleaſance take in spite, 

Make mock of all the Ditties I endite. 

In vain. 2 Colinet, thy Pipe, ſo ſhrill, 

Charms ev'ry Vale, and gladdens ev Ty Hill : 

In vain thou ſeek'ſt the Cov Tings of the Grove, | 
In the cool Shedes to ſing the Heats of Love: | 
No Paſſjon, but rank Envy, canſt thou move. 
Sing what thou wilt, ill Nature will prevail; 
And ev'ry Elf has Skill enough to rail. 

But yer, tho' poor and artlels is my Vein, 

* | Menalcas ſeems to like my ſimple Strain; 

And long as he is pleas'd to hear my Song, 

That to Menalcas does of right belong; | 1 

Nor Night, nor Day, ſhall my rude Muſick ceaſe; | | 

I ask no more, ſo | Menalcas pleaſe. vi 
THEN UT: 

8 Lord of all the Neighb'ring Plains, 
Preſerves ihe Sheep, and o'er the Shepherds reigns, 
.I For him our Yearly Wakes and Feaſts we hold, 

And chuſe the 8 Firſtling from the Fold. 
„e, 0 od to all, that gpod deſerve. ſhall give 
' Þ Thy Fleck to ed, and thee at Eaſe to live; 
Shall corb the Malice of unbridled Tongues, 
And with due Praiſe reward thy Rural Songs. 

E 
Firſt then ſhall ligktſume Birds forget to fly, 
The Br iny Ocean turn to Paſtures dry, 
And cv'ry rapid River ceaſe to flow, 
Eer i uamindful of Menaleu grow. 
„„ r | 

This Night thy Cares with me forget; and fuld 
Thy Flock WI. NY mine, to ward th' igjurious Cold. * 
Sweet Milk and louted Cream, ſoft Cheeſe and Curd 
With ſome ren 1aluing Fruit of zalt Years Hoard, 


” Shall 
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Shall be our Ev' ning Fare: And for the Night, 
Sweet Herbs and Moſs, that gentle Sleep invite. 


And now behold the Sun s departing Ray = N 
O'er yonder Hill, the ſign of Ebbing Day. _ $ 
With Songs the jovial Hinds return from Plow, |;; 
And unyoak'd — * home ward, low. | 
ina a 
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HEN Virgil thought no Shame the Dorick Reed 

To tune, and Flocks on Mantuan Plains to feed 

With young Auguſtis Name he grac'd his Song; 
And Spencer, when amidſt the Rural Throng 


He carol'd ſweet, and graz d along the Flood 4 ' 

Of gentle Thames, made ev Ty ſounding Wood It 
With good Elix a's Name to ring around; Al 
Eliza's Name on ev'ry Tree was found. BI 
Since then, thro' Anna's Cares at Eaſe we liy ej Al 
And fee our Cattle in full Paſtures thrive; Ti 
Like them will 1 my flender Muſick raiſe, Ye 
And teack the Vocal Vallies Anna's Praiſe. * 
Mean time on Oaten Pipe a lowly Lay, Sh 
While my Kids brouze, obſcure in Shades | play : 4h 


Yet not obſcure, while Dorſet thinks not ſcorn 
To viſit Woods, and Swains ignobly born. J 
Jo Country Swains, both Muſica), both Young. 
In Friendſhip's Mutual Bonds united long, 

Retir'd within a Moſſy Cave, to ſhun 

The Croud of Shepherds, and the Noon-day Sun, 
A Melancholy Thought poſſeſs'd their Mind: Ar 
Revolving now the ſolemn Day they find, 


* When young Albino dy'd. His Image dear , do 
Bedeus their Check with many a trickling Tear : 3 wy 
To Tears they add the Tribute of their Verſe ; EF. 


Theſe W thoſe Palin did rehearſe. 


2 
830.8407; 
Thus Yearly circling by paſt Times return 


And Yearly thus Albino's Fate we mourn : 
Albino's Fate was early, ſhort his ſtay; 
Bow ſweet the Roſe! How ſpeedy the Decay; 


Can we forget how ev'ry Creature moan'd, 


Aud ſympathizing Rocks in Eccho groan'd, 


Freſaging future Woe, when, tor Our Crimes, 


20 


eds 


N 


We loſt Albino, Pledge ot peaceful Times ? 


The Pride of Britain, and the Darling Joy 
[Of al the Flains and ev ry Shepherd Boy. 


No joyous Pipe was heard, no Flocks were ſeen, 


| Nor Shepherds found 9700 the graſſy Green 


No Cattle graz'd the Field, nor drunk the Flood, 

No birds dete heard to warble thro the Wood. 
In yonder gloomy Grove ſtretch'd out he lay, 

His beauteous Limbs upon the dampy Ek 

The Roſes on his pallid Cheeks decay d, 


And o'er his-Lips a livid Bue diſplay'd : 


Bleating around him lye his penlive Sheep, 


And mourning Shepherds come in Crouds to weep z 


The pious Mother comes, with Grief oppreſs'd ; 
Ye, cunſc:ous Trees and Fountains, can atteſt. 
With whatſzd Accents and what moving Cries 
She fill'd the Grove, and importun'd the Skies, 
And ev'ry Star vphraided with his Death, 
When in her Widow d Arms, devoid of. Breath, 
She chefgd ber Son. Nor did the Ny mph for this 
Place in ker Dearling's Welfare all her Bliſs, 
Ard 1cach bim Young the Sylvan Crook to wield, 
And tue the Peaceful Empire of the Field. 
As %i|x-white Sans on Silver Streams do ſhow, 
And Sve S.reaims to grace the Meadows flow; ' 
As Ce the Vales, and Trees the Hills adorn, 
do than to thine n Ornament was born, 
Since hau, delicious Yo th, didſt quit the Plains, 


Th' v; ratet i Gronnd we rin with truitleſs Pains; 


In labour Furrows low the Choice of Wheat, 
And 0 cumpty Shearer in Harveſt eat: 5 
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A thin Increaſe our woolly Subſtance yield, 


And Thorns and Thiſt les overſpread the Field. 
How all our Hopes are fled, like Morning Dew ! 

And we but in our Thoughts thy Manhood view. 

Who now (hall teach the pointed Spear to throw, 


' To whirl the Sling, and bend the ſtubborn Boy] ; 


Nor doſt thou live to blefs thy Mother's Days, 
And ſhare the Sacred Honours of her Praiſe : 


In Foreign, Fields to purchaſe endleſs Fame, 
And add new Glories to the Britiſh Name. 


O peacctul may thy gentle Spirit reſt ! 


And flow Ty Turf lie Light upon thy Breaſt; 


Nor ſhricking Owl, nor Bat fly round thy Tomb, 
Nor Midaight F arics there to revel come. 
5 
No more, miſtaken Angelot, complain; 
Albino lives, and all our Tears are vain. oy 


And now the Royal Nymph, who bore him, deigns 


To bleſs the Fields and rule the ſimple Swains, 
While from above propitious he looks down. 
For this the Golden Skies no longer frown, 


Ihe planets ſhine indulgent on our Iſle, 

And Rural Pleaſvre round about us (mile. 
Bills. Dales and Wocds with ſhrilling Pipes 8 
The Boys and Virgins dance with Garlands crown'd, 

And hail Albino hleſt: The Vallies ring 


Albino bleſt : O now! if ever, bring 


The Laurel green, the ſmeiling Eglantine, 
And tender Branches from the mantling Vine, 
The dewy Cow ſlip, that in Meadow grows, 
The Fountain Violet and Garden Role : 

Your Hamlets ſtrew, and ev'ry publick Way, 


And conſecrate to Mirth Albinos Day. 
My ſelf will I. viſh all my little Store, 


. And deal about the Goblet, flowing o'er: 


Old Moulin there ſhall harp, young "Mico ſing, 
And Cuady dance the Round amidſt the Ring, 


And Habbinol his Antick Gambols play. 
To thee theſe Honours Yearly will we pay, When N. 


d, 


(13) | 
When we our ſhearing Feaſt and Harveſt keep, 

To ſpeed the Plow, and bleſs our thriving Sheep. 
While Mallow Kids and Endive Lambs purſue; © 
While Rees love Thyme, and 1 ocuſts ſip the Dew; 
While Birds delight in Woods their Notes to ſtrain, 
nk Name and ſweet Memorial ſhall remain, 


_ The Fourth Paſtoral. 


ICO. ARGOL 


. M IFC O. 

"BIS Place way ſeem for Shepherds l. Leiſure made, 
1 So lovingly theſe Elms unite their Sade. 
Th? ambitious Woodbine, how it climbs, to breath 
Its balmy Sweets around on all beneath! 

The Ground with Graſs of chearfu] Green beſpread, 
Thro' which the ſpring 1 ing Flow'r up- xears its Head. 
Lo here the King 1 of a Golden Hue, 1 J 
Medly'd.w ith Dai ies hite, and Endive blue, 1 


— — 


Hark how the © d- nnch, and the Thruſh? 
With tune Wa 21 , 2s fill that Bramble-Buſh!” N | 
In pleaſins Contr © a1) the Birds combine, 7 | 


And tempteus in che various, Song to join. | 
Up, Al 0. then; and to thy Lip apply | . 
Thy meilow-Pipe, or Vocal Muſick try.: | O 
And, iince our Ewes have grazed, no bib if they 


Lie round and liſten, while their Lambkins play. 


A RG O-L. 
The Place indced gives Pleaſance to the Eye; . 
And Fle:fance works the Singer? s Fancy high: 


The Ficlds breath ſweet; and now the gentle Breez 
Moves ev 'ry Leaf and trembles thro” the Trees. 


do ſweet a Scene ill Suits my ruggid Lay, 


0 heal 


And better fits the Muſick then canſt play. | 9 
No Skill of Muſick cal, ſimple Swain, _ 
No fine Device thine Ear to entertain; Albeit 


* 
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Albeit ſome deal I pipe, rude tho' it be, — 
Sufficient to divert my Sheep and me, ; 
Yer Colinet (and Colinet has Skill) 
My Fingers guided on the tuneful Quill, 
And try'd to teach me on what Sounds to dwell, 
And where to ſink a Note, and where to (well. 
| Aa GU | 
Ah Mics ! half my Flock would I beſtowr, 
Would Colinet to me his Cunning ſhow. 
So trim his Sonnets are, I prithee Swain, 
Now give us once a Sample of his Strain: 
For, wonders of that Lad the Shepherds fag, 
| How ſweet his Pipe, how raviſhing his Lay : 
The Sweetneſs of his Pipe and Lay rehearſe, 
And ask what Gift thou pleaſeſt for thy Verſe, 
00-8 Cc 

Since then thou liſt, a Mournful Song I [choſe 4 
A mournful Song becomes a Mouraful Mute, 
Faſt by a River, on a Bank he fate, 
To weep a lovely Maid's untimely Fate, 

Fair Stella hight : A lovely Maid was ſhe, 
. Whoſe Fate he wept; a faithful Shepherd he. 
Awake my Pipe; in ev'ry Note cxpreſs 
Fair Stellas Death and Colinet's Diſtreis. 
O woful Day! O Day of Woe! quoth he; 
And woful I, who live Ng Day ta ſce! 
That ever ſhe could die! O moſt unkind, 
To go, and leave thy Colinet behind! 


And yet, why bla. ne I her ? full fain would ſhe, 


With dying Arms, have claſp'd her ſelf to Me: 


* Iclafpd her too; but Death was all too ſtrong, 
Nor Vows, nor Tears, could flceting Lite prolong. 
Teach me to prieve, with bleating Moan, my Sheep; | 


Teach me, thou ever-flowing Stream, to weep z 
Teach me, ye faint, ye hollow Winds to gh; 
And let my Sorrows teach me how to die: 


Nor Flock, nor Stream, nor Winds, can cer relieve 
A Wretch like me, for ever born to grieve; 


Awake 
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Awake my Pipe; in ev'ry Note expreſs 
fair Stellas Death, and Colinet's Diſtreſs. 

Ye brighter Maids, faint Emblems of my Fair, 
With Looks caſt down, and with diſhevel'd Hair, 
In bitter Anguiſh beat your Breaſts, and moan | 
Her Hour untimely, as it were Jour own. 

Alas! the fading Glories of your Eyes | 
In vai we doat upon, in vain you prize: 
For, tho' your Beauty rule the ly Swain, 


And in his Heart like little Queens you reign; : 


vet Death will ev'n that rultag Beauty kill, 
As ruthleſs Winds the tender Bloſſoms | (oil. 


If either Muſick's Voice, or Beauty's Charm, 
Could make him mild, and ſtay his lifted Arm; 
My Pipe her Face, her Face my Pipe ſhould fave, 


I Kedeeming thus each other from the Grave, 


g 
P3 


Ah fruitleſs Wiſh ! Cold Deatti's vp-lifted Arm 
No Mulick can perſuade nor Beauty charm : 
kor ſee (O baleful Sight ') ſeewhere ſhe lies! 
The Budding Flow'r, unkindly blaſted, . dies. 

Awake my Pipe; in ev'ry Nate expreſs 
Fair Stella's Death, and Colinet's Diſtreſs. 

Unhappy Colnet! What boots thee now | 
To weave freſh Garlands for the Damſels Brow ? 
Throw by the Lilly, Daffadil and Roſe; 

One of black Yew, and Willow pale, compoſe, 


With baneful Henbane, deadly Night- ſhade dreſt; 7 


A Garland, that may witneſs thy Unreſt. 

My Pipe, whoſe Toothing Sound conld Paſſion move, 
And firſt taught Stella's Virgin Heart to love, 
Untun'd, ſhail hang upon this blaſted Oak, 

W hence 'Owh their Dirges ling, and Ravens roa: 


Nor Lark, nor Linnet, ſhall by Day delight, 


Nor Nightingale divert my Moan by Night; 


| ihe Night and Day ſhall undiſtinguiſh'd be 


lieve 


Take 


Altke to Stella, and alike to me. 


4 16 ) 

Thus ſweetly did the gentle Shepherd ſing, 
And heavy Woe within foft Numbers bring: 
And now that Sheep- Hook for my Song | crave. 

. 

Not this. but one much fairer ſhalt thou have; 
Of ſeaſon'd Elm; where Studs of Braſs appear, 
To ſpeak the Giver Name the Month and Year 
-The Hook of poliſh'd Steel, the Handle tur n'd, 
And richly by the Graver's Skil adorn'd. 
O, Colinet, how ſweet thy Grief to hear! 
How does thy Verſe ſubdue the liſt'ning Ear! 
Not half ſo ſweet are Midnight Winds, that move 
In drowſie Murmurs o'er the waving Grove; 

Nor dropping Waters, that in Grots diſtil, 
And with a tinkling Sound their Caverns fill: 
So ſing the Swans, that in ſoft Numbers waſte 
Their dying Breath, and warble to the laſt: 
And next to thee ſhall Mico bear the Bell, 
That can repeat thy peerleſs Verſe ſo well. 
But fee; the Hills increaling Shadows caſt : 
The Sun, I wean, is leaving us in haſte; 
. His weakly Rays but glimmer thro” the Wood, 
4 And bluetſh Miſts ariſe from yonder Flood. 
4 MAC 0. 
Then ſend our Curs to gather up the Sheep : 


Good Shepherds with their Flocks betimes ſhould ſleep 


For, he that late lies down, as late will rite, 
And, Sluggard-like, tit] Noon- day ſnoring lyes, 


While! in their Folds his injurd Ewes complain, 5 


And or dewy Paſtures bleat in vain. 


W 
hei 
Your 
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The Fifth Paſtoral. 


| CUDDE 
N Rural Strains we firſt our Muſick try, 
And, baſhful, into Woods and Thickets fly, 
Viſtruſttul of our Skill. Yet, if thro' Time 
Our Voice improving gain a Pitch Sublime, 
3 by growing Virtues, Saclvil, ſhall engage 
My riper Verſe, and my more ſettled Age. 
The Sun now mounred to the Noon of Day, 
Began to ſhoot direct his burning Ray, 
When, with the Flocks, their Feeders ſought the Shade; 
A Venerable Oak. wide-ſpreading, made. 
What ſhould they do to paſs the loit'ring Time? 
As Fancy led, each form'd bis Tale in Rhyme : 
land ſome the Joys, and ſome the Pains of Love, 
And ſome to ſer out ſtrange Adventures ſtrove; 
"he Trade of Wizzards ſome, and Merlin : Skill, 
and whence to charm ſuch Empire o'er the Will. 
hen Cuddy laſt (who Cuddy can excel, 
n neat Device?) his Tale began to tel. 
ep. When Shepherds flour iſn'd in Elixas Reign, 
here liv'd in great Eſteem a jolly Swain, 
ſoung Colin Clout; who well could pipe and fit ing; 
pad by his Notes invite the lagging Spring. 
He, as his Cuſtom was, at leiſure laid 
n filent Shade, without a Rival play $ 
rawn by the Magick of th' inticing Sound, a 
hat Crouds of mute Admirers flock'd around! 
The Steerlings left their Food; and Creatures wild 
Nature form'd, inſenſibly grew mild. 
The makes the Birds in Troops about him throng, 
ind loads th neighb'ring Branches with his Song“ 


5 3 Among 
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Among the reſt, a 4 of Fame, 
Jealous, and fond of Praiſe, to liſten came. 
She turn'd her Ear; and Emulous, with Pride, 
Like Eccho, to the Shepherd's Pipe reply'd. 

The Shepherd heard with Wonder; and again, 
To try her more, renew'd his various Strain. 
To all his various Strain ſhe ſhapes her Throat, 
And adds peculiar Grace to ev'ry Note. 
If Colin in complaining Accents grieves, 
Or brisker Motion to his-Meaſure gives; 
If geatle Sounds he modulates, or ſtrong, 
She, not a little vain, repeats his Song: 
But fo repeats, that Colin half deſpis'd 
is Pipe and Skill fo much by others priz'd, 
And. ſweeteſt Songſter of the Winged Kind, 
What Thanks, ſaid he. what Praiſes can 1 find 
To equal thy melodious Voice? In thee 
Th Rudeneſs of my Rural Fife I fee; 
From thee l learn to vaunt no more my skill. 
Aloft in Air ſhe fate, provoking ſtill 
The vanquifh'd Swain: Provek'd at laſt, he ſtrove 
To ſhew the little Minſtfel of the Grove 
His utmoſt art: it fo ſome ſmall Eſteem 
He might obtain, and Credit loft, redeem. 
He draws in Breath, his riſing Breaſt to fill; 
Thro? all the Wood his Pipe is heard to ſhrill. 
From Note to Note in haſte his Fingers fly; 
Still more aud more his Numbers multiply; 
And now they tri, and now they fall and rife, 
And ſu ift and flow they change, with ſweet Surpri 

Attentivec ſhe does ſcarce the Sounds retain, 
But tœ her ſelt firit coas the puzzling Strain; 
And tracing careful Note by Note, repays 
The Shepherd, in his own narinontous Lays 
 Thioev ry changing Cadence runs at length, 


Then Colin threw bis Fife diigracd alice ; 
While ſhe loud Triumph ſings, proclaiming wide 


ax 


She 


And adds in Sweetneſs, what ſhe wants in Strenge AN 
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Doy 
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Her mighty Conqueſt, What could Colin more? 
1A little Harp of Maple Ware, he dore : 

The Harp it ſelf was Old, but Newly ſtrung, 

{ W hick uſual he a-croſs his Shoulders hung. 

Now take, delightful Bird, my laſt Farewel, 
He ſaid; and learn from hence, thou doll excel 
No trivial Artiſt. Aud at that he wound 


The murm'ring Strings, and order'd ev'ry Sound. 


Then earneſt to his Inſtrument he bends, 


And both his Hands. upon the Strings extends. 

The Strings obey his Touch, and various move, 
The low'r anſw'ring ſtill to thoſe above. 

His reſtleſs Fingers traverſe to and fro, 

And in Purſuit of Harmony they go; 

Now, lightly skimming, o'er the Strings they pals, 


Like Winds, that gently bruſh the plying Grals, 


And melting Airs ariſe at their Command: 


And now. laborious, with a weighty Hand 


He ſinks into the Cords with ſolemn Pace, 

And gives the ſwelling Tones a Manly Grace: 

Then, intricate he blends agreeing Sonnds, 

While Muſick thro” the trembling Harp abounds. 
The double Sounds the Nightingale perplex, 

And pos'd, ſhe does her troubled Spirit vex. 


| She warbles diffident, twixt Hope and Fear, 


And hits imperfe& Accents, here and there, 
Then Colin play'd again, and playing Sung. 
She, with the Fatal Love of Glory ſtung, 
Hears all in Pain: her Heart begins to {well ; 
In piteous Notes ſhe ſighs, in Notes that tel] 
Her bitter Anguiſn. He, till finging, plies 
Bis limber Joints : Ber Sorrows higher riſe, 
How ſhall ſhe bear a Conqu'ror, Who before 
No equal, thro' the Grove, in Muſics bore ? 


She droops, and hangs her fligging Wings, and moans, | 


geh And fetches from her Breaſt meloclious Groans: 


Ee 


Oppreis'd with Grief at laſt, too great to quell, 
Down Ercathleis ou the guilty Harp ſhe fell. 


BS 3 | Then 
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Then Colin loud lamented o'er the Dead, 


And unavailing Tears profuſely ſhed, 
And broke his wicked Strings, and curs'd his Skill; 


And, beſt to make Atonement for the ill, 


(If for ſuch Ill Atonement might be made) 
He builds her Tomb beneath a Laurel Shade: 
Then adds a Verſe, and ſets with Flow'rs the Ground, 
And makes a Fence of winding Oſiers round: 
A Verſe and Tomb is all I now can give, 
And here thy Name at leaſt, he ſaid, ſhall live. 
I hos ended Caddy with the ſetting Sun, 
And by his Tale unenvy'd Praiſes won. 


n 
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GERO N. HOBBINOL LANQUET. 


GERQMN. - 
0 W fil the Sea; behold; how calm the Sky! 
| And how, in ſportive Chaſe, the Swallows fly ! 
My Goats, ſecure from harm, no Tendance need, 
While high on yonder hanging Rock they fecd : 
And here below, the Banky Shore along, 
Your Heifers graze: And | to hear your Song 
Diſpos'd. As eldeſt, Hobbinol, begin; 
And Lanquet 8 Ut der Song by Turns come in. 
eee. 
Let others meanly ſtake upon their Skill, 
Or Kid, or Lamb, or Goat, or what they will; 
For Praiſe we ſing, nor Wager ought beſide: 
And, whoſe the Praile, let Cerons Lips decide. 
js 9 +”, EST -: 
4 To Gere t my Voice and Skill commend : 
Unblaſs'd he, to both is equal Friend. 


G E R O N. 


. 


When Ravens pant, and Snakes in Caverns lye; 
Then graze in Woods, and quit the burning Plain; 3 


Iny Maiden Rule, and Albion's Golden Days. 
| Then gentle Sadney liv'd, the Shepherds Friend: 
_ [Eternal Bleſſings A his Shade attend 


I Thrice happy Shepherds how] for Dorſet loves 
Ihe Country Muſe, and our delightful Groves; 


(21) 
G E RO N. 
Begin then, Boys, and vary well your Song; 


Nor fear, from Geron's upright Sentence, Wrong. 
| A Boxen Haut Boy, loud, and ſweet of Sound, 


All varniſh'd, and with brazen Ringlets bound, 

| to the Victor give: No ſmall Reward, | 

If with our uſual Country Pipes compar'd. cue oo 

JJ + 1 

The Snows are melted, and the kindly Rain; { 

Deſcends on ev'ry Herb, "and ev'ry Grain; 

Soft Balmy Breezes breath along the Sky : 

X08 bloomy Seaſon of the Year is nigh. | 
The Cuckoo tells aloud der painful Lovez bs 

The Turtle's Voice is heard in ev'ry Grove; 1 

The Paſtures change, the warbling Linnets ſing "i 


| Prepare to welcome in the gaudy Spring. 


HOBBINOL © 1 
When Locuſts in the Fearny Buſhes cry, - uf 


Ele ſhall ye preſs the ſpungy. Teat in vain. 8 
EA MNDV EF. | 1 9 

When Greens to Yellow vary, and you ſee, bl. 
The Ground beſtrew'd with Fruits off ev'ry Tree, 1 
And ſtormy Winds are heard; think Winter near, ll 


Nor truſt too far to the declining Year. — 


e MN 
Full fain, O bleſt Elia a! would I praiſe 


L AN NOE 7. „ 


While Auna reigus. O ever may She reign ! ay 
Aud bring on Earth a Golden Age again, 1 


8 : if 1. 
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HOBBEINO IL. 


I love ia ſecret all a beauteous Maid, 
And have my Love in ſecret all repaid. 
This coming Night ſne does reſerve for me. 
Divine her Name; and thou the Victor be. 
„ 
Mild as the Lamb, and harmleſs as the Dove, 
True as the Turtle, is the Maid I love. 
How we in ſecret love, I ſhall not ſay, 
Divine her Name ; and I give up the Day. 
RU S81NDO £. 
Soft, on a Cowſlip Bank, my Love and I, 
Together lay: a Brook ran murm ring * 
A I houſand tender Things to me ſhe ſaid, 
And { a Thouſand tender Things repaid. 
„ 
In Summer Shade, beneath the Cocking Hay, 
What ſoft, endearing Words did ſhe not ſay ? 
Her Lap, with Apron deck'd, ſhe kindly ſpread, 


5 And ſtroak d my Cheeks, and lull'd my leaning Head. 


HOB 'B 00 I 
Breath ſoft, ye Winds; ye Waters gently flow ; 
Shield her, ye Trees; ye Flowers around her grow; 
Ve Swains, I beg you, paſs in Silence by; 
My Love in yonder Vale aſleep does lye. 
„ 
Once Delia ſlept, on eaſy Moſs reclin d, 
Her lovely Limbs half bare, and rude the Wind: 
I ſmooth'd her Coats, and ſtole a ſilent Kiſs. | 
| Condema me, Shepherds, If 1 did amiſs. 
N «„ RD £5 
. As Adrian bath'd, by chance I paſſed by; 
She bluſh'd, and at me caſt a ſidelong Eye: 
Then ſwift beneath the Cryſtal Wave ſhe try d 
Her beauteous Form, but all in vain, to hide. 


L ANI 


. 


As l to cool me, bath'd one ſultry Day; 


Fond Lydia lurking in the Sedges lay. 
| The Wanton laugh'd, and ſeem d in haſte to fly; 
Yet often ſtopp'd, and often turn'd her Eye. 


UD 
When firſt I ſaw, world 1 had never ſeen, 


| Young Lyſer lead the Dance on yonder Green; 5 


Intent upon her Beauties as ſhe mov'd, 

Poor, heedleſs Wretch, at unawares [lov'd. 
LANGVET - 

When Lucy decks with Flow'rs her 1 N Breaſt; 

And on her Elbow leans, dillembling Reſt ; 

Unable to refrain my madding Mind, 


Nor Sheep nor Paſture worth my Care 1 find. 


UBS FNTDL 
Come Roſalind. O come ! For without thee, 


What Plealure can the Country have for me? 


id. 


Come Roſalind, O come ! My brinded Kine, 


My ſnowy Sheep, My Farm and all is thine, 


„„ 
Come Roſalind, O come ! Here ſhady Bow' rs, 
Here are cool Fountains, and here ſprining Flow'rs, 


Come Ko/alind : Here ever let us ſtay, 
And ſweetly waſte our live-long Time away. 


HOBBINO:L 

In vain the Seaſons of the Moon I know, 
The Forceof Healing Fort, and where they crow? 
There is no Herb, no Seaſon, may remove 
From my foad Heart the racki ng Pains of Love, 

LANG VUET -- 

What profits me, that I in Charms have SKill, 

And Ghoſts and Goblins order as 1 will; 


Vet have, with all my Charms, no Pow'r to la 


* 


The Sprite, | chat breaks my Quiet Night and Day. 


HO3 
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HOBBINO t 


O that like Colin I had Skill i ig Rhymes: 

' To purchaſe Credit with ſucceeding Times! 
Sweet Colin Clout ! who never yet had Peer, 
Who ſung thro: all the Seaſons of the Year. 

LANQGTVET. 
Let me like Wrenock ſing; his Voice bad Pow'r 
To free the clipſing Moon at Midnight Hour: 
And, as he ſung, che Fairies, with their Queen, 
In Mantles Blue came tripping oer the Green. 
"WB 8 V Iv; 
Here end your pleaſing Strife. Both Victors are 3 
And Both with Colin may in Rhyme compare. 
A Boxen Haut-Boy, loud, and ſweet of Sound, 
All varniſn'd, and with brazen Ringlets bound, 
To Both I give. A mizling Miſt deſcends 

Adowu that ſteepy Rock: And this way tends 
Yon diſtant Rain. Shore-ward the Veſſels ſtrive ; 
And, W the Boys their Flocks to ſhelter drive. 


N 


5 IA 59 


1 


'A MP A IGN. 
POE M- 


To His GRACE the 
Duke of MARLBOROUGH. 


o 
2 


By Mr. AD DIS O N. 


—— Rheni pacator & Iſtri. 

Omnts in hoc Uno variis diſcordia ceſſit 

Ordinibus; lætatur Eques, plauditque Senator, 
Votaque Patricio certant Plebeia favori. 


Claud. de Laud. Stilic. 


Omnium effuſa lætitia eſt & gratis cogitationibus 
K ſermonibus revocata. 


ſe aliquam in terris Gentem que ſua impenſa, ſuo labo, e ac 
perilo bella gerat pro Libertate aliorum. Nec hoc finitimis, 
aut propinque vicintatis hominibus, aut terris continents 
Janctis præſtet. Maria trajiciat : ne quod toto orbe terrarum 
injuſtum imperium ſit, & uniq; jus, fas, lex potentiſſima ſit. 

TT Liv. Hiſt. Lib. 33. 
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THE 


| POE M. &c 


Hile Crouds of Princes Vour Deſerts proclaim, 
Proud in their Number to enroll Vour Name; 
hile Emperors to You commit their Cauſe, 
\nd A NN A's Praiſes crown the vaſt Applauſe ; 
Accept, great Leader, what the Mule recites, 
hat in ambitious Verſe attempts Your Fights, 
Fir'd and tranſported with a T heme ſo new 
Ten thouſand Wonders op'ning to my View, 
Phine forth at once, Sieges and Storms appear, 
And Wars and Conquelts fill th* Important Year ; 
Rivers of Blood I ſee, and Hills of Slain, 
\n lliad riſing out of One Campaign. 


The Haughty Gaul beheld, with tow'ring Pride, 
His ancient Bounds enlarg'd on ev'ry Side ; 
;rene's lofty Barriers were ſubdu'd, 

And in the midſt of his wide Empire ſtood; 
{uſonia's States, the Victor to reſtrain, 5 
Oppos'd their Alps and „ bes in vain, 95 

or found themſelves, wit 
zehind their Everlaſting Hills ſecur' d; 
he riſing Danube its long Race began, 
\nd half its Courſe through the new Conquelts ran; 
\maz'd and anxious for her Sov'raign's Fates, 
ermania trembled through a Hundred States ; 


A 2 Great 


CAMPAIGN 


ſtrength of Rocks immur'd, 


Great Leopald himſelf was ſeiz'd with Fear; 


To ſit the Guardian of the Continent ! 


(4) 


He gaz'd around, but ſaw no Succour near ; 
He gaz'd, and half abandon'd to Deſpair | 
His Hopes on Heav'n, and Confidence in Pray'r. 


To Britain's QUEEN the Nations turn their Eyeg 
On her Reſolves the Weſtern World relies, 
Confiding ſtill, amidſt its dire Alarms, 

In ANNA's Councils, and in CHURCHILL's Arms: 
Thrice Happy BRIT AIN, from the Kingdoms rent, 


That ſees her Braveſt Son advanc'd ſo high, 
And flouriſhing {o near her Prince's Eye; : 
Thy Fav'rites grow not up by Fortune's ſport, 


Or from the Crimes, or Follies of a Court; 


On the firm Baſis of Deſert they riſe, 11 
From long try d Faith, and Friendſhip's Holy Ties: His 
Their Sov'raign's well- diſtinguiſh'd Smiles they ſhare, Inf 


Her Ornaments in Peace, her Strength in War, if 
The Nation thanks them with a Publick Voice, It 
By Show'rs of Bleſſings Heav'n approves their Choice; Pet 
Envy it ſelf is dumb, in Wonder loſt, Ju 
And Factions ſtrive who ſhall applaud * em moſt. is 
| Na! 
Soon as ſoft Vernal Breezes warm the M 41 
Britannia's Colours in the Zephyrs fly; _ Ho 
Her Chief already has his March begun, To 

Croſling the Provinces Himſelf had won, 

Till the Moſelle appearing from afar _ 8 
Retards the Progreſs of the Moving War: Th 
Delightful Stream, had Nature bid her fall WI 

In liſta Climes, far from the perjur'd Gaz ; WI 

But now a Purchaſe to the Sword ſhe lyes, oth 

Her Harveſts for uncertain Owners riſe, Th 

Each Vineyard doubtful of its Maſter grows, 

And to the Victor's Bowl each Vintage flows: ( 

The diſcontented Shades of ſlaughter'd Hoſts (Nt 


1 hat wander d on her Banks, her Heroes Ghoſts Bre 
Hop Fir 


e 
Hop'd, when they ſaw Bistannia's Arms appear, 
The Vengeance due to their great Deaths was near. 


Our God-like Leader, e' er the Stream he paſt, 
he mighty Scheme of all his Labours caſt, 
forming his Wond'rous Vear within his Thought; 
His Boſom glow'd with Battles yet unfought; 

: Mhe long laborious March he firſt ſurveys, 

t, {nd joias the diſtant Danube to the Maeſe, oo 
tween whoſe Floods ſuch pathleſs Foreſts grow, 
Such Mountains riſe, ſo many Rivers flow: 

he Toil looks lovely in the Heroes Eyes, 
And Danger ſeryes but to enhance the Prize. 


ſea 


Big with the Fate of Europe he renews 
; : His dreadful Courſe, and the proud Foe purſues: _ 
re, Infected by the burning Scorpian's Heat, 
he ſultry Gales round his chaf'd Temples beat, 
Till on the Borders of the Maine he finds 
ce; Defenſive Shadows, and refreſhing Winds: 
Dur Britiſh Youth, with in-born Freedom bold, 
Innumber'd Scenes of Servitude behold, 
Nations of Slaves, with Tyranny debas'd, 
Their Maker's Image more than half defac'd) 
Hourly inſt ructed, as they urge their Toll, 
To prize their QUE EN, and love their Native Soil. 


Still to the riſing Sun they take their Way 
Through Clouds of Duſt, and gain upon the Day. 
When now the Weckar on its friendly Coaſt 
With cooling Streams revives the fainting Hoſt, 
That chearfully its Labours paſs'd forgets, 

The Mid-night Watches, and the Noon-day Heats. 


O'er proſtrate Towns and Palaces they pals, 
(Now cover'd o'er with Weeds, and hid in Grals) 
Breathing Revenge; whilſt Anger and Diſdain 
vp Fire ev'ry Breaſt, and boil in ev'ry Vein: 
: A 3 Here 


(6) | 
Here ſhatter'd Walls, like broken Rocks, from far 
Riſe up in hideous Views, the Guilt of War; 
Whilſt here the Vine o'er Hills of Ruin climbs, 
Induſtrious to conceal Great Bourbon's Crimes. 


At length the Fame of England's Heroe drew 
Eugenio to the glorious interview; _ 
Great Souls by Inſtinct to each other turn, 
Demand Alliance, and in Friendſhip burn; 
A ſudden Friendſhip, while with ſtretch'd out Rays 
They meet each other, mingling Blaze with Blaze. 
Poliſh'd in Courts, and harden'd in the Field, 
Renown'd for Conqueſt, and in Council skill'd ; 
Their Courage dwells not in a troubl'd Flood 
Of mounting Spirits, and fermenting Blood ; 
Lodg'd in the Soul, with Virtue over-rul'd, 
Inflam'd by Reaſon, and by Reaſon cool'd ; 
In Hours of Peace content to be unknown, 
And only in the Field of Battle ſhown: 
To Souls like theſe, in mutual Friendſhip join'd, 
Heav'n dares entruſt the Cauſe of Human kind. 


Britannia's graceful Sons gppear in Arms, 5 1 
Her Harraſs'd Troops the Heroes Preſence warms, Hs 
Whilſt the high Hills and Rivers all around 4 
With thund'ring Peals of Britiſb Shouts reſound: * 


Doubling their Speed they March with freſh Delight, Na 


Eager for Glory, and require the Fight. — 
So the ſtanch Hound the trembling Deer purſues, | 
And ſmells his Footſteps in the tainted Dews, Na 
The tedious Track unrav'ling by degrees , 
But when the Scent comes warm 1n ev'ry Breeze, O 
Fir'd at the near Approach, he ſhoots away 0 
On his full Streth, and bears upon his Prey. 5 

The March concludes, the various Realms are paſt, 2 


Th immortal Schellenbergh appears at laſt: Lin 
5 | þ 5 4 1 2 


t, 


|, 


ke 


1 
ike Hills th' aſpiring Ramparts riſe on high, 
ike Vallies at their Feet the Trenches lye 
att'ries on Batt'ries guard each fatal Paſs, 
Threat'ning Deſtruction; Rows of hollow Braſs ; 
ube behind Tube, the dreadful Entrance keep, 
/hilſt in their Wombs Ten Thouſand Thunders ſleep : 
eat CHURCHILL owns, charm'd with the glorious 
is March o'er-paid by ſuch a promis'd Fight. {ſight, 


The Weſtern Sun now ſhot a feeble Ray, 
and faintly ſcatter'd the Remains of Day; 
v'ning approach'd, but oh what Hoſts of Foes 
ere never to behold that Ev'ning cloſe ! 
ſhickning their Ranks, and wedg'd in firm Array, 
ſhe cloſe compacted Britons win their Way: 
1 vain the Cannon their throng'd War defac'd 

ith Tracks of Death, and laid the Battle waſte; 
till preſſing forward to the Fight, they broke 
Through Flames of Sulphur, and a Night of Smoke, 
Till ſlaughter'd Legions fill'd the Trench below, 
und bore their fierce Avengers to the Foe. 


High on the Works the myngling Hoſts engage, 
he Battle kindled into Tenfold Rage 
ith Show'rs of Bullets and with Storms of Fire 
zurns in full Fury, Heaps on Heaps expire, 

Nations with Nations mix'd confus'dly die, 
ind loſt, in one promiſcuous Carnage lye. 


How many gen'rous Britons meet their Doom, 
New to the Field, and Heroes in the Bloom! 

h' Illuſtrious Youths, that left their Native Shore 

o march where Britons never march'd before, 
O Fatal Love, of Fame! O Glorious Heat 

nly Deſtructive to the Brave and Great!) 
After ſuch Toils o'ercome, ſuch Dangers paſt, 
tretch'd on Bavarian Ramparts, breathe their laſt. 

Ss 
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Here ſhatter'd Walls, like broken Rocks, from far 
Riſe up in hideous Views, the Guilt of War; ; 


Whilſt here the Vine o'er Hills of Ruin climbs, 
Induſtrious to conceal Great Bourbon's Crimes. 


At length the Fame of England's Heroe drew 


Eugenio to the glorious 1 Interview ; 


Great Souls by Inſtin& to each other turn, 


Demand Alliance, and in Friendſhip burn; 
A ſudden Frieadſhip, while with ſtretch'd out Rays 


They meet each other, mingling Blaze with Blaze. 
Poliſh'd in Courts, and harden'd in the Field, 
Renown'd for Conqueſt, and in Council Skill'd ; 
Their Courage dwells not in a troubl'd Flood 

Of mounting Spirits, and fermenting Blood; 
Lodg'd in the Soul, with Virtue over-rul'd, 
Inflam'd by Reaſon, and by Reaſon cool'd , 

In Hours of Peace content to be unknown, 

And only in the Field of Battle ſhown : 


To Souls like theſe, in mutual Friendſhip join „ 


Heav' n dares entruſt the Cauſe of Human kind. 


Britannia's eraceful Sons appear in Arms, 


Her Harraſs'd Troops the Heroes Preſence warms, 


Whilſt the high Hills and Rivers all around 
With thund'ring Peals of Britiſb Shouts reſound : 


Doubling their Speed they March with freſh Delight, | 
_ Eager for Glory, and require the Fight. 


So the ſtanch Hound the trembling Deer purſues, 
And ſmells his Footſteps in the tainted Dews, 
The tedious Track unrav'ling by degrees: | 
But when the Scent comes warm in ev'ry Breeze, 
Fir'd at the near Approach, he ſhoots away 


On his full Streth, and bears upon his Prey. 


The March colchubies the various Realms are paſt, 


Th? immortal Sel: eee appears at laſt: 


Like 
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ike Hills th' aſpiring Ramparts riſe on high, 

ike Vallies at their Feet the Trenches lye ; 

att'ries on Batt'ries guard each fatal Paſs, 
Threat'ning DeſtruQion ; Rows of hollow Braſs ; 

ube behind Tube, the dreadful Entrance keep, 

/hilſt in their Wombs Ten Thouſand Thunders ſleep: 
eat CHURCHILL owns, charm'd with the glorious 
is March o'er-paid by ſuch a promis'd Fight. [ſight, 


The Weſtern Sun now ſhot a feeble Ray, 
ind faintly ſcatter'd the Remains of Day; 

v'ning approach'd, but oh what Hoſts of Foes 
Vere never to behold that Ev'ning cloſe ! 
ſhickning their Ranks, and wedg'd in firm Array, 
ſhe cloſe compacted Britons win their Way: 
1 vain the Cannon their throng'd War defac'd 

ith Tracks of Death, and laid the Battle waſte ; 
till preſſing forward to the _— they broke 
Through Flames of Sulphur, and a Night of Smoke, 
Till ſlaughter'd Legions filld the Trench below, 
und bore their fierce Avengers to the Foe. 


High on the Works the mingling Hoſts engage, 
The Battle kindled into Tenfold Rage 

ith Show'rs of Bullets and with Storms of Fire 
burns in full Fury, Heaps on Heaps expire; 
Nations with Nations mix'd confus'dly die, 
\nd loſt, in one promiſcuous Carnage lye. 


How many gen'rous Britons meet their Doom, 
New to the Field, and Heroes in the Bloom ! 

h' Illuſtrious Youths, that left their Native Shore 

o march where Britons never march'd before, 


| © Fatal Love, of Fame! O Glorious Heat 


nly Deſtructive to the Brave and Great) 
After ſuch Toils o'ercome, ſuch Dangers paſt, 
tretch'd on Bavarian Ramparts, breathe their laſt. 
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But hold, my Muſe, may no Complaints appear, 
Nor blot. the Day with an ungrateful Tear: 


While AMARLBRO' lives, Britannia's Stars diſpenſe 


A friendly Light, and ſhine in Innocence. 
Plunging thro? Seas of Blood his fiery Steed 
Where e'er his Friends retire, or Foes ſucceed ; 
Thoſe he ſupports, theſe drives to ſudden Flight, 
And turns the various Fortune of the Fight. 


Forbear, Great Man, Renown'd in Arms, forbear | 


To brave the thickeſt Terrors of the War; 
Nor hazard thus, confus'd in Crouds of Foes, 
Britannia's Safety, and the World's Repoſe ; 
Let Nations anxious for thy Life abate 

This Scorn of Danger, and Contempt of Fate: 


Thou liv'ſt not for thy ſelf, thy QUEEN demands 


Conqueſt and Peace from thy Victorious Hands; 
Kingdoms and Empires in thy Fortune join, 
And Europe s Deſtiny depends on Thine. 


At length the long-diſputed Paſs they gain, 
By crouded Armies fortify'd in vain; 
The War breaks in, the fierce Bavarians yield, 
And ſee their Camp with? Britiſh Legions fill'd. 
So Belgian Mounds bear on their ſhatter d Sides 


TheSea's whole weight, encreas'd with ſwelling Tides 


But if the ruſhing Wave a Paſſage finds, 
Enrag'd by watry Moons, and warring Winds, 
The trembling Peaſant ſees his Country round 
Cover'd with Tempeſts, and 1n Oceans drown'd. 


The few ſurviving Foes diſpers'd i in Flight, 
(Refuſe of Swords, and Gleanings of a Fight) 
In every ruſsling Wind the Victor near; 

And M ARL BRO's Form in ev'ry Shadow tear, 
Till the dark Cope of Night with kind Embrace 
 Betriends the Rout, and covers their Dinner. 
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EY 
To Donnawert, with unreſiſted Force, 
| The gay Victorious Army bends its Courſe ; 
The Growth of Meadows, and the Pride of ghana, 
EF Whatever Spoils Brvaria's Summer yields, 
he Danube's great Increaſe) Britannia ſhares, 
| The Food of Armies, and Support of Wars: 
With Magazines of Death, deſtructive Balls, 
And Cannons doom d to batter Landau's Walls; - 
The Victor finds each hidden Cavern ſtor'd, 
ar | And turns their Fury on their Guilty Lord. 


Deluded Prince! how is thy Greatneſs croſt, 

| Andall the gaudy Dream of Empire loſt, 
That proudly ſet thee on a fancy'd Throne, 

And made Imaginary Realms thy own! 

ds | Thy Troops, that now behind the Danube join, 

Shall ſhortly ſeek for Shelter from the Rhine, 
Nor find it there : Surrounded with Alarms, 
Thou hop'eſt th' Aſſiſtance of the Gallo Arms; 
The Gallic Arms in Safety ſhall advance, 
And croud thy Standards with the Pow'r of France, 


While to conſole thy Doom, th' aſpiring Gau 
Shares thy Deſtruction, and adorns thy Fall. 


| Unbounded Courage and Compaſſion join'd, 
des} Temp'ring each other in the Victor's Mind, 
{| Alternately proclam him Good and Great, 
And make the Heroe and the Man compleat. 
Long did he ſtrive th' obdurate Foe to gain 
By proffer'd Grace, but long he ſtrove in vain ; 
Till fir'd at length, he thinks in vain to ſpare 
His riſing Wrath, and gives a Looſe to War. 
In Vengeance rous'd, the Soldier fills his Hand 
With Sword and Eire, and ravages the Land; 
A Thouſand Villages to Aſhes turns, 
In crackling Flames a Thouſand Harveſts burns; ; 
To the thick Woods the woolly Flocks retreat, 
1 And mix d with velowing Herds confus diy bleat; 3s 
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Their trembling Lords the common Shade partake, 


And Cries of Infants ſound in ev'ry Brake: 
The liſt'ning Soldier fix'd in Sorrow ſtands, 
Loth to obey his Leaders juſt Commands; 
The Leader grieves, by gen'rous Pity ſway'd, 


To ſee his juſt Commands ſo well obey'd. 


But now the Trumpet terrible from far 
In ſhriller Clangors animates the War ; 
Confed'rate Drums in fuller Conſort beat, 


And ecchoing Hills the loud Alarm repeat : 
Gallia s proud Standards, to Bavaria's join'd, 


Unfurl their gilded Lillies in the Wind; 
The daring Prince is blaſted Hopes renews, 


And while the thick embattled Hoſt he views 


Stretcht out in deep Array, and dreadful Length, 
His Heart dilates, and glories in his Strength. 


The fatal Day its mighty Courſe began, | 
That the griev'd World had long defir'd in vain : 


States that their New Captivity bemoan'd, 
Armies of Martyrs that in Exile groan'd, ES, 
Sighs from the Depth of gloomy Dungeons heard, 


And Prayers in Bitterneſs of Soul preferr'd ; 


Europe's loud Cries, that Providence aſſail'd, 


And ANNA's Ardent Vows at length prevail'd ; 
The Day was come when Heav'n deſign'd to ſhow 
His Care and Conduct of the World below. 


_ Behold in awful March and dread Array, 


The long Extended Squadrons ſhape their Way 


Death, in approaching terrible, imparts 
An anxious Horror to the Braveſt Hearts; 
Yet do their beating Breaſts demand the Strite, 


And Thirſt of Glory quells the Love of Life, 
No vulgar Fears can Britiſh Minds controul, 


Heat of Revenge, and Noble Pride of Soul 


O'er- 


DSZ Fr 


egg 


| N 

O'er-look the Foe, Advantag'd by his Poſt, 

Leſſen his Numbers, and Contract his Hoſt - 
Tho? Fens and Floods poſſeſt the middle Space, 

That unproyok'd they would have fear d to paſs; 
Nor Fens nor Floods can ſtop Britannia's Bands, 
When her proud Foe rang'd on their Borders ſtands. 


But O, my Muſe, what Numbers wilt thou find 

To ſing the furious Troops in Battle join'd ! 

| Methinks 1 hear the Drum's tumultuous Sound 

The Victor's Shouts, and Dying Groans confound, 
The dreadful Burſt of Cannon rend the skies, 

And all the Thunder of the Battle riſe. 

{'Twas then great MARLBRO's mighty Soul was prov'd, 
That, in the Shock of Charging Hoſts unmoy'd, 

| Amidſt Confuſion, Horror, and Deſpair, 

| Examin'd all the Dreadful Scenes of War; 

In peaceful Thought, the Field of Death ſurvey'd, 
To fainting Squadrons ſent the timely Aid, 
Inſpir'd repuls'd Battalions to engage, 
And taught the doubtful Battle where to rage. 

So when an Angel, by Divine Command, 
With riſing Tempeſts ſhakes a guilty Land, 

Such as of late o'er pale Britannia paſt, 

Calm and Serene he drives the furious Blaſt ; 
And pleas'd th Almighty's Orders to perform, 
Rides in the Whirl-wind, and directs the Storm. 


But ſee the haughty Houſhold-Troops advance! 
The Dread of Europe, and the Pride of France. 
The War's whole Art each private Soldier knows, 
And with a Gen'ral's Love of Conqueſt glows; 
Proudly He Marches on, and void of Fear, 

Laughs at the ſhaking of the Britiſh Spear: 
Vain Infolence ! with Native Freedom brave, 
The meaneſt Briton ſcorns the higheſt Slave: 3 
Contempt and Fury fire their Souls by turns, | 
Each Nation's Glory in each Warrior burns; 8 
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1 
Each fights, as in his Arm th' important Day, 
And all the Fate of his great Monarch lay: 


; A Thouſand glorious Actions, that might claim Th 
Triumphant Lau-els, and Immortal Fame, An 
þ Confus'd in Crouds of glorious Actions lye, An 
And Troops of Heroes undiſtinguiſh'd die. Gr 

O Dormer! how can I behold thy Fate, Bla 

And not the Wonders of thy Youth relate! Gi 

How can I ſee the Gay, the Brave, the Young, Tt 

Fall in the Cloud of War, and lye unſung ! TI 

In Joys of Conqueſt he reſigns his Breath, # Or 

And, fill'd with Ergland's Glory, ſmiles in Death. 1 

The Rout begins, the Gallic Squadrons run, 1 
Compell'd in Crouds to meet the Fate they ſhun ; 1M 
Thouſands of fiery Steeds with Wounds transfix'd, [Oi 
Floating in Gore, with their dead Maſters mix d, V 


Midſt Heaps of Spears and Standards driv'n around, In 
Luye in the Danube s bloody Whirl-pools drown'd. E 
Troops of bold Youths, born on the diſtant S?, N 
Or ſounding Borders of the Rapid Rhone ; * 
Or where the Sein her flow'ry Fields divides, A 
Or where the Loire through winding Vineyards glides ; | 
In Heaps the Rolling Billows Iweep away, 


And into Scythian Seas their bloated Corps convey. 1 
From Bleiaheim's Tow'rs the Gaul, with wild Affright, IF 
Beholds the various Havock of the Fight; 1 
His waving Banners, that ſo oft had ſtood 1 
Planted in Fields of Death, and Streams of Blood; JA 


So wont the guarded Enemy to reach, | 
And riſe Triumphant in the Fatal Breach, 


Or pierce the broken Foes remoteſt Lines, 5 
The hardy Veteran with Tears reſigns, 8 - 
__ Unfortunate Tallard ! Oh who can name 111 
The Pangs of Rage, of Sorrow, and of Shame. 1 
That with mix'd Tumult in thy Boſom ſwell'd ! 11 


When firſt thou ſaw'lt thy Braveſt Troops mes, 1 
| Thine 


ine 


|Thine Only Son pierc'd 


13) 
with a Deadly Wound, 
Choak'd in his Blood, and gaſping on the Ground, 


Thy felt in Bondage by the Victor kept! 


The Chief, the Father, and the Captive wept. 
An Engliſh Muſe is touch'd with gen'rous Woe, 
And in th' unhappy Man forgets the Foe. 


Greatly Diſtreſs'd! thy loud Complaints forbear, 
Blame not the Turns of Fate, and Chance of War; 


Give thy Brave Foes their Due, nor bluſh to own, 
The fatal Field by ſuch great Leaders won, 


The Field whence fam'd Eugenio bore away 
Only the Second Honours of the Day. 


With Floods of Gore that from the Vanquiſh'd fell, 
The Marſhes ſtagnate, and the Rivers ſwell. 


| Mountains of Slain lye heap'd upon the Ground, 
| Or 'midſt the Roarings of the Danube drown'd ; 


Whole Captive Hoſts the Conqueror detains 


In painful Bondage, and inglorious Chains; 


Ev'n thoſe who *ſcape the Fetters and the Sword, 


Nor ſeek the Fortunes of a happier Lord, 


Their raging King diſhonours, to compleat 
A{ARL 3RO's Great Work, and finiſh the Defeat. 


: FromAemminehen's high Domes, and Ausburgh'sWalls, 


The diſtant Battle drives th' inſulting Gauls; 
Freed by the Terror of the Victor's Name, 


The reſcu'd States his great Protection claim; 
Whilſt Ulme th' Approach of her Deliv'rer waits, 


| And longs to open her obſequious Gates. 


The Heroe's Breaſt ſtill ſwells with great Deligns, : 


In ev'ry Thought the cow 'ring Genius ſhines: 


If to the Foe his dreadful Courſe he bends, 


1 O'er the wide Continent his March extends; 


If Sieges in his lab'ring Thoughts are form'd, 
Camps are aſlaulted, and an Army ſtorm'd: 


If to the Fight his active Soul is bent, 


The Fate of Europe turns on its Event. What 


What diſtant Land, what Region can afford 


Scepters and Thrones are deſtin'd to obey; 
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An Action worthy his Victorious Sword? 
Where will he next the flying Gaul defeat, 


To make the Series of his Toils compleat ? 


Where the ſwoln Rhine ruſhing with all its Force, 
Divides the Hoſtile Nations in its Courſe, 
While Each contracts its Bounds, or wider grows, 
Enlarg'd or ſtraiten'd as the River flows ; 

On Gallia's Side a mighty Bulwark ſtands, 
That all the wide extended Plain commands : 
Twice, ſince the War was kindled, has it try'd 


The Victor's Rage, and twice has chang d its Side: 


As oft whole Armies, with the Prize o'er-joy'd, 
Have the long Summer on its Walls employ'd. 
Hither our mighty Chief his Arms directs; 


Hence future Triumphs from the War expects. 


And, tho” the Dog-ſtar had its Courſe begun, 
Carries his Arms ſtill nearer to the Sun. 


_ Fix'd on the glorious Action, he forgets 


The Change of Seaſons, and Increafe of Heats. 
No Toils are painful that can Danger ſhow ; 


No Climes unlovely that contain a Foe. 


The roving Gaul, to his own Bounds reſtrain'd, 
Learns to Encamp within his Native Land; 


But ſoon as the Victor ious Hoſt he ſpies, 


From Hill to Hill, from Stream to Stream he flies: 
Such dire Impreſſions in his Heart remain a 


Of MARLBRO's Sword, and HOCKSTET's fatal Plain. 


In vain Britannia mighty Chief beſets 


Their ſhady Coverts, and obſcure Retreats: 


They fly the Conqueror's approaching Fame, 
That bears the Force of Armies in his Name. 


Anſtria's Young Monarch, whoſe Imperial Sway 


W hoſe 


APD SOHO OTST 


9 UH 


W (wane Fe nnd Pw 


My_OoO ba — } 


Whoſe boaſted Anceſtry ſo high extends, 
That in the Pagan Gods his Lineage ends; 
comes from afar, in Gratitude to own 

The great Supporter of his Father's Throne. 
What Tides of Glory to his Boſom ran, 
Claſp'd in th' Embraces of the God-like Man? 
How were his Eyes with pleaſing Wonder fixt 
To ſee ſuch Fire with ſo much Sweetneſs mixt! 
Such eaſie Greatneſs, ſuch a graceful Port, 

So tura'd and finiſh'd for the Camp or Court! 


Achilles thus was form'd with ev'ry Grace, 
And Nireus ſhone but in the ſecond Place: 
Thus the great Father of Almighty Rome, 
Dirinely fluſht with an Immortal Bloom, 
That Cytherea's fragrant Breath beſtow'd, 
In all the Charms of his bright Mother glow'd. 


The Royal Youth, by CARL BRO's Preſencecharm'd, 
Taught by his Counſels, by his Actions warm'd; 
On Landau with re. doubl'd Fury fall, 
Diſcharges all his Thunder on its Walls; 
O'er Mines and Caves of Death provokes the Fight, 
And learns to Conquer in the Heroe's fight. 


The Britiſh Chief, for mighty Toils renown'd ; 
Increas'd in Titles, and with Conqueſts crown'd ; 
To Belgian Coaſts his tedious March renews, 
And the long Windings of the Rhine purſues ; 

in. | Clearing its Borders from Uſurping Foes, 

And bleſt by reſcu'd Nations as he goes. | 
Treves fears no more, freed from its dire Alarms, 
And Traerbach feels the Terror of his Arms; 
Seated on Rocks, her proud Foundations ſhake, 
While MARL BRO preſſes to the bold Attack; 
Plants all his Batt'ries, bids his Cannon roar, 
And ſhows how Landau might have fall'n before. 
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Scar'd at his near Approach, Great Louis fears 

Vengeance reſerv'd for his declining Vears; 
Forgets his Thirſt of Univerſal Sway, 

And ſcarce can teach his Subjects to Obey: 

His Arms he finds on vain Attempts employ'd, 
TW Ambitious Projects for his Race deſtroy'd ; 
The Work of Ages ſunk in One Campaign, 
And Lives of Millions Sacrific'd in vain. 


druch are th' Effects of ANNA's Royal Cares: 
By Her, Britannia, great in Foreign Wars, 
Ranges through Nations, whereſoe'er disjoin'd, 
Without the wonted Aid of Sea and Wind. 
By Her th' unfetter'd Iſter's States are free, 
Aud taſte the Sweets of Engliſi Liberty. 
But who can tell the Joys of thoſe that lye 
Beneath the conſtant Influence of Her Eye! 
Whilſt in diffuſive Show'rs Her Bounties fall, 
Like Heav'ns Indulgence, and deſcend on All; 
Secure the Happy, Succour the Diſtreſt, 
Make ev'ry Subject Glad, and a whole People Bleſt. 


| Thus would I fain Britannia's Wars rehearſe, 

In the ſmooth Records of a faithful Verſe; ; 
That, if ſuch Numbers can o'er Time prevail, 
May tell Poſterity the wond'rous Tale. 
When Actions, unadorn'd, are faint and weak, 
Cities and Countries muſt be taught to ſpeak : 
Gods may deſcend in Factions from the Skies, 
And Rivers from their Oozy Beds ariſe : 3» 
Fiction may deck the Truth with ſpurious Rays, | = 
And round the Heroe caſt a borrow'd Blaze. | 
MARLBRO's Exploits appear divinely bright, 

And proudly ſhine in their own Native Light : 


Rais'd of themſelves, their genuin Charms they boaſt; | 
And thoſe who Paint 'em trueſt, Praiſe em moſt. 
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The Uran, 
| 8 A T Y R. 


None 2 ceunyi es (in which does ſand; 
The Second City of the Engliſh Land ) 


| With which no Nation underneath the 4 


Can for Horſe-ſtealers, and Attorneys vie : 
And if 'tis hard timagin, which is worſe, 
To teal a Gelding, or to tate a Purſe. 

Why only to the better of the two, 

Gibbets and Halters does the Law allow ; 
And let the more rapacious Villains live, 
Securely cozen, multiply, and thrive ; 

Yet has, to hang * em, a twofold Pretence, 
Both in Mankind' S, and in its own defence? 
One from this monſtrous Herd I'll ſingle out, 


Abe greateſt Villain of em all, no doubt) 


One ſurely deſtin'd never to do good, 
A Scandal to the Scandalous Brotherhood; 
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The vileſt, wicked, moſt corrupted Limb, 
All Rogyery's epitomiz'd_ in him: 

Of Villanie's higheſt, but Birth's loweſt Ranks: 
Sordid by Nature, tho his Name be Frank; ©: 
A Piece fo ſpurious, infamous, and baſe, 
Heralds cou'd never his Forefathers trace: 
And if hig Life ike other Men's hegan, 
His Births beyond the Memory af Mn. 
Whether, when young, he dropt from out the Moon, 
(As wiſer Woodcocks (ome believe) have done; 
And many able Antiquarees ſay, 

He came undoubtedly the Mili) ＋ 

Or ſome ignoble, louſie e Who 
Unwiely fad him at a Poar- man's DS 
Is of no great Importance to be known, 
Since him an Hoſpitable Pair did own, 
Or for their natural, or adopted Sen; 
bia (2% late) with, his Horg-book to 7— 
(Where fy one ſold Cheeſe and Butter. t mechan 
1 altly, i! ſtead of beating Hemp aud Stra w, [Pork.) 
Put him to thraſh (ar leis relenting Law, = 

And made him hold the Pen, (What Art can do 1) 
Whom Nature had deſignd to hold the Plow, 
Vaſt change of outward he“ and yet, tis plain, 
He might take any Colour, that was, Regae in grain. 
Apprenticcihip he ſerv'd, and then began 
To work Law-buſineſs as a Fourney-man;—__ 
By which be only earn'd his Meat, but choſe 
Far viier Ways to get him Drink. and Claaths. 
Palliſters Caat feloniouſſy did take, 

Wen Cloath's were ſomewhat wanting to his Back. 
And when good Drink was to his Belly due, | 
Hie that g. eat apf ipeſs did thus ew 


3 
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In filthy Puddle, like a Swine, he dived, 
And many a byrſen-belly'd Zofteſs S d; 
Mongſt whom the VWidom, (not exceeding ſmall) 
Was both the leaneſt, and the leaſt of all! 
And ſhe, retaining beſt the Atte 18 
A child, in th Image of its Sire, did breedj; 
For ſuch as did at the Misfortune laugh, _ - 
Call'd her a Cow, the Child an Old red Calf. 
Theſe Bacchanalians, by lucky Chance, 
Did often make him 4. la. made de France; 
And ſure he wou d have loſt his ugly Noſe, 
But A ley gave him many a purging Doſe: 
For which Ctis thought) he ne er a penny ſaw, 
Hut took it out in Penny worth's of Law, 
Theſe were his ways of Living, till at laſt, 
Sir William, pity ing the Wretch, himgrac'd, 5 
| Andin his Boſom the foul Viper plac c. 
| His Wants ſupply d, then ſent him to the Term, 
And did his Charity, with his Seal, confirm, 
Howe'er the Villain can the Name deſpiſe, - 
| Sir William was the Author of his Riſe. _ 
| Z—ſoes his Friend (but of the better ſort) £ 
Cloath'd him, and kept him, as a Fool, for Sport: 
But he, in all his Pack of Dogs, ne er found 
A more unworthy, or ungrateful Hound. 
His own Nobility of Blood he'll boaſt, 
And hates his greateſt Benefactors moſt. 
But fare he's wholly void of Sexce, and Shame, 
When he to Sanctity, and Grace, lays claim 
And (what few Hypocrites have done before) 
Blaſphemes, and Worſhips, in the ſell- ſame Hour. 
At Ev'ning Pray'rs the Wretch, with Wine unman'd, 
Jnucels down, becauſe he's Drunt, and cannot ſtand. 
88 . But 
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But when the Morning does his Sence recall, 
And he is Sober, never prays at all. 


Drinking and Whoring rule the Night, the Dip 


In J Frauds and Bribery's is paſt away: 


For he muſt have beſt Cuſtom, and beſt Price, way 


That ſells his Client's Lands or Houſes rwice. | 
Lenny's Wife's Deed of Joynture firſt he made, _ 
And then to er that Eſtate convey 1 


A Brace of Hawks may over · match an Owl, & 


And Two great Tuaves ſoon cozen one great Fol. 


How much his Steward does his Rents increaſe, ( 
When Tennants pay him more, and he the Landlord 


Little does Rad—F, at this diſtance, gueſs : 


(eſs. 
Old and inſipid grown, the Leacher now 
Does Gill with A the Antient Game purſue. 
If Pleaſure his Domeſtick Concubine 

Can give, Heav'n grant it never may be mine. 
For ſhe's his very Picture to the life, 
And ſeems, by Fate, deſign'd to be his Wife ; 
Both are alike crook*d-leg*d, and well they may, 


Their Heads being Zeaden,and their Legs but Clay: | 


Nature, on them no longer Necks wou'd waſt, 
Than what muſt ſerve to hang em by at laſt. 

Who wou'd imagin he ſhou'd wiſh for more 
Than, all in one, to have both Cook and Whore : 
Yet ſo extenſive is the Dotard's uile, 

His greateſt Comfort is a London Jil; b 
Who waits his going to the Term, and draitis 


His Pocket dry of Money, as his Scull's of Brains; 6 


You'd Scarce believe to what an hour o th day 
He in this Waſher-woman's Lather lay. 
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| When firſt he kickt poor * - out of Doors, 
For waiting at #»ſeaſonable hours; His Clatk, » 


Who . dirty Cook his Whore, I vow 
'Tis fit ſhe ſhou'd his Waſher- woman too. 


Strange! that ſo plentifuka Crop of Vice, 
From the 50 root of Poverty; ſhou'd riſe, — 


_ 5 wy 


N 5 Fele d Ga they cond rightly cn) 
'] To Forty 185 lings bare! 1iÞ amount, ee 
1 Wheh in 0 na. abe {ef eddicft, - 

| Curs'd be th 115 1 for ever het Cs d A 

) | why Wt ee G together — Ia 
Wh bade m 7 ingenden in, and 2 
) Thar baugl 8 8 ſpring, much.3ſham'd women 


Or own wel e, drudging in, 0s ne 1 
5 (Leaſt ſuckta: V Antip at! by di l 1 


The ſtink of Chee; ubm bine 700 Hoy d Bach 

Sent her (as all the Race of Vipers do) 

To ſell her Butter in the Shades below. 

Oh! may I live to {ee the glorious Day, 

When as vile Wretch, his Father too ſhall ſlay, 5 

And, for the fact, be hung to ſcare the aus away 

But white he Les among us, for his Wife 

Kind Fate, ſpin out an equal Thread of Life, 

Since nothing here ; for all his Crimes, can be 

So great, ſo juſt a Puniſhment, as ſhe. 

I And when thy Siſter cuts their Threads, do thou 
Permit her not to cut their Halters too: 

But let em ſtill ramain inter 'd in Air, 

With this eden 0 on the lovely Pair. | 


. 


Their 


\ 


He a Swine-driver's' Son, and the Son of a hort, 


She the Devil's own Daugliter, a ſlatternly Imp. 
That never wore Gartet, but this one of Hemp. 19; 
The diff rexce between their Reli 


| Sheliv'd aWhore'ten Tears, aud he a Rogue twen 5 ; 
Then en OY when 4, Nemine e Keen N 
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Had never a Neckeloth became him tef n 12 
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